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Just  One  Cake  of  Camay 
Brings  Softer,  Smoother  Skin! 

„-*< 

Like  a  dream  come  true,  your  complexion  is 

clearer,  fresher— with  your  very  first  cake  of 

Camay!  Yes,  new  loveliness  can  be  yours 

when  you  change  from  careless  cleansing  to 

the  Camay  Mild-Soap  Diet.  Doctors  tested 

Camay's  daring  beauty  promise  under  exact 
clinical  conditions  — on  scores  of  complex- 

ions. And  these  doctors  reported  that  woman 

after  woman  —  using  just  one  cake  of  Camay  — 

had  softer,  smoother,  younger-looking  skin! 

MRS,  RUSSEIL  FLAGG  GREER 

the  former  Gloria  Horpe  of  Coral  Gables,  Fla. 

Briddl  portrait  paintad  by  i^A¥HtttS 

NOTES  ON  THE  ROMANCE  OF  THE  GREERS 

Shell-hunting  on  the  golden  Florida         IH 

.5..  ri  i^™™^^«      sands,  Russ  wooed  and  won  lovely,  blue-' '•^—  t.  ̂ ^^3^B      eyed  Gloria.  Her  complexion  is  fair 
as  the  skies  that  smiled  down  on 

their  romance!  "Camay  is  my  standby 

!•»  ■•  I         R       ̂   ^'^^  ̂ '^'"  care,"  Gloria  discloses,  "since  my j0^y  R       ̂ ^  very  first  cake  of  Camay  brought ^-*  -Ski  out  a  real  sparkle  in  my  complexion!" 

Cherish  Camay— use  every  sliver.  Pre' 
Cious  materials  go  into  making  soap. 

Gay  goings -on  at  the  Greers'!  And  the fresh  beauty  of  this  charming 

hostess  rates  applause.  "Russ  often  com- 
pliments my  complexion— thanks  to 

mild  Camay  care!"  So  Gloria  promises,  "to 
keep  my  skin  winning  praises,  I'll  stay 

on  the  Camay  Mild-Soap  Diet." You  Can  make  your  skin  lovelier,  too! 
Every  Camay  wrapper  tells  you  how. 



CUPID:  And  your  dentist  .  . 
GIRL:  What  dentist? 

CUPID:  What  dentist?  Don't  you  know 

that  "pink"  is  a  warning  to  see  your  demist? 

He  may  find  today's  soft  foods  are 
robbing  your  gums  of  exercise  and 

suggest  "the  helpful  stimulation  of 

Ipana  and  massage." 'OV 

tAju^m^  ̂ ^^^&u>^ MMMMM 

GIRL:  Pygmy,  are  you  talking  about  my  dentist, 

my  smile,  or  what? 
CUPID:  The  works.  Sis.  Because  a  sparkling 
smile  depends  largely  on  healthy  gums.  And 

Ipana  is  specially  designed,  with  massage,  to 

help  your  gums.  Massage  a  little  extra  Ipana    - 
on  your  gums  when  you  brush  your  teeth 

and  you're  on  the  way  to  a  sparkling  smile  . . . 
one  that'll  put  a  gleam  in  the  eye  of  every 
lad  who  sees  you! 

IPANA  AND  MASSAGE 
Product  of  Brtslol-Myen 

i 



OMING 

IVEXT 

MOXTH 

NBC's  Barry  Cameron  comes 
alive  for  our  readers  in  the  August 
Living  Portraits,  with  pages  of 

vivid  pictures  of  Barry's  friends — 
you'll  see  the  way  they  look,  the 
places  they  live  in,  the  things  they 
do. 

What  happens  on  a  Honeymoon 

In  New  York?  Well— NBC's  show. 
Honeymoon  In  New  York,  has  a 
lot  of  answers  to  that,  and  one  of 
the  most  moving  is  told  in  Radio 
Mirror  next  month  by  the  woman 

who  lived  it.  It's  a  story  that  will 
leave  you  smiling  a  little  —  or 
weeping,  just  a  little. 

All  your  regular  departments,  as 
usual:  Papa  David  chooses  his  fav- 

orite Life  Can  Be  Beautiful  letter, 
Ted  Malone  his  favorite  poem 
from  among  those  you  have  sent 
in;  Kate  Smith  cooks  up  some 
midsummer  specialties.  And  on 
the  cover,  Betty  Jane  Rhodes  in 
a  hat  no  woman  could  resist. 
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Facing  the  Music   by  Ken  Alden  4 

Start  Young,  Stay   Young   by   Victor   Lindlahr  8 

What's  New  From  Coast  to  Coast   by  Dale  Banks  10 

What  About  Television?   by  Worthington  C.  Miner,  CBS  19 

A  Day  To  Remember — A  Woman  of  America  Story            20 

Once  We're  Married — Part  Two  of  an  Aunt  Jenny  Real  Life  Story    24 

Between  The  Bookends   by  Ted  Malone  28 

Just   Plain   Bill — In    Living   Portraits    31 

Murder  For  Two — A  Mr.  and  Mrs.  North  Story    36 

So  Far  Away !   by  Margaret  Whiting  38 

Take  Your  Partner ! — A  National  Barn  Dance  Story    40 

Don't  You  Know  I  Love  You? — A  My  True  Story    44 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful      by  Papa  David  48 

Glorious  Fourth!      by  Kate  Smith  50 

ON  THE  COVEE — Marilyn  Erskine,   radio  actress;  story  on  Page  3. 
Miss  Erskine's  gown  designed  by  Marie  of  Pandora  Frocks,  New  York 
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"ffou;  1p  ha\/e  morc  fun  on  dates' DIANA  LYNN 
starring  in  "OUR  HEARTS  WERE  GROWING  UP" 

A  Paramount  Picture 

The  dates  I  like  to  remember  are  the  ones  where 

everybody  had  a  good  time.  Where  nobody  told  any 
jokes  that  reflected  on  any  race  or  religion.  Where 
nobody  acted  snooty  because  he  or  she  had  more 

money,  nicer  clothes,  or  a  fancier  education.  It's 
silly  to  be  a  snob  or  snide-guy . . .  when  real  people  have  so  much  more  fun ! 

Fleer  knows  how  much  little  things  can  mean  .  .  .  guess  that's  why  they 
make  such  good  gum. 

fleer's  is  that  delicious  chewing  gum 
with  the  super  peppermint  flavor.  Twelve 
flawless  fleerlets,  in  a  handy  green-and- 

white  package,  for  only  five  cents.  Fleer's 
is  fresh,  flavorful,  refreshing.  Enjoy 
Fleer's  today ! 



Blonde   Marilyn 
Erskine  stars  in  half 

a   dozen    network   dramas. 

By    ELEANOR    HARRIS 

WHEN  Marilyn  Erskine  was  six 
years  old,  she  disrupted  her  life 

(and  her  parents'  lives)  forever — 
by  coming  to  New  York  City  to  visit 
her  grandmother.  While  the  little  gold- 

en-haired girl  was  lunching  calmly  with 
relatives  she  met  an  agent.  Feverishly 
he  offered  her  parts  in  movie  shorts  and 
in  radio — and  Marilyn  promptly  made 
New  York  her  home.  What  could  her 
parents  do  but  string  along  with  her? 

By  the  ripe  age  of  twenty,  Marilyn's 
been  in  eleven  plays  including  "Our 
Town"  and  "Primrose  Path,"  in  endless 
movie  shorts,  and  in  countless  radio 
shows.  Right  now  her  busy  list  includes 
Lora  Lawton,  The  Eileen  Barton  Show, 
Let's  Pretend,  Road  of  Life,  and  Young 
Widder  Brown.  You  might  say  Young 
Widder  Brown  is  her  life  work.  She's 
been  on  it  nine  years  now! 

Once  in  New  York  City,  she  sand- 
wiched the  Professional  Children's 

School  in  between  her  radio  shows — 
where  her  schoolmates  were  Frankie 

Thomas,  Johnny  Downs,  and  January's Radio  Mirror  Cover  Girl  Eileen  Barton. 
Around  the  house  she  wears  slacks  or 

lounging  pajamas — ^the  most  over-used 
pair  being  purple  slacks  with  a  fuchsia- 
and-green  blouse.  Her  hair  is  ash 
blonde,  her  eyes  blue,  her  height  five 
feet  two;  and  she  collects  gold 
jewelry  avidly,  and  shoes — her  latest 
shoe-triumph  being  almost  invisible, 
since  it  consists  only  of  a  couple  of  tiny 
straps.  Bags  too  attract  her  like  a 

magnet.  "My  pet  is  a  transparent  plas- 
tic one,"  she  says.  "It  keeps  me  neat 

since  everyone  can  see  into  it — and  also 
I  can  put  a  gardenia  on  top  of  it  and 

make  it  look  lovely." 
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If  isn't  your  necklace 
ihey'll  nofice,"Fefi 

No  one  overlooks  underarm  odor— 

so  look  to  Mum  for  protection 

It's  a  gift— the  way  you  wear  jewels  for smart  efifea. 

But,  honey,  can't  you  see?  Even  the  love- liest of  trinkets  fails  to  be  efifective  when 
charm  itself  fades  away. 

So  don't  stop  at  washing  away  past  per- 
spiration. But  do  guard  against  risk  of 

future  underarm  odor.  Let  Mum  give  un- 

K^ 

derarms  the  special  care  they  need. 
Mum  smooths  on  in  half  a  minute. 

Keeps  you  bath-fresh  and  sweet— safe  from 
oflFending  underarm  odor  all  day  or  eve- 

ning long. 

Mum  is  harmless  to  skin  and  clothing. 

Creamy,  snow-white  Mum  is  so  quick  and 

easy  to  use— before  or  after  dressing.  Won't 
dry  out  in  the  jar  or  form  irritating  crys- 

tals. Why  take  chances  with  your  charm 
when  you  can  trust  Mum?  Get  a  jar  of 
Mum  today. 

•  •  • 

For  Sanitary  Napkins  —  Mum  is  gentle,  Safe, 
dependable . . .  ideal  for  this  use,  too. 

|vf  UJvt 
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Product  of  Bristol-Myers 
TAKES  THE  ODOR  OUT  OF 

PERSPIRATION 
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B>    KEN   ALDEN 

Ex-Major  Lanny  Ross  combines 
his  romantic  tenor  voice  with  the 
smartly-styled  singing  of 
Evelyn  Knight    (right)   on  the  Lanny 
Ross  Show,  which  is  heard 
Monday  through  Friday  at  7:00  P.M. 
EDT,  over  the  CBS  network. 

PERRY  COMO,  whose  single  re- 
cording of  "Till  The  End  of  Time" 

sold  more  copies  than  any  other 
disc  of  the  year,  and  who  has  clicked  in 
recent  20th  Century-Fox  films,  will 
probably  have  a  new  sponsorship  deal 
in  1947  when  his  cigarette  show  runs 
out.    Perry  is  now  on  NBC  but  the  rival 
web,    CBS,   is   promised   the   baritone. *  *         * 

Don't  be  surprised  if  Dinah  Shore  and 
her  husband  George  Montgomery  form 
a  daytime  radio  partnership,  a  la  Kate 
Smith  and  Ted  Collins.  The  idea  might 
be  experimented  with  next  season  on  a 
regional  west  coast  hookup  and  if  suc- 

cessful, go  national. *  *         * 
Count  Basie  is  writing  a  history  of 

jazz  and  boogie  woogie  and  MGM  is 
interested  in  seeing  the  script  for  pos- 

sible screen  use. 
*  *         * 

Look  for  Tommy  Riggs  and  Betty 
Lou,  one  of  radio's  better  ventriloquists, to   be   back   on   the   air   this   Fall   co- 

Perry  Como's  Monday-through-Friday  Supper  Club  show,  7:00  P.M.  EDT 
on  NBC,  piles  up  the  fan  mail  to  such  a  point  that  the  singer's 

whole  family  has  to  pitch  in  to  help  him  read  his   way   through  it. 

successful  bandleader.  It  takes  guts, 
too.  Slim,  sincere  Stan  Kenton,  whose 
fine  young  orchestra  rates  the  highest 
popularity  potential  of  1946,  is  the  cur- rent case  in  point. 

"I  never  had  trouble  playing  piano 
in  bands,"  Stan  told  me  as  we  brunched 
in  Lindy's,  "it  wasn't  until  I  decided 
to  have  my  own  band  that  things  got 

tough." 

Stan  is  a  master  of  understatement. 

Things  weren't  tough.  They  were  des- 
perate. Stan  organized  his  band  on  a shoe  string. 

"What  made  things  worse  was  that 
my  wife,  Violet,  was  expecting  a  baby." 
When  the  band  didn't  work  Stan 

stuffed  his  pride  in  his  bare  pocket  and 
collected  unemployment  insurance.  The 
Kentons  moved  in  with  Violet's  folks. 
One  night,  Stan,  anxious  for  his  wife's 
health,  was  all  for  giving  up  his  ambi- 

tious plans  and  throwing  in  the  baton. 
"Don't  do  it,  honey,"  his  wife  pleaded. 

"This  is  what  you  want.  Soon  the  pub- 
lic will  appreciate  the  kind  of  music 

you  want  to  give  them." The  baby  was  born  without  mishap. 
Stan  was  sure  this  was  a  lucky  omen. 
He  persuaded  the  local  radio  station  to 
put  a  line  into  the  Balboa  ballroom. 
Pearl  Harbor  day  came  and  the  net- 

works stayed  on  the  air  continuously. 
They  needed  remote  dance  band  music 
to  fill  in  between  breathless  bulletins. 

"What  they  got  was  Stan  Kenton," 
Stan  recalled,  "whether  they  liked  it  or 
not.  We  went  on,  from  coast  to  coast, 

three  times  a  night." By  the  time  Stan's  loyal  crew  left 
Balboa,  he  owed  the  radio  station 
$1,200  for  line  charges  but  it  was  w  ̂  
worth  it.  People  had  listened  to  i  | 
strong,  swing-minded  band.  A  on 
night  engagement  in  a  Long  Bea 
auditorium  attracted  2,000  paying  i 

trons.  A  Los'  Angeles  disc  jockey, 
Jarvis,  scouted  the  turnout,  put  in 
hurry  call  to  Maury  Cohen,  manager  of 
that  vast  ballroom,  the  Palladium. 

pphen.  needing  a  fill-in  band  for  five 

starring   with   Ginny   Simms   on   CBS. 
Riggs  was  in  the  service. *  *         * 

Don't  be  surprised  if  Frank  Sinatra 
shifts  his  broadcasting  time  to  an 
earlier  hour  to  satisfy  his  kid  fans. *  *         * 

Jean  Tennyson,  soprano  star  of  CBS's Great  Moments  in  Music,  is  planning  to 
set  up  a  musical  scholarship,  only 
Broadway  show  and  chorus  girls  to  be 
eligible. 

Jean  Sablon,  the  French  Crosby,  has 
returned  to  Paris.  American  networks 

couldn't  work  out  a  satisfactory  deal  to 
keep  the  baritone  over  here. 

Music  lost  another  great  composer 
when  Vincent  Youmans  passed  away 
at  the  age  of  47,  a  victim  of  t.b.  His 

beautiful  songs  like  "Tea  for  Two,"  "I 
Want  to  Be  Happy,"  carry  on  forever, 

STAN  UP  AND  CHEER 
It  takes  more  than  talent  to  become  a 



'There  she  was  waiting  at  the  church!" 

THERE  she  was  waiting  at  the 
church . . .  because  the  cutest  boy 

of  the  neighborhood  playing 

"groom"  to  her  "bride"  walked  out 
on  her  .  .  .  and  told  her  why. 

Lucky  little  Edna — to  learn  so 
young  what  some  people  never  realize 

at  all — that  halitosis  (unpleasant 
breath)  is  a  fault  not  easy  to  pardon. 
It  was  a  lesson  she  never  forgot.  Later 
in  life,  attractive  and  sought-after, 

Listerine  Antiseptic  was  a  "must"  be- 
fore every  date. 
How  is  Your  Breath? 

Can  vou  be  sure  that  at  this  very  mo- 

ment your  breath  is  sweet  and  agree- 

able? You  can't  always  tell! 
Why  take  chances  .  .  .  why  risk 

oflfending  others  needlessly  when  Lis- 
terine Antiseptic  so  often  offers  such 

an  easy,  delightful  precaution.'* 
Simply  rinse  your  mouth  with  it 

morning  and  night  and  especially  be- 
fore any  appointment  where  you  want 

to  be  at  your  best.  Almost  at  once 
your  breath  is  fresher,  sweeter  . . .  less 
likely  to  offend. 

While  sometimes  systemic,  most 
cases  of  unpleasant  breath,  say  some 
authorities,  are  due  to  the  bacterial 

fermentation  of  tiny  food  particles  on 

teeth,  gum  and  mouth  surfaces. 

Lucky  for  you,  Listerine  Antiseptic 
quickly  halts  this  fermentation,  then 
overcomes  the  odors  it  causes. 

Never,  never  omit  Listerine  Anti- 

septic; it's  part  of  your  passport  to 
popularity.  Lambert  Pharmacal  Co. 

Before  every  date 

LISTERINE  ANTISEPTIC 

for  oral  hygiene 
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jot  Kenton  at  bargain   prices. 
would  think  that  was  the  end 

-Qubles  but  it  wasn't,"  Stan  con- 
"Too  cocky,  we  headed  east  and 

iC  until  we  got  into  Roseland  in 
f^Yorii.    Booked  for  six  weeks,  we 

i  Mid  three.    Our  style  just  didn't  fit." I  Ick  on  the  coast,  Bob  Hope  hired 
*  band  to  replace  Army-bound  Skin- 

'  Ennis.    Stan  thought  this  was  the 

II  opportunity,  but  the  gag-filled 
 Hope 

riow  had  little  room  to  show  off  the 
lusical  wares  of  Kenton.  The  band  got 
)st  between  irium  and  Jerry  Colonna. 

But  their  Capitol  records  clicked. 
In  two  years  the  plucky  pioneer 

saved  $25,000,  owned  two  cars,  and  a 
luxurious  Hollywoodland  home.  Eager 
to  keep  improving  his  band,  he  poured 
money  back  into  it  for  better  musicians 
and  singers. 

Stan  is  34  now.  He  was  born  in 
Wichita,  Kansas,  the  son  of  an  auto 
mechanic  and  a  piano  teacher.  The  fam- 

ily moved  to  the  coast  shortly  after 
Stan  was  born.  Their  son  went  to 
school  in  Long  Beach,  started  studying 
music  under  the  watchful  eye  of  his 
mother  when  he  was  14. 

The  depression  prevented  Stan  from 
going  to  college.  He  joined  a  local 
dance  band,  drifted  from  one  to  an- 

other, playing  a  polished  piano.  But  he 
soon  became  bored  with  routine  music 

and  routine  arrangements.  The  band- 
leading  bug  bit  him  early.  He  met  his 
pretty  wife  while  playing  in  one  of 
these  clap -trap  outfits. 

"If  it  wasn't  for  her  we'd  have  given 
up  long  ago.  When  we  signed  contracts 
which  called  for  a  girl  vocalist,  Vi 
would  make  believe  she  was  the  girl 
vocalist  even  though  she  had  _  never 

sung  professionally   in   her  life." Now  that  the  sweat  and  tears  days 
are  over,  Violet  Kenton  concentrates  on 
being  a  wife  and  mother. 

"Now  that  we're  moderately  success- 
ful Vi  doesn't  bother  too  much  about 

it.  But  I'm  sure  if  anything  went  wrong 
again  she'd  be  in  there  pitching." 

It's  taken  Kenton  about  six  years  to 
put  his  fine  band  across.  Music  critics 
believe  he  did  it  the  harS  way,  insist- 

ing on  playing  challenging  and  com- 
plicated arrangements  difficult  for  the 

average  danceband  fan  to  absorb.  But, 
on  the  evidence,  they  learned! 

Life  was  easy  as  a  musician, 
hard  as  a  bandleader — but  Stan 
Kenton  wanted  to  lead  a  band. 

Vivacious  Nanette  Fabray  is  the 
vocalist  on  NBC's  Saturday  night 
Jimmy  Edmondson  Show,  at  8. 

NEW  RECORDS 
(Each  month  Ken  Alden  picks  the 

most  popular  platters) 

JO  STAFFORD:  The  languorous 
Californian  offers  an  album  (Cap- 

itol) filled  with  memorable  hits 
of  yesteryear. 

DINAH  SHORE:  Dinah  is  herself 
again  with  this  effortless  version 
of  "The  Gypsy"  and  "Laughing 
on  the  Outside."  (Columbia) 

JACK  SMITH:  The  Prudential 
Family  hour  favorite  turns  in  a 

pleasant  coupling  of  "I'll  Be Yours"  and  "Let's  Put  Out  the 
Lights."     (Majestic) 

>|c  3^  4; 

NORO  MORALES:  Majestic 

thinks  mighty  highly  of  this  rum- 

ba disciple.  "Maria"  and  "Tam- bo"  are  the  tunes  and  an  easy-to- 
learn  rumba  lesson  written  by 
Arthur  Murray  is  on  the  jacket. 

^  '¥  <¥ 

PHIL  MOORE  FOUR:  Another 
slick  Musicraft  mixture  by  this 

quartet  featuring  "September 
Song"  and  "Danny  Boy." 

JOHNNY  GUARNIERI:  "Body 
and  Soul"  and  "Nobody's  Sweet- 

heart" show  off  an  honest  piano 
style  and  he  gets  understanding 
help  from  drummer  Cole  and 
string  bassist  Haggart.  (Majestic) *  *  * 

GEORGE  AULD:  Here's  a  band due  to  climb.  Listen  to  them  as 

they  play  "You  Haven't  Changed 
At  All,"  a  lovely  tune,  and  "Daily Double."     (Musicraft) 

FRANK  SINATRA:  The  Voice 
rejoices  with  two  fine  songs  from 
"Centennial  Summer"  —  "All 

Through  the  Day"  and  "Two 
Hearts    Are    Better    Than    One." 

FREDDY  MARTIN:  Our  favorite 
music  smoothies  play  two  tunes 

from  Danny  Kaye's  new  picture 
"Kid  From  Brooklyn"  and  both 
are  good. 

Baritone  Dick  Haymes  steals  as  many  hours  as  he  can  from  movies  and  his  CBS  show  (Saturdays  a
t 

8:00  P.M.   EDT)   to  ride  and  train  the  horses  on  his  Encino  Valley  'fancj^g-Thunderboit  is  one. 



.  .  .'HOW,  MOMfty, 
IT  SHyS^'OHi  AHP 
A  H4tf  COPS  Of  O0L£ 

CROSHiO  PIHBAPPW" 

A  BLISSFULLY  COOL  SHERBET  is  in  the  making 

here.  With  Dole  Crushed  Pineapple  from  Hawaii  con- 
tributing its  tropic  goodness,  this  dessert  is  bound  to 

be  a  delicious  climax  for  a  summertime  supper. 

Try  this  recipe  for  Dole  Pineapple  Sherbet,  also 
the  other  recipes  shown  here.  Dole  Pineapple  Upside- 
Down  Salad  with  deviled  eggs  is  a  meal  in  itself,  and 

the  Catsup-glazed  Pineapple  Chunks  are  an  appetiz- 
ing accompaniment  for  broiled  meats.  For  refresh- 

ment anytime,  drink  chilled  Dole  Pineapple  Juice. 

DOLE      PINEAPPLE      UPSIDE-DOWN      SALAD 

Add  2  tbsps.  plain  gelatin  to  V^  cup  cold  water;  let  stand  5 
minutes.  Stir  in  1  V^  cups  boiling  water,  Vj  cup  sugar,  1  tsp. 
salt.  Drain  Yj  cup  syrup  from  Dole  Pineapple  Slices  and  add, 
with  Vj  cup  vinegor  and  %  cup  lemon  juice;  cool.  Pour  thin 
layer  in  bottom  of  loaf  pan,  chill  till  almost  firm;  arrange  2 
slices  pineapple  on  gelatin,  with  pimiento  in  centers,  chill 
till  firm.  Dice  1  or  2  slices  pineapple,  mix  with  3  cups 
shredded  cabbage,  1  cup  diced  radishes  or  cucumbers  or 

celery,  1^  cup  each  diced  pimiento  and  green  peppers;  fold 
into  remaining  gelatin,  pour  over  pineapple  in  pan;  chill. 
When  firm,  turn  out  and  serve  with  mayonnaise.  Serves  6  to  8. 

CATSUP-GLAZED 
DOLE  PINEAPPLE  CHUNKS 

Drain  Dole  Pineapple  Chunks.  Melt  a 
little  butter  or  margarine  in  a  skillet; 

add  drained  pineapple.  Dash  gen- 
erously with  catsup,  then  sprinkle 

lightly  with  brown  sugar,  and  heat, 

gently  stirring  occasionally,  about 
five  minutes,  until  chunks  are  glazed 
and  hot.  Use  as  a  garnish  for  broiled 
chops  or  hamburgers. 

HAWAIIAN    PINEAPPLE 

PRODUCTS 



START  lOllIG, 
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VICTOR      H.     LINDLAHR 

\,^j^t^'  <6 

Victor  Lindlahr,  author  of 

"You    Are    What    You    Eat," 
outUnes  in  this  Radio  Mir- 

ror    feature     miniiHum     re- 
qfuirements  for  a  beauty 

diet.  For  more  about  food  as 

a  heakh  and  beauty  foun- 
dation,   hear   Victor   Lindlahr 

daily,    11:45    A.M.,    MBS. 

THESE  are  the  pleasant  days  when, 

the  poets  tell  us,  a  man's  fancy- 
lightly,  turns  to  thoughts  of  love 

.  .  .  providing  he  has  something  lovely 
to  look  at. 
Whether  or  not  he  is  going  to  look  at 

you  a  second  time  depends,  to  a  large 
extent,  on  your  complexion  —  your 
"skin."  So  take  a  look  in  the  mirror  to 
get  an  idea  how  you'll  make  out  in  the 
"June  is  bustin'  out  all  over"  sweep- 

stakes. Make  an  honest  appraisal,  too. 
Try  to  see  yourself  as  others  see  you. 
Do  you  look  older  than  your  years 

...  or  younger?  Has  your  skin  the  soft, 
velvety  appearance  of  youth?  Does  it 
have  that  smooth,  creamy-like  feel?  Or 
does  it  appear  to  be  a  bit  "tough," 
leather-like,  or  have  some  other  of  the 
unmistakable  signs  of  aging? 

Take  a  good  look  and  remember  that 

you  are  "young,"  "middle-aged,"  or 
"old"  in  the  eyes  of  others  according 
to  the  texture  and  appearance  of  the 
skin  of  your  face. 
You  can  fib  about  your  birthdays  or 

keep  them  a  well-guarded  secret,  but 
the  skin  of  your  face  is  there  for  all 
to  see. 

Fortunately  though,  you  are  literally 
never  too  old  to  improve  the  tone, 
texture  and  tint  of  your  skin  through 
the  use  of  certain  selected  foods.  Here's 
how  it's  done: 
Your  skin  is  made  up  of  layers  and 

layers  of  tiny  cells.  The  outer  ones  are 
continually  shedding,  and  being  re- 

placed by  new  ones  formed  in  the  layers 

which  are  functioning  underneath. 
Whenever  you  eat,  you  feed  these 

cells  from  within.  In  other  words,  the 
skin  of  your  face  is  constantly  in  the making. 

You  can  begin  today  to  make  sure 
that  your  skin  will  have  a  better  tex- 

ture a  few  weeks  from  now,  because 
the  skin  cells  are  forrned  from  certain 
factors  you  get  in  certain  foods. 

For  example,  you  have  all  heard  of 
Vitamin  A.  It  does  a  lot  of  good  things 
for  you.  For  one  thing,  it  determines 
the  texture  of  certain  cells  in  your  skin, 

the  kind  physiologists  call  "Epithelial 
cells."  They  will  be  soft  and  velvety 
or  hard  and  leathery  according  to  the 
amiount  of  Vitamin  A  they  get. 

This  food  factor  actually  forms  the 
epithelial  cells,  and  if  you  run  short  of 
it,  your  skin  may  show  it  in  a  number 
of  ugly  ways. 

In  other  words,  you  are  not  only 

"what  you  eat,"  you  "look  what  you 
eat,"  too. 

Take  the  classic  bugaboo  of  old-age 
skin  .  .  .  wrinkles.  They  crop  up  very 

readily  in  the  skin  that  has  been  de- 
prived of  Vitamin  A,  and  while  we 

associate  a  mighty  high  score  of  birth- 
days with  wrinkles,  they  might  start 

to  form  as  early  as  your  thirtieth  year, 

if  you  don't  eat  the  right  foods. 
Consider  deep-green  lettuce,  for  ex- 

ample. It's  a  grand  source  of  the  caro- 
tene which  your  body  forms  into 

Vitamin  A.  The  fine  ladies  of  Ancient 

Rome  paid  fancy  prices  for  deep-green 

lettuce.  They  ate  it  to  "aid  the  com- 
plexion," and  it  really  helped.  How- 

ever, the  wily  herb-sellers  claimed  that 
the  lettuce  had  to  be  picked  when  the 
stars  were  in  certain  array.  Of  course 

that  isn't  true,  but  it  justified  special 
prices  which  the  patricians  gladly  paid. 

You  can  get  a  grand  supply  of  Vita- 
min A  from  a  crisp  lettuce  salad  made 

with  a  touch  of  French  dressing.  A  few 
strips  of  pimento  spread  over  it  would 
be  double-extra  good.  Pimento  is  one 
of  the  richest  food  sources  of  Vitamin 
A. 

Cleopatra  once  gave  a  herb  seller 
three  large  pearls  for  a  secret  formula 
which  was  reputed  to  have  magical 

qualities  for  "preserving  the  youth  of 
the  skin."  In  the  light  of  modern  nutri- 

tion science,  it  was  probably  worth  the 
price,  at  least  to  Cleopatra.  Here  is 
the  formula: 

1  part  parsley 
1  part  deep  green  watercress 
1  part  the  outer  leaves  of  broccoli 
The  whole  to  simmer  for  a  few  min- 

utes in  any  water  which  might  stick 
to  the  leaves,  to  be  macerated,  (finely 

chopped),  and  to  be  taken  in  the 
amount  of  a  small  wineglassful  (about 
two  ounces),  fresh-prepared  each  day. 
At  least  that's  the  essence  of  the 

prescription  stripped  of  all  the  mumbo 
jumbo  the  herb  seller  recommended. 
One  Roman  historian  records  that 

Cleopatra  used  this  concoction  every 
day.  It  certainly  calls  for  three  of  the 
top-ranking    (Continued   on   page    58) 
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0£  all  leading  brands  -vre  tested  ... 

m  otm  Uwmmlj 
STOPS      PERSPIRATION     AND     ODOR     SO      EFFECTIVELY,     YET     SO     SAFELY 

You  who  value  your  precious  clothes,  will  adore  the  wonderful  new,  improved  Postwar  Arrid! 

It  gives  you  maximum  protection  against  perspiration  and  odor  with  safety  for  your  clothes  and 

skin.  This  new  smooth,  creamy  Arrid  is  the  improved  deodorant  you've  been  waiting  for! 

Taka  i]t&% 

Pure  linen  .  .  .  pure  organdy!  These 

wonderful  fabrics,  which  were  war- 
time casualties,  are  now  available 

again  in,  summer  clothes!  Don't  let 
perspiration  mar  their  beauty.  Use 
Arrid  daily!  No  other  deodorant  stops 

perspiration  and  odor  so  effectively, 

yet  so  safely.  Our  tests  show  it! 

i^  All  Postwar  Arrid  packages 
have  a  star  above  the  price. 

/ 

For  Formai,  Evenings,  this  stunning  white  linen  dress  . . .  with  transparent  midriff  and  drop  shoulder  of  organdy!  To  guard  your  precious 
clothes  against  perspiration,  use  Arrid  daily.  Arrid  gives   maximum  protection  against  perspiration  with  safety  to  clothes  and  skin! 

Only  safe,  gentle  Arrid 

gives  you  this  thorougli  S-fv^ay  protection! 

1.  No  other  deodorant  tested  stops  perspiration  and  odor 
so  effectively,  yet  so  safely. 

2.  More    effective    in    stopping   perspiration    than    any 
other  leading  deodorant  cream,  according  to  our  tests. 

3.  Does  not  rot  clothes.  Does  not  irritate  the  skin. 

4.  Soft,  smooth,  creamy  .  .  .  easy  to  apply.  Greaseless 
and  stainless,  too.  Antiseptic. 

5.  Awarded   the   Seal   of  Approval    of   the    American 
Institute  of  Laundering  for  being  harmless  to  fabric. 

39i  plus  tax  Also  lOi  and  59i 

ARRID 
Some  of  tlie  many  stars  vrlio  use  Arrid  i 

Georgia  Gibhs      •       Grace  Moore       •       Ilka  Chase 
Carol  Bruce      •      Beatrice  Lillie      •      Diana  Barrymore 

Barbara  Bel  Geddes       •       Eleanor  Holm 



To  snag   for  your  very  own  the 
nicest,  strongest  guy  around! 

It's  smart  head-work,  too,  when 
you  choose  DeLong  Bob  Pins  to 

keep  your  page-boy  or  chignon 

under  control  because  they've  got 
the  Stronger  Grip  that's  called  for 
.  .  .  They  simply  refuse  to  slip  and 
slide  around  in  a  weak-kneed 

fashion,  letting  your  carefully  con- 
cocted hair-do  down  to  there... 

^n 

Once  you  use  DeLong  Bob  Pins 

you'll  wonder  how  you  ever  lived 
and  breathed  without  them.  Their 

Stronger  Grip  solves  your  head- 
work  problems  now  and  forever 
more.  Remember  .  .  . 

Stronger  Grip 
Won't  Slip  Out QmUty  :Manufacturers  for  Over  50  years 

BOB  PINS  HAIR  PINS  SAFETY  PINS 
SNAP  FASTENERS         STRAIGHT  PINS 

HOOKS  a  EYES  HOOK  &  EYE  TAPES 
SANITARY  BELTS 

By 

DALE 

BANKS 

Jackie  Coogan  stars  in  CBS's 
Forever  Ernest,  'with  Lurene 
Tuttle  and  Arthur  Q.  Bryan, 
Mondays,  8  P.M.  And  Janet 

Waldo  remains  CBS's  Corliss 
Archer,  Sunday  nights  at  9. 

WHAT'S  NEW 
from  Uut  to  Coasit 

OUR  hat's  off  to  the  new  Super- man! Now  that  the  stratosphere- 
cleaving  hero  has  taken  to  bash- 

ing away  at  real  menaces  instead  of 
mythical  ones,  we're  one  hundred  per- cent for  the  show.  The  new  story  line, 
designed  to  teach  millions  of  kids  the 
dangers  of  racial  and  religious  intoler- 

ance and  to  deal  with  the  many  real 
problems  that  face  the  kids  of  today — 
and  tomorrow — is  a  vast  improvement. 
The  script  is  more  exciting  now  than  it 
ever  was,  and  that's  basically  because it  deals  with  familiar  things  rather 
than  Jules  Verneish  imaginings. 
Superman  has  grown  up  and  even 

adults  need  no  longer  admit  with  a 
snicker  that  they  listen  to  it — ^they  can 
say  they  do  openly  and  without  em- barrassment. 

Had  a  talk  and  a  very  interesting 
one  with  Valerie  Bayan,  lovely  young 
actress  currently  in  True  Detective 
Mysteries.  Valerie'd  just  got  back  from 
Honolulu,  where  she'd  gone  to  be  near her  husband.  Lieutenant  Stubblefield. 
The  war  kept  her  husband  pretty  busy 
and  Valerie  filled  in  the  empty  hours 
by  teaching  dramatics  in  a  local  high 
school.  Valerie  fovind  it  lots  of  fun, 
but  she  also  found  it  very  educational 
in  terms  of  democracy.  Her  classes 
were  made  up  Chinese,  Japanese  and 
Hawaiian  children. 

Department  of  higher  mathematics — 
of  a  sort.  E.  Power  Biggs,  organist  at 
CBS,  set  himself  a  project  at  the  be- 

ginning of  the  year.  The  project  called 
for  devoting  all  or  part  of  every  one 
of  his  Sunday  morning  broadcasts  to 
performing  Bach's  compositions  for  the 
organ — until  he  had  presented  the  en- 

tire Bach  organ  literature.  He  finished 
the  project  early  in  March  and  then 
did  a  little  adding  up  and  figuring. 
Here's  the  report.  He  performed  228 Bach  works  and  he  estimates  that  it 
would  take  an  entire  day  and  night  to 
play  them  all  one  after  the  other.  He 
also  says  that  his  practice  on  the  Bach 
works  has  consumed  about  10,000  hours 

over  the  past  twenty  years.  That's  a lot    of    hours — but    in   this    case    well 
worth  it. iii         *         « 

Neat  trick!  Nannette  Sargent,  who 
has  played  the  part  of  the  baby,  Paul- 
ette,  in  Ma  Perkins  for  five  years — 
from  the  first  baby  cry  to  the  pres- 

ent five-year-old  child — was  recently 
switched  to  the  role  of  Fay,  Paulette's mother!  Mother  and  baby  doing  fine. «         »         * 

We  like  stories  about  Harry  Elders, 
because  Harry  Elders  is  a  very  nic^ 
guy.  This  one  comes  to  us  via  grape- 

vine from  Chicago,  where  Harry's  be- ing the  leading  man  on  the  Cvirtain 
Time  program — as  well  as  the  leading 
man  in  a  number  of  activities  that  tie 



says  Mrs. Gary  Cooper, 
"And  that's  why  gay-red  is  a 

sell-out  in  Hollywood." 

Wherever  the  elite  of  Hollywood  gathers... you'll 
see  alluring  Tangee  lips  capturing  admiring 

glances.  Usually  the  cause  of  all  the  excitement  is 

the  thrilling  new  hit-color —Tangee  Gay-Red.  So  let 

your  lips  go  gay  with  Gay-Red,  the  light-hearted, 
carefree  lipstick  color  that  gives  you  a  lift!  And 

don't  forget— Gay-Red  comes  in  Tangee's  exclusive 
Satin-Finish— long-lasting  and  lovely-to-use. 

Cake  Mahe-Vp  that 
Thrives  on  Hot  Weather! 

Look  cool  and  inviting  all  summer  long. .  .by  using 

the  new  Tangee  Petal-Finish  Cake  Make-Up.  This 

Tangee  triumph  does  not  get  "streaky"  from 
perspiration— lasts  for  extra  hours  no  matter  what 
the  weather  man  says. 

Presented  in  six  fascinating  shades. 

u se 

CONSTANCE     LUFT    HUHN, 

Head  of  the  House  of  Tangee 

and  creator  of  the  world  fa- 
mous Tangee  Gay-Red  Lip- 

stick and  Petal-Finish  Cake Make-Up. 

and  see how  beautiiul 

J^ 

•  •  • 

u    can 
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BUT 

HAVE  YOU 
TRIED  IT? 

Be  fair  with  yourself!  And  this 
very  month  prove  to  yourself  that 
the  natural  pain  of  the  men- 

strual process  can  be  relieved 
simply  by  taking  Midol. 

You  see,  Midol  tablets  are  of- 
fered specifically  to  relieve  func- 

tional periodic  pain,  and  their 
action  is  both  prompt  and  sure. 
Prompt  because  relief  is  gener- 

ally obtained  in  a  few  minutes. 
Sure  because  three  fast-acting  in- 

gredients work  in  these  ways  to 
bring  welcome  relief:  Ease 

Cramps — Soothe  Headache — 

Stimulate  mildly  when  you're "Blue". 

Let  Midol  keep  you  brighter. 
Take  it  confidently  and  see  how 
comfortably  you  can  go  through 
those  trying  days.  Ask  for  Midol 
at  your  drugstore. 

PERSONAL  SAMPLE-Inplainenvelope. 
Write  Dept.  N-76,  Room  H18, 

J,l  East  i2nd  St.  New  York  1 7,  N.  Y. 

CRAMPS -HEADACHf-^BLUES' 
i 

actors  into  their  functioning  as  citizens. 
Not  so  long  ago,  Harry  asked  his 

four-and-a-half  year  old  son  whether 
he'd  like  to  see  one  of  his  father's 
broadcasts.  The  tike  is  very  blase, 

however,  and  didn't  get  very  enthu- 
siastic. This  is  one  of  Harry's  light 

"burdens" — his  son's  lack  of  apprecia- 
tion for  his  talents.  So  Harry  took  a 

neighbor's  child  along  to  the  show  in- stead. 
The  next  morning,  Harry  was 

greeted  very  coldly  by  his  son  at 
breakfast. 

"I  hear  you  kissed  another  woman 
last  night,"  his  son  said"  accusingly. 
"Joe,"  that  was  the  boy  Harry  had 
taken  to  the  studio,  "Joe  saw  you.  He 
told  me  all  about  it.  Joe  doesn't  think 
you're  very  nice  to  do  that  when  you 
have  a  wife  and  two  children." 

It  took  a  couple  of  minutes  for  Harry 
to  realize  that  Joe  had  seen  him  go 
through  his  regular  mike  routine  at 
the  end  of  the  show,  which  consists  of 
standing  by  the  mike  with  his  arm 
around  his  leading  lady,  Jane  Elliott. 

Harry  laughed  and  explained,  but  he's not  quite  sure  his  son  is  convinced  yet 
of  his  complete  fidelity.  Small  boys 
have  a  tendency  to  be  very  literal- 
minded.  They  believe  what  they  see 
and  hear. 

•  *         * 

Clint  Johnson,  CBS  director,  is  back 
after  a  three  year  stint  in  the  Army  Air 
Forces.  Lots  of  things  happened  to 
Clint,  but  the  one  he  got  the  biggest 
kick  out  of  was  this.  While  he  was  still 
on  Private  Johnson  and  doing  K.P.,  up 
to  his  ears  in  greasy  pots,  a  messenger 
arrived  with  a  special  delivery  letter 
for  him.  He  opened  it  and  read  it  aloud 

to  his  fellow  pot  scourers.  "We  have the  honor  to  inform  you  that  you  have 

been  included  in  the  1943  Who's  Who," the   letter  read. 
*  *         * 

Eloise  Kummer  has  twin  nieces,  six 
years  old.  They  are  ardent  devotees  of 
their  aunt's  Guiding  Light  program,  and 
as  a  result  a  very  puzzled  couple  of 

little    girls.      They've    heard    her     go 

through  a  marriage  and  a  divorce  and 
they've  become  very  fond  of  her  son 
in  the  script,  Ricky  Lawrence.  The 
thing  that  bothers  them  terribly  is  that 
they  have  never  been  allowed  to  meet 
their  cousin  Ricky,  who,  they  think, 
sounds  awfully  nice.  Eloise  has  had  a 
hard  time  trying  to  tell  them  that  when 
she's  on  the  air  she  isn't  their  aunt, 
but  a  character  in  a  play.  That  only 
makes  them  more  confused. 

*  *         * 

If  you'd  like  to  have  for  reading  some 
of  the  fine  shows  that  were  done  on 

the  Army  Hour  during  the  war,  they're 
available  in  book  form,  now.  Ex-Ser- 

geant Millard  Lampell's  "The  Long  Way 
Home"  is  in  the  book  stores  and  in 
buying  a  copy  you'll  be  helping  a  good 
cause.  Millard,  who's  an  up  and  com- ing and  hard  fighting  guy,  even  out  of 
the  Army,  has  directed  that  all  the 

royalties  from  "The  Long  Way  Home" are  to  be  contributed  to  the  Committee 
for  Air  Forces  Convalescent  Welfare. 

*  *         * 

Speaking  of  books,  there's  another one  you  might  like  to  have,  just  for  the 

fun  of  it.  It's  called  "Radio  Alphabet" 
and  is  intended  to  make  English  speak- 

ing people  acquainted  with  the  peculiar 
form  of  English  that's  flung  around  in radio  studios.  For  instance,  the  book 
would  help  you  translate  the  following: 

The  studio  contained  a  live  mike  and 
a  pedal  pusher  looking  at  a  wood  pile. 
No  god  box  in  the  studio.  Not  even  an 
eighty  eight.  You  feel  sure  the  pedal 
pusher  couldn't  possibly  work  on  the 
wood  pile,  even  if  he  had  long  under- 

wear. What  should  you  do.  The  ansiver 
is  simple.  Kill  the  mike.  Dead  r'^  ̂ s better   than   a   turkey. 

Translated  this  goes:  A  room  espe- 
cially constructed  for  the  production 

of  radio  programs  contained  a  micro- 
phone that  was  connected  to  the  com- 
plete electrical  system  used  for  the 

transmission  of  radio.  Also  present  in 
the  studio  were  an  organ  player  and 
a  xylophone.  But  there  was  no  organ 
in  the  studio.  Not  even  a  piano.  Know- 

ing that  the  organ  player  couldn't  play 

CBS  family  gathering:  Bill  Bendix,  star  of  Life  With  Riley;  Barry 
Fitzgerald,  Judge  Fitz  of  His  Honor  the  Barber;  Louise  Eriek- 
son,  star  of  Date  With  Judy;  and  Archie,  of  Duffy's  Tavern. 
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M.  C.  Win  Elliot  of  County  Fair 
(CBS  Saturdays,  1:30)  and  Allen 
La  Fever  fit  a  new  hat  on  Phoebe. 

a  xylophone,  even  if  he  had  sheet  music, 
what  should  you  do?  You  should  dis- 

connect the  microphone  circuit.  Com- 
plete silence  is  better  than  complete 

failure  of  a  program. 

Not  too  many  years  ago,  a  young 
song  writer  planned  and  hoped  to  make 
his  two  daughters  stars  in  the  enter- 

tainment world.  While  he  became  fam- 
ous with  such  musical  hits  as  "Louise," 

"Sleepy  Time  Gal,"  "Till  We  Meet 
Again,"  and  "One  Hour  With  You,"  the 
daughters  grew  up  without  showing 
the  slightest  interest  in  his  plans  for 
them.  They  showed  no  signs  of  a  desire 
for  a  career  in  the  theater.  In  fact, 
their  father  rather  hopelessly  confided 

in  a  close  friend  that  they  didn't  seem 
to  have  any  talent,  at  all. 

But  Dick  Whiting  was  very  wrong. 
One  daughter,  Margaret  Whiting,  is  the 
singing  star  of  Celebrity  Club  and  the 
other,  Barbara,  is  a  film  star  whose 
most  recent  success  was  "Jimior  Miss." 
Maybe  it's  sometimes  best  to  leave  the 
kids  alone — they'll  come  around  in 
their  own  good  time. 

One  of  the  qualities  that  help  get  top- 
notchers  to  the  top  and  keep  them  there 
is  a  persistent  aiming  at  perfection. 
Eddie  Cantor  is  a  fine  example.  Take  his 

theme  song,  "One  Hour  With  You," 
which  has  been  sung  hundreds  of  times 
on  his  radio  show.  Eddie  never  lets 
anyone,  including  himself  get  sloppy 
about  the  least  detail.  He  still  insists  on 
having  the  theme  rehearsed  every 
week. 

If  you've  ever  known  any  band 
leaders,  you  know  that  one  of  their  big- 

gest headaches  is  dodging  the  song 
pluggers.  Every  band  leader's  life  is 
made  terrible  by  song,  pluggers  haunt- 

ing his  nights  trying  to  put  over  the 
latest  publication  of  the  music  houses. 
Believe  it  or  not,  most  songs  are  not 
sung  into  popularity,  they're  plugged into  it. 
We  like  the  way  Fred  Waring  has 

solved  this  whole  deal.  Fred  does  a 
little  music  publishing  of  his  own,  but 
he  also  uses  the  products  of  his  business 
rivals.  After  all,  he  makes  with  the 

music  in  a  big  way.  Fred's  pretty  busy 
and  he  doesn't  like  people  under  foot 
and  in  his  hair — so  he  holds  a  weekly 
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A  summer  of  freedom. 
Of  comfort  and  ease. 

For  every  wise  woman 

Requesting  ''Meds,  please! '^ 

Every  day  is  a  "free"  day  when  you  use  Meds  internal 
protection!  You're  free  from  pads,  belts  and  pins; 
from  odor  and  chafing;  from  embarrassing  bulges  and 

wrinkles.  Free,  too,  from  nagging  worry  —  for  Meds' 
"Safety- Well"  gives  you  security  plus! 

•  Meds  have  the  famous  "SAFETY- WELL"  —  de- 
signed for  your  extra  protection. 

•  Meds  are  made  of  real  COTTON — soft  and  super 
absorbent  for  extra  comfort. 

o  Meds  expand  quickly  and  adapt  themselves  easily 
to  individual  needs. 

fl 

Note  special. design  of  Meds  applicators.  Firm, 
smooth,   easy   to   use,   completely  disposable. 



So  HERE'S  a  worthwhile  tip— make 
every  eifort  to  keep  your  skin  at  its  lovely 
best  by  guarding  against  loss  of  natural 
skin  moisture.  For  many  beauty  experts 
tell  us  that  the  longer  your  skin  retains 
its  natural  moisture,  the  longer  it  will  re- 

main smooth  and  supple  and  beautiful. 

Avoid,  as  far  as  possible,  the  things  which 

-■•><_ 

-A  wonderful  make-up  hoM 

that  vanishes  smoothly  into  the  skin,  leaving  com- 
plexion satiny  and  daintily  scented.  Let  it  act  as  you 

sleep!  This  fine,  lightly-textured  skin  cream  contains 

"cholesterol.''^  Helps  keep  skin  soft  and  supple, 
neutralizes  any  excess  acid  accumulations 
in  outer  pore  openings,  guards  vital 
tkin  moisture.  60i,  plus  tax. 

ORESS   er  CHAPMAN 

dry  out  your  skin:  Neglect  of  proper  skin 

care . . .  too  much  exposure  to  winter's  harsh 
winds  and  summer's  hot,  drying  sun. 
Choose  Your  Creams  Carefully.  Use  creams 
that  will  do  something  for  your  skin.  They 

needn't  be  the  most  expensive ...  try  the 
two  fine  creams  that  bear  the  proud  name 
of  Chas,  H.  Phillips. 

Phillips'  Milk  of  Magnesia  Skin  Cream.  Con- 
tains "cholesterol"... a  special  ingredient 

that  protects  against  loss  of  natural  skin 
moisture.  Also  soothing,  softening  oils 
that  assist  in  keeping  skin  smooth  and 

supple. 
Phillips'  Milk  of  Magnesia  Cleansing  Cream. 

Especially  prepared  to  remove  make-up, 
surface  dirt  and  accumulations  from  outer 

pore  openings. 

Both  creams  contain  genuine  Phillips' Milk  of  Magnesl\. 

Phillips- 
MILK    OP    MAGNESIA     CREAMS 

ffi^af/fe-—A  light,  daintily- 

scented  cleansing  cream  that  tissues  off  easily. 

Liquefies  as  you  smooth  it  on  your  skin.  Leaves 

your  complexion  looking  dewy-fresh  and 
sparklingly  clean.  60i,  plus  tax. 

luncheon  to  which  all  the  song  pluggers 
are  invited.  There  they  are  given  the 
time  and  attention  necessary  for  them 
to  put  over  their  latest  musical  wares 
and  Fred  is  free  of  them  for  another 
week.  There's  nothing  like  using  your 
head  a  bit  and  getting  things  organized. 

Did  you  know  that  Guy  Lombardo 
has  gone  into  yet  another  business  ven- 

ture? Guy  and  his  brother,  Carmen,  are 
now  the  operators  of  the  Long  Island 
Airlines,  a  commutation  service  run- 

ning between  Montauk  Point,  Long 
Island,  and  New  York  City — some  120 
miles.  The  line  is  the  first  of  its  kind 
to  be  operated  in  and  around  New  York. 
Guy  opened  the  line  in  May  and  the 
infant  venture  is  doing  very  well,  thank 

you. 
Now  you'll  know  the  difference  be- 

tween "conductor"  and  "Bandleader" — 
and  never  again  use  them  as  though 
they  were  synonymous.  Lloyd  Shaffer, 
maestro  of  the  Supper  Club  show,  ex- 

plained it  all  to  us.  Shaffer  says  that 
the  boy  who  fronts  a  dance  band  is  a 
"leader,"  because  he  merely  beats  time, 
which  is  only  one  phase  of  conducting — 
and  which,  Shaffer  says,  can  usually  be 
accomplished  more  satisfactorily  by  the 
drummer.  The  conductor,  on  the  other 
hand,  not  only  beats  time,  but  changes 
the  tempo  as  well  as  directs  every 
movement  of  the  orchestra.  Lloyd  is 
a  conductor. 

Incidentally,  Lloyd  will  be  busy 
while  he's  in  Hollywood.  He's  talking 
to  Fred  Astaire,  hoping  to  interest  the 
dancing  star  in  playing  the  leading  role 
in  "Atom  and  Eve,"  a  musical  comedy 
written  by  Shaffer  and  scheduled  for  a 
Broadway  premiere  this  fall. 

Maybe  this  proves  something — Sher- 
man Drier,  producer-director  of  Ex- 

ploring the  Unknown  science  dramas 
could  have  got  to  the  same  goal,  prob- 

ably, without  finishing  school.  In  fact, 
he  was  well  on  the  way  to  the  same 
career  at  the  age  of  sixteen,  when  he 
had  his  own  radio  production  office  in 
Minneapolis,  Minn.  That  venture  was  a 
financial  success,  too,  but  Drier  decided 
that  a  complete  education  never  hurt 
even  a  radio  producer,  so  he  went  to 
the  University  of  Minnesota.    He  was 

CBS's  Big  Sister,  Mercedes  McCam- 
bridge  (daily,  12:15  P.M.),  di- 

vides   time    between    stage,    radio 
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Summer  sauce:  Penny  Singleton, 
star  of  CBS's  Blondie,  shows  off  a 
new  star  of  her  big  hat  collection. 

graduated  in  three  years,  winning  a 

Phi  Beta  Kappa  key,  and  was  immedi- 
ately offered  the  job  of  director  of  radio 

for  the  University  of  Chicago. 
*  *  * 

Only  in  radio  can  this  happen.  An- 
nouncer Charles  Lyon  and  commentator 

John  W.  Vandercook  have  been  work- 
ing on  the  same  program,  News  of  the 

World  (NBC),  for  five  years— but  until 
a  short  while  ago,  they  had  never  met 
one  another.  Lyon  delivers  his  com- 

mercials from  Chicago  and  Vandercook 
does  his  commentating  from  Nev/  York. 
They  saw  each  other  in  person  for  the 
first  time  after  five  years  awhile  back 
when  Vandercook  went  to  Chicago  on 
business.  *         ♦         * 

Licia  Albanese,  singing  star  of  Mu- 
tual's  Treasure  Hour  of  Song  and  the 
Metropolitan  Opera's  leading  soprano, has  earned  herself  the  title  of  the 

"Bernhardt  of  Opera,"  because  her  act- 
ing is  every  bit  as  fine  as  her  singing. 

In  her  career,  this  is  not  the  greatest 
honor  that's  been  accorded  her.  She's 
been  decorated  by  a  Pope — Pope  Pius 
XI — and  she  had  the  distinction  of  sing- 

ing at  the  coronation  of  King 
George  VI.     ̂          ,         ̂  

Lanny  Ross  was  in  Milwaukee  during 
that  city's  recent  Centennial  celebra- 

tion. The  Mayor  asked  Lanny  to  take 
par^  in  the  program  featuring  stars  of 
radio,  stage  and  screen  who  were  born 
in  Milwaukee.  Lanny  protested  that  he 
was  a  native  of  Seattle,  whereupon 
Mayor  Vohn  made  him  an  honorary 
citizen  of  Milwaukee  right  there  and 
then.  Lanny  sang  and  emceed  the  big 
program.         *         *         * 

You  can't  always  tell  from  what  they 
say.  .  .  .  For  instance,  after  listening 
to  Kenny  Delmar  and  Deems  Taylor 
on  the  RCA  Victor  Show,  you'd  think 
Kenny  couldn't  stand  the  sound  of  any- thing less  than  a  hot  combo  beating  out 
the  latest  and  best  in  jazz  and  that 
Deems  would  be  impervious  to  anything 
but  the  classic.  'Tain't  so,  though.  We actually  spotted  Delmar  at  the  Vladi- 

mir Horowitz  piano  recital  at  Carnegie 
Hall  awhile  back — and  later  the  same 
evening  ran  into  Taylor  bouncing  his 
feet  to  the  "One  O'clock  Jump"  at  a 52nd    Street    bistro. 

Stops 

JFastei* THAN  YOU  SLIP  INTO  YOUR  SWIM  SUIT 

Get  in  the  swim !  Get  next  to  this  new  post-war,  super-fast 
deodorant.  Ask  for  new  odorono  Cream  Deodorant . . . 

stops  perspiration  faster  than  you  slip  into 

your  swim  suit.  Because  it  contains  science's  most  effective 
perspiration  stopper. 

Worl(S  wonders  when  you  work  or  play  hardest.  Really  protects 
up  to  3  days.  Will  not  irritate  your  skin  ...  or  harm 

fine  fabrics  ...  or  turn  gritty  in  the  jar. 

Change  to  new  super-fast  odorono  Cream  Deodorant— 
super-modern,  super- efficient,  super-safe. 

ODORO-DO CREAM  DEODORANT^— i^» 

09^  Also  59l^  and  lOi^  Plus  Federal  Tax 

ODORONO  ICE  is  back  from  the  wars ...  39^ 



Phone  Again,  F'innegan, 
they  keep  telling  worried 

Stuart  Erwin  in  "his  NBC 
comedy-drama     program. 

Threesome-ing  at  a  party  of  the 
Academy  Award  Theater  (Satur- 

days at  7,  CBS)  director  Dee 
Engelbach,  radio's  Hedda  Hopper, and  Esther  Williams  of  the  movies. 

Modeling  to  movies  to 
radio  is  the  way  Kay 

Campbell  arrived  on 
NBC's  daily  Ma  Perkins. 

WHAT'S       NEW FROM        COAST 

(Continued  from  page   15) 

T  O COAST 

IP 
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This  is  something  we'll  have  to  see. 
We  hear  that  Alan  Reed,  better  known 

to  you  as  Falstaflf  Oppenshaw — "Pre- 
cisely why  I  am  here!" — plays  a  dra- 
matic part  in  the  new  film  "The  Post- 
man Always  Rings  Twice."  Reed  is called  on  for  some  heavy  dramatics  in 

the  picture,  we're  told,  and  he  also  gets, 
according  to  the  script,  one  of  the  worst 
maulings  that's  ever  been  recorded  on 
film,  in  a  scrape  with  the  film's  star, John  Garfield.  The  thing  that  delights 
us  is  that  we  can  remember  Alan  in  his 
early  days,  when  he  was  a  physical 
training  teacher  and  his  specialty  was 
wrestling.  He's  a  tremendous  fellow 
and  a  tremendously  strong  fellow  and 
we  get  a  kick  out  of  figuring  how  John 
Garfield  really  puts  it  over.Enthusiasm 
and  determination,  probably.  At  that, 
Garfield's  succession  of  tough  roles  will 
turn  out  to  have  been  good  preparation 
for  his  battle  with  Reed. 

*  «         * 

Did  you  know  that  "Kate  Smith"  was used  often  as  a  password  during  the 
war?  It  was  and  we  heard  tell  of  one 
particular  instance.  A  number  of 
Americans  had  to  contact  the  Dutch 
underground  and  they  needed  a  pass- 

word that  would  definitely  identify 
them  as  Americans.  It  had  to  be  some- 

thing only  Americans  would  use — and 
the  password?  "Kate  Smith."  Simple — and  a  natural. 

*  »        * 

Lynn  Murray  has  a  new  feather  in 
his  cap.  He's  been  added  to  the  faculty of  the  Juilliard  School  of  Music. 

Jon  Gart,  conductor  on  the  Carring- 
ton  Playhouse  and  The  Harry  Savoy 
Show,  always  has  trouble  getting  people 
to  leave  the  "h"  out  of  his  first  name. 
His  name  is  spelled  like  that — J  O  N-^ because  he  is  the  son  of  the  famous 
European  baritone,  James  Jongart. 

*         •       .  « 
Having  had  somewhat  similar  trouble 

ourselves  on  occasion,  we're  deeply  sym- 
pathetic with  Johnny  Coons,  actor  on 

the  Captain  Midnight  show.  He  just  got 
a  new  phone — but  an  old  number,  said 
number  having  belonged  to  a  laundry 

before.  Practically  every  morning  he's 
awakened  by  angry  housewives  want- 

ing to  know  where  their  shirts,  socks, 
sheets  and  towels  are.  Our  old  number 
used  to  belong  to  a  cleaner  and  tailor. 
People  were  always  calling  us  to  come 
and  pick  up  their  pants  for  pressing, 

m  *  * 

Maurice  Copeland  was  born  and 
raised  in  Alabama.  Before  tackling 
radio,  Maurice  spent  lots  of  dough  and 
lots  of  tongue-tiring  hours  to  get  rid 
of  his  soft  Southern  drawl.  So  comes 
the  pay-off.  At  a  Human  Adventure  re- 

hearsal, Copeland  had  to  stand  there 
like  a  nice  quiet  boy,  while  director 
Morrison  Wood  explained  to  him  why 
his  version  of  a  Southern  gentleman 
wasn't  authentic. 

«         «        * 

Curley  Bradley — Tom  Mix  on  the 
air — is  really  going  all  out  for  the  kids. 
He  hopes  he'll  soon  have  a  real  western- 
style  ranch  where  he'll  be  able  to  enter- 

tain city  children — all  for  free. 

GOSSIP  FROM  AROUND  AND 
ABOUT.  .  .  .  Alfred  Drake,  singing  star 

of  the  stage  success  "Oklahoma,"  will emcee  the  new  Ford  Sunday  Hour  for 
the  summer.  .  .  .  Benay  Venuta  has 
chosen  the  West  Coast  as  a  permanent 
home.  Benay  will  star  in  a  new  radio 
show,  coming  from  California,  in  the 
fall.  .  .  .  Carmen  Lombard©  is  now  in 
the  music  publishing  business,  too.  .  .  . 
Walt  Disney  is  writing  a  radio  show 
based  on  his  screen  characters,  the  show 
slated  for  airing  in  the  fall.  A  com- 

plete drama  will  be  presented  each 
week.  .  .  .  Johnny  Desmond,  singing  star 
of  the  Philip  Morris  Follies  of  1946  and 
of  the  Supper  Club,  will  be  a  father  any 
day  now.  .  .  .  Rumor  has  it  that  Warner 
Brothers  are  angling  to  get  Jackie  Kelk 
of  the  cracked  voice  comedy  for  a  pic- 

ture. So  far,  Jackie's  tied  down  to  New York  by  his  radio  commitments.  .  .  . 
The  newish  radio  show  Honeymoon  in 
New  York  has  been  sold  to  the  movies 

for  filming.  .  .  .  Ditto  One  Man's  Fam- 
ily, filming  to  start  in  three  or  four 

months.  .  .  .  Bill  Stem,  noted  sports 
commentator  and  announcer  has  turned 

author.  His  book  is  called  "My  Favor- 
ite Sports  Stories"  and  is  on  the  book stands.  .  .  .  Paul  Lavalle  will  conduct 

some  of  the  New  York  Philharmonic 
concerts  at  the  Lewisohn  Stadium  in 
New  York  this  summer.  .  .  .  We  hear 
that  Judy  Canova  is  writing  a  book 
about  her  life  in  the  theater,  titled, 
"There's  a  Punch  in  Judy."  .  .  .  Every- 

one's writing — ^maybe  we'd  better  stop 
for  now.  Nice  listening  and  nice  vaca- 

tioning. .  .  . 



Made  to  be  admired — the  exciting  new  Elgin  American  compacts. 

Each  one,  a  show  piece  of  Elgin  American  s  exquisite  designing,  enduring  jew^elry 
iinish,  and  precision  craftsmanship.  Each  one,  a  credit 

to  your  fine  taste  in  accessories.  The  perfect  gift. 
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t's  shining  bright!  It's  beautifully 
behaved!  It's  Drene-lovely  hair!  Yes,  you 
bring  out  all  the  natural  beauty  of  your  hair, 
all  its  alluring  highlights  . . .  when  you  use 
Drene  with  Hair  Conditioning  action. 

"I  always  use  Drene,"  says  glamorous 
fashion  model  and  Cover  Girl  Lisa  Fonssa- 

grives,  "because  it  reveals  far  more  sheen 
than  any  soap  or  soap  shampoo."  As  much 
as  33  percent  more  lustre!  Drene  is  not  a 
soap  shampoo.  It  never  leaves  any  dulling 
film  on  your  hair  as  all  soaps  do.  And  the 

very  first  time  you  use  Drene,  you  com- 
pletely remove  unsightly  dandruff. 

Here  you  see  Lisa  at  the  shore  with  her 

gleaming  hair  in  a  practical,  fetching  top- 
knot. Below  she  shows  you  another  favorite 

hair-do  you  can  try  at  home  or  ask  your 
beauty  shop  to  do. 

Your  hair  is  far  silkier,  smoother  and 

easier  to  manage  when  you  use  the  wonder- 
ful improved  Drene  with  Hair  Conditioning 

action.  No  other  shampoo  leaves  your  hair  so 
lustrous,  yet  so  easy  to  manage 

mm,  AT  THE  SUMMER  PLAYHOUSE,  you're 
the  evening's  star  with  lovely,  lustrous  hair. 
"This  dramatic  hair-do  is  so  easy  to  fix,"  Lisa 
says,  "right  after  shampooing  with  Drene  with 
Hair  Conditioning  action."  Just  comb  all  hair 
back  to  point  below  crown,  tie  firmly  and  form 

three  large  buns.  Don't  forget  the  rosebuds! 

^'^^ 

WM — ^ 
ijliampoo  iwifh/ 
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Hair  Condifioninq  Action  \ 
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I   CBS:  THE  CASE  FOR  COLOR 

By  WORIBINGTON  C.  MINER 
DIRECTOR,     CBS     TELEVISION 

The  controversy  over  television  is  this: 
shall  we  have  it  now,  in  black  and  white, 
or  shall  we  wait  until  color  is  ready?  The 
Columbia  Broadcasting  System  is  cham- 

pioning the  cause  of  color  television.  Only 
through  color,  CBS  believes,  can  the  won- 

derful new  medium  of  television  give  most 
people  what  they  want  and  expect  from 
it.  It  is  argued,  on  the  other  hand,  that 
getting  the  sending  apparatus  and  the  re- 

ceiving sets  for  color  under  way  will  take 
too  long — that  the  public  wants  television 
now  even  if  it  has  to  take  only  black  and 
white.  Mr.  Miner,  Director  of  Television 
for  Columbia,  presents  the  CBS  side  of 
the  question,  contending  that  the  wait  for 
color  will  be  very  short  and  well  worth 
while.    Mr.  Miner  writes — 

Here  are  some  facts: 

The  president  of  a  large  radio  manufac- 
turing company,  on  the  day  after  he  had 

seen  one  of  Columbia's  recent  demonstra- 
tions of  ultra-high  frequency  color  tele- 

vision, publicly  stated  that  the  pictures 

were  "just  out  of  this  world  when  com- 
pared with  black-and-white."  From  now 

on,  he  said,  his  company  would  produce 
color  receivers  exclusively. 

Some  ninety  television  set  owners,  after 
having  seen  a  CBS  color  broadcast,  were 
given  a  check-list  of  twenty-two  words 
to  be  applied  either  to  color  or  black-and- 
white  television.  The  predominant  re- 

actions to  each  cire  seen  in  the  following 

words:  For  color,  "beautiful,"  "brilliant," 
"exciting,"  "magnificent,"  "easy  to  see." 
For  black-and-white,  "acceptable,"  "pass- 

able," "tame,"  "drab,"  "dull." 
Later,  another  and  somewhat  larger 

group  of  non-set  owners  was  asked,  "What 
is  the  longest  time  you  will  wait  for  color 
after  black-and-white  sets  are  on  the 
market?"  The  smswers  of  seven  out  of  ten 
ranged  from  "one  year"  to  "indefinitely." 

Since  Columbia  first  began  its  daily 
demonstrations  of  ultra-high  frequency 
color  late  last  January,  forty-three  broad- 

casters have  withdrawn  their  applications 

for  licenses  to  operate  black-and-white 
television  stations  in  the  lower  fre- 

quencies. Many  of  these  have  definitely 
committed  themselves  to  the  develop- 

ment of  ultra-high  frequency  color  tele- 
vision. 

The  Federal  Communications  Commis- 
sion— ^final  arbiter  in  the  matter  of  high 

vs.  low-frequency  television — stated  as 
long  ago  as  January,  1945,  that  it  was 

"fully  convinced"  that  better  black-and- 
white  pictures  as  well  as  high-definition 
color  pictures  could  be  achieved  in  the 
ultra-high  frequencies.  Columbia  ful- 

filled that  prediction  ten  months  later 
with  experimental  laboratory  equipment, 
and  even  more  convincingly  last  January 

with  new  equipment  of  commercial  de- 
sign and  construction. 

The  F.C.C.  has  also  warned  the  industry 

that  there  is  not  enough  room  in  the  fre- 
quencies now  alloted  to  television  for 

"a  truly  nation-wide  competitive  tele- 
vision system."  This  means  that,  in  order 

for  people  in  all  our  cities  to  have  an 
abundant  choice  of  television  entertain- 

ment— and  in  some  cities,  any  choice  at 
all — ^television  must  move  into  the  higher 
frequencies  where  Columbia  is  now 
broadcasting  its  color  pictures. 

I  have  asked  you  to  read  these  half- 
dozen  scattered  paragraphs  because  I  be- 

lieve they  indicate  fairly  and  clearly  the 
direction  in  which  television  is  moving. 
In  four  separate,  {Continued  on  page  70) 
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NEXT      MOniTB— WHAT      ABOUT      TELEVISION?      II.      NBC>S      CASE      FOR      TELEVISION      TODAY 





TO  EEMEMBE 
In  1866,  A  Woman  Of  America  celebrated  Independence  Day.    Now, 

in  1946,  her  great-granddaughter  Prudence  Barker  learns  a  new  lesson  of  hope  and  faith 

IT  WAS  still  very  early.  The  light  from  the  bedroom 
windows  was  faintly  pink  with  dawn;  the  moist,  sweet 
air  smelled  of  trees  still  wet  with  dew,  of  grass  fresh- 

cut  on  the  neighboring  lawns.  Prudence  lay  drowsing, 

thinking  that  this  was  for  some  reason  a  special  day,  un- 
able to  think  why.  At  the  moment  she  didn't  care  why; 

at  the  moment  she  didn't  want  to  wake  up.  She  had  been 
dreaming,  and  the  dream  had  been  beautiful.  In  it  there 

^were  no  complications,  no  painful  reality — ^just  Walter 

'Carlin  and  Prudence,  walking  hand  in  hand  through  some 
lovely  field,  talking.  She  couldn't  remember  their  words, 
or  what  they  had  talked  about,  but  it  had  been  about 
happy  things;  they  had  been  happy.  The  sound  of  their 
voices  had  run  like  background  music  through  the  dream. 
A  door  banged  down  the  street;  there  was  a  scraping 

sound  on  the  sidewalk,  a  boy's  laugh,  a  sharp,  protracted 
sputtering.  Prudence  raised  herself  on  her  elbow,  blink- 

ing. She  remembered  now  what  was  special  about  the 
day.    It  was  the  Fourth  of  July. 

The  sound  came  again — the  scrape,  the  sput-sput-sput. 
"Son-of-a-guns,"  she  thought.  She  remembered  them 
from  her  own  childhood — the  little  fiat  discs,  wrapped  in 
red  tissue,  that  were  set  off  when  you  ground  them  under 
your  heel.  She  fell  back  on  the  pillow,  thinking  sleepily, 

"Goodness,  I  hope  he  hasn't  torpedoes  or  anything  really 
loud — not  this  early."  And  she  closed  her  eyes,  trying  to 
recapture  her  dream  and  all  its  sweetness.  Walter  had 
been  saying — -she  could  hear  his  voice,  the  deep  warm 
tones  of  it,  as  clearly  as  if  he  were  in  the  room  ...  he 
had  been  saying.  ... 

It  was  no  use.  Another  door  slammed  down  tlie  street; 
there  was  a  loud  report — a  firecracker  this  time.  Prudence 
sat  up,  the  dream  gone  for  good.  There  would  be  little 
rest  this  morning  for  those  who  slept  lightly. 
Her  own  household  was  quiet.  Gramps  Barker,  her 

father-in-law,  and  Sylvia,  her  daughter-in-law,  and  the 
children,  Tommy  and  Linda,  were  still  sleeping,  but  the 
stillness  had  a  more  profound  quality  than  that  of  slumber. 
It  was  the  stillness  that  had  settled  in  the  house  when 

John  and  Val  had  enlisted,  had  deepened  with  Ginger's 
marriage.  Three  children  gone  out  of  a  household  of 
five — it  made  a  difference;  you  noticed  it  especially  in  the 
quiet  moments,  early  in  the  morning,  late  at  night;  you 

didn't  quite  get  used  to  it  after  months,  after  years. 
She  drew  on  a  dressing  gown  that  matched  the  deep 

pansy-blue  of  her  eyes,  sat  down  before  the  mirror  to 
brush  her  heavy  dark  hair.  The  face  that  looked  back 
at  her  was  fresh  and  lovely,  her  figure  as  slender  as  a 

girl's.  Strange,  thought  Prudence, 
how  little  your  appearance  changed, 
for  all  the  changes  that  came  to  you. 
So  little  was  revealed  of  your  inner 
life:  your  longing  to  see  your  sons 
again,  the  constant  pressure  of  the 
necessity  of  earning  a  living  for 
yourself  and  your  children,  and  now 
this  new  and  wonderful  second  love 

A   WOMAIV   OF  AMERICA 

ita 

A  Woman  Of  America  is  Prudence  Dane  Bark- 

er's story,  and  the  story  of  every  woman  who 
has  learned  to  use,  as  a  fzruide  to  happiness,  her 

own  bravery  and  intelliip;ence,  refreshed  by  th<- 
heritage  of  the  past.  Listen  to  it  each  Mon- 

day through  Friday,  3:00  P.M.,  EOT,  on  NB<; 

as  intense,  as  bitter-sweet,  as  all-consuming  as  first  love. 

Walter— 
Her  brush  moved  briskly.  It  was  no  good  thinking  of 

Walter.  Dreaming  about  him  was  different;  in  dreams 
there  was  no  Madeleine,  nothing  to  stand  between  them. 
It  was  better  to  think  of  practical  things,  such  as  using 
these  extra  morning  hours  to  make  one  of  the  upside- 
down  coffee  cakes  the  family  so  loved  for  breakfast. 

There  were  footsteps  in  the  hall,  the  sound  of  a  door 
closing,  a  soft,  stifled  moan.  Prudence  put  down  her 
brush  and  rose.    Sylvia  was  up,  and  Sylvia  must  be  ill — 

She  went  noiselessly  down  the  hall,  knocked  lightly  at 

Sylvia's  door.  "Come  in,"  called  a  pinched  voice.  Sylvia 
was  huddled  under  layers  of  blankets;  her  face  was  white 
and  drawn,  her  eyes  enormous.  Prudence  knew  a  prick 
of  fear  at  the  sight  of  her.  Swollen  and  misshapen  as 
her  body  was,  Sylvia  still  looked  too  slight,  too  frail  to 
be  carrying  twins.  Prudence  sat  down  beside  her,  placed 

her  palm  against  the  cold,  damp  forehead.  "Can't  I  get 
you  something?"  she  asked.     "Some  hot  broth — " 

Sylvia's  head  moved  in  negation.  "Nothing,  thank  you. 
I  felt  dreadful  for  a  bit,  but  I'm  better  now." 
Prudence  rubbed  the  slim  hands,  felt  rewarded  when 

color  began  to  show  in  Sylvia's  face.  But  she  could  not 
drive  the  shadow  from  Sylvia's  eyes.  "I'm  all  right," 
Sylvia  insisted.  "The  firecrackers  woke  me,  and  then  I 
got  to  thinking,  and  it's  just — oh,  that  everything  seems 
so  hopeless  sometimes.  Here  it  is  July — ^nearly  a  year 
since  the  war  ended,  and  it's  still  going  on  for  people  like 
me.  It  won't  be  over  for  me  until  John  comes  home.  If 
he  ever  does  come  iiome,"  she  added  bitterly. 

"Of  course  he's  coming  home,  soon.  He  said  himself 

in  his  last  letter — " "Oh,  yes — "  She  moved  restlessly.  "But  what  does  he 
know  about  it?  What  does  anyone  know  about  what's 
going  to  happen?  No  one  feels  that  there's  any  real  peace 
or  any  security — and  after  all  the  terrible  fighting!  What 

was  the  war  for,  anyway,  if  it  wasn't  to  give  us  peace  and 
security  and  a  better  future?  I  can't  help  feeling  some- 

times that  Johnny  will  never  see  his  babies — " 
Prudence's  heart  ached  for  her.  It  wasn't  easy  to  be 

yoimg  these  days.  It  wasn't  easy  to  be  facing  your  first 
childbirth,  with  your  husband  several  thousand  miles 
away,  with  no  one  to  whom  you  could  confide  all  the  pre- 

cious hopes  and  wonderings  and  fears.  Oh,  Sylvia  had 
Prudence  and  Gramps  and  the  rest  of  the  family,  but  it 

wasn't  like  having  John.  It  wasn't  anything  like  having 
John  with  her.  "You're  tired,"  said  Prudence  gently. 

"You  awoke  too  early..  Everything 
always  looks  bad  when  your  vitality 

is  low.  I'll  go  out  and  tell  the  chil- 
dren to  play  farther  down  the  street 

so  that  you  can  sleep — " "Don't,  please.  They  don't  really 
bother  me.  It  was  just  that  I  got 
to  thinking  in  circles,  and  I  got  so 

deDresse^* 



who  feels 

bitter      becanse      "the 
war  is  still  going  on." (Frances  Carlon) 

oo 

on    shouldn't."    Prudence 
ed    over    and    kissed    her 

ckly  on  the  forehead.  "Re- 
jmber,   John   is   happy,   and 
s   you   and   the   babies   who 
te  making  him  happy.     You 

have    so     much    to     be     glad 

/about —  Now,  lift  up  a  little — " 
She  was  working  as  she 

talked,  plumping  the  pillow 
behind  Sylvia,  smoothing  the 
bedcovers.  When  she  had  fin- 

ished, Sylvia  stretched  out 

with  a  tired  sigh.  "Thank  you. 
Moms;  that  feels  so  much  bet- 

ter. You're  wonderful;  you 
never  let  down  the  way  I  do; 

you  never  lose  courage."  And 
then,  while  her  lips  curved  in 
a  little  smile,  a  tender,  proud 

little  smile —  "You're  right 
about  John,  too.  He  is  happy, 
and  I'm  a  dodo  to  fuss.  .  .  ." 
The  words  followed  Pru- 

dence back  to  her  own  room 
like  so  many  mocking  little 
street  urchins:  You  never  let 

down;  you  never  lose  cour- 
age. .  .  .  She  felt  let  down  now, 

lost  suddenly,  almost  panicky. 

And  it  was  the  girl's  smile 
that  had  done  it,  because  John, 
who  was  on  the  other  side  of 
the  world,  was  actually  much 
closer  to  Sylvia  than  Walter  Carlin  was  .  to  Prudence — 
and  Walter  was  right  here  in  Danesville. 

CYLVIA  and  John  belonged  to  each  other,  for  all  the 
■^  world  to  know;  no  matter  how  far  apart  they  were, 
no  matter  how  long  they  were  separated,  they  belonged. 
But  Walter  and  Prudence — they  could  work  together,  see 
each  other  every  day,  be  as  close  as  was  possible  for  two 
people  who  did  not  share  the  same  house,  and  yet  they 
must  remain  individual,  separate.  They  could  plan  no 
common  future. 

She  put  her  palms  to  her  eyes,  wishing  for  the  relief  of 
tears,  knowing  that  she  couldn't  cry.  What  good  was 
love  if  you  could  be  happy  in  it  only  when  you  refused 
to  think,  refused  to  face  reality,  when  you  dreamed  as 
children  dream  of  a  wondrous,  impossible  Someday  when 
everything  would  magically  come  right  and  be  exactly 
as  you  wanted  it  to  be?  What  good  was  loving  if  it  did 
not  bring  happiness  to  the  one 
you  loved?  Walter  must  have 
moments  like  this,  when  the 
unsatisfied  longings  seemed  too 
great  to  be  borne,  when  love 
was  more  a  burden  than  the 
joyous  thing  it  was  meant  to 
be. 

She  moved  to  the  window, 
stared  unseeingly  down  at  the 
street.  I  should  have  stopped 
it,  she  thought — and  then  she 
wondered  ruefully  how,  and 
when.  Perhaps  when  he  had 
first  come  to  Danesville,  to 
take  over  the  mortgaged 
Courier,  the  newspaper  that 
had  been  founded  by  Pru- 

dence's great-grandmother,  the 
first  Prudence  Dane.  Perhaps 

she  shouldn't  have  agreed  to 
go  on  working  for  him  as  edi- 

tor of  the  paper;  perhaps  she 
should  have  let  him  tell  her 
about     Madeleine,     his     wife, 
when  he  had  first  wanted  to  /^O^i^C^OHe'  whose 
tell  her.    But  she  knew  in  her  ^^^^  existence   means 
heart    that   none    of    it  .  would  misery      for      others. 
h^ve     made     any     difference.  (Helene  Dumas) 

They  had  known  from  the  very  beginning,  both  of  them, 
and  Madeleine — knowing  about  Madeleine  only  made 
Prudence  ache  to  make  up  to  Walter  for  all  he  had  missed. 
Madeleine  had  never  been  a  real  wife  to  him;  he  had 
never  known  the  happiness  Prudence  had  had  in  her  own marriage. 

Dl/T  I  can't  do  anything  for  him  the  way  things  are, 
*^  she  thought.  We'll  only  make  each  other  miserable. 
I  ought  to  go  away — and  then  she  smiled  at  the  very  ex- 

travagance of  the  thought.  She  could  no  more  leave 
Danesville  than  she  could  stop  loving  Walter.  Danesville 
was  more  than  a  place  to  live,  more  than  home;  it  was  an 
extension  of  her  own  house;  its  people  were  a  second 
family  to  her.  Generations  of  Danes  had  helped  to  build 
the  town,  had  put  their  lives  and  their  ideals  and  their 
labor  into  it;  her  sons  had  taken  something  of  it  with  them 

when  they'd  gone  off  to  war;  they  wanted  now  only  to 
return  to  live  in  the  town  and  for  the  town  as  their  ances- 

tors had.  It  was  their  own  particular  corner  of  America; 
it  was  still  home  to  young  Ginger,  after  months  of  follow- 

ing her  new  husband  through  the  northern  wilderness. 
As  for  Prudence  herself — ^the  town  had  never  been  so 
dear  as  in  the  past  war-racked  years;  it  was  unthink- 

able that  she  should  leave 
these  days  of  uneasy  peace. 

it,  leave  the  Courier,  now  in 

(Jom? 

She  looked  down  at  the 

street,  fresh-washed  in  morn- 
ing sunshine,  at  the  gracious, 

spreading  trees,  the  comfort- 
able houses.  Except  for  the 

knot  of  small  boys  gathered 
on  the  walk  a  few  doors 
down,  the  neighborhood  was 

quiet,  holiday-neat.  There 
were  no  lawn-mowers  out 

this  morning,  no  coaster- 
wagons  and  bicycles  and  toys 

left  over  from  yesterday's 
play.  Oh,  yes,  Prudence 

^^  >,^^^  thought,   John   and   Val   and 
^^^^K     jS^    /  Ginger    would    be    thinking 
^^H^B  k  about      home      today;      they 
^^^^|K  f  vA  would  be  remembering  other 

Wli      ̂    I  Fourths- *1  t,--'^  She  turned.    Tommy  stood 
in  the  doorway,  bare-footed, 

pyjama-clad.  Behind  him  was Linda.  Linda  was  upright, 
but  hardly  awake.  Her  face, 
still  babyishly  round,  was 
puckered  with  sleep;  she  was 
blinking  hard  in  an  effort  to 

open  her  eyes.  Tommy's  eyes were  wide  with  distress;  if 

he  hadn't  been  a  boy,  and  all  of  eight  years  old,  he  would 
havfe  been  in  tiears.  "Moms,"  he  said,  "Gramps  won't  get 
out  of  bed.  I  tried  and  tried  to  wake  him,  and  all  he  does 

is  turn  over  and  say  he's  sleepy—" 
"But  Tommy,  darling,  it's  so  early — " 
"But  he  promised!"  Tonuny  protested.     "He  said  he'd 

help  put  my  cannon  together — 'first  thing  in  the  morning' 
he  said.     And  all  the  other  kids  are  out  with  their  fire- 

crackers and  stuff — " Prudence  flinched  as  a  burst  of  artillery  from  the  street 
testified  to  the  truth  of  this  statement.  She  wanted  to  hug 
Tommy,  but  she  knew  that  it  wouldn't  do.  He  had  come 
for  assistance,  not  babying  and  sympathy.  Instead,  she 

scooped  Linda  into  her  arms.  "I  don't  think  he  meant  to 
get  up  at  the  crack  of  dawn,"  she  observed.  "Gramps 
will  be  up  in  a  little  while  to  help  you.  And,  Tom,  you 

shouldn't  have  wakened  Linda.  She's  still  asleep — " 
"She  wanted  to  go  along — " 
Linda  sighed  drowsily.  "I  wanted  to,"  she  agreed  plain- 

tively, "but  it  isn't  morning  yet." 
"I  think  Gramps  is  sick,"  Tommy  annoimced.  "Hejooks 

funny,  and  he  won't  get  up.    He  must  be  sick." 
Gramps  sick — Prudence's  heart  buckled  at  the  thought. 

"I'll  go  see  him,"  she  promised.  "You  can  get  dressed, 
Tom,  and  I'll  help  you  with  your  cannon  if  Gramps  can't. 

'^*y    who  des- 

perately   wants    to    ar- rive before  his  babies. 
(Ogden  Miles) 



Working  together  is  hard  for  Pradence 
and  Waker  Carlin,  for  it  emphasizes  the  unhappiness 
of  the  time  they  must  spend  apart.  (Waher  played  by  Bartlett  Robinson). 

And  Linda,  baby,  you  go  back  to  bed — " 
Tommy  paused  in  the  doorway,  looked  back  at  her 

critically.  "You  look  funny,  too,  Moms.  What's  the  mat- 
ter with  you?" 

"Eight,"  thought  Prudence,  "and  I  can't  hide  anything 
from  him.  What  will  it  be  like  when  he's  older?"  Aloud 
she  said,  "I've  got  the  vapors." 

"What's  vapors?" 
"Just  what  it  sounds  like.  A  kind  of  misty,  blurred  feel- 

ing, except  that  it's  all  in  your  mind." 
"Oh."  He  looked  luicertain  for  a  moment;  then  he 

grinned  at  her.  "I  guess  it  doesn't  hurt  very  much,  or 
you  wouldn't  be  smiling." 

Prudence  tapped  on  Gramps'  door,  and,  when  there  was 
no  answer,  she  turned  the  knob  softly  and  looked  inside. 

Gramps  raised  his  head  irritably.  "What  the — Oh,  it's  you, 
Prue.     Is  anything  the  matter?" 

"That's  what  I  came  to  ask  you.  Tommy  said  you  weren't 
feeling  weD."  As  she.  looked  at  him,  she  was  almost,  sure 
that  Tommy  was  right.  She  was  used  to  seeing  him  spruce 
and  clean-shaven;  in  the  morning  light,  his  face  looked 
furrowed  and  shrunken. 

He  snorted.  "Nothing  wrong  with  me  that  an  hour  of 
shut-eye  won't  cure.  You're  the  one  who  looks  peaked, 
Prudence  Dane  Barker.  What's  bothering  you?  You  look 
as  if  everything's  getting  on  top  of  you." 

"Nothing,  Father  Barker."  She  didn't  want  to  discuss 
Walter  with  him,  not  now.  But  the  old  man's  eyes  were 
bright  upon  her,  shrewd,  waiting.  He  was  awake  now, 

wanting  to  talk,  she  realized.  She  hedged  truthfully,  "I 
was  thinking  of  the  children.  Ginger — I  did  so  much 
want  to  see  her  settled,  and  when  one  stops  to  think  of 

it,  one  could  hardly  say  that  she's  very  much  settled,  off 
in  Alaska  on  the  trail  of  a  gold  mine  with  Wade.  She's 
so  young  to  have. to  adjust  not  only  to  marriage,  but  to 

an  entirely  new  kind  of  life — " 
Gramps  looked  skeptical.  "Her  letters  sound  happy, 

don't  they?  You  don't  have  to  worry  about  Ginger,  Prue. 
She's  got  spunk — your  kind  of  spunk.  Whatever  hap- 

pens, she'll  come  out  on  top,  someway.". 
"And  the  boys,"  Prudence  went  on.  "Not  just  John  and 

Val,  but  all  the  boys  who  have  been  away  for  so  long. 
You  should  see  some  of  the  letters  that  come  to  the  Courier 
from  people   asking   when   the    (Continued  on   page   54) 
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I    went   with    Sally   several 
times  to  see  Oliver  beifore 



Even  sympathetic,  experienced  Aunt  Jenny  couldn't  work  things  out  for  Phil  and  yk  \ 

Sally.    Their  happiness  was  in  their  own  hands — ^hands  made  unsteady  by  youth  and  priW' 

LITTLETON'S  young  folks  have  a  way  of  dropping  in  on 

,  their  Aunt  Jenny  fairly  often,  so  I  wasn't  surprised, just  before  Christmas,  when  Phil  Ruskin,  who  was  just 

out  of  the  Army,  began  coming  over  fairly  frequently  in 

the  evenings.     But  it  wasn't  long  before  I  realized  that  he 
always  seemed  to  pick  those  nights  when  Sally  Burnett 

was  there,  too.    And,  having  seen  that  far,  it  wasn't  hard  to 
see  beyond,  too — to  realize  that  those  two  youngsters  were 
in  love. 

I  guess  practically  anyone  would  have  said  they  were 
worlds  apart,  those  two. 
Phil     was     Berg     and 

Helen      Ruskin's     son; 
Berg  owns  the  Littleton 
Bank,  and  Helen  is  very 
much  a  leader  in  toAvn 
social    life.      Sally,    on 
the     other    hand,     was 
from    what    might    be 

called   "the   other   side 
of  the  tracks."     I  don't 
suppose    her    Dad    had 
ever  earned  more  than 
fifteen  dollars  the  best 
week    of   his    life,    and 
her  mother  was  ope  of 
those  easy-going  house- 

keepers.    It   was   easy 
for    Littleton    folks    to 
sniff  at  the  whole  Bur- 

nett family. 

Maybe     it     wouldn't have    been    so    bad,    if 

Phil  hadn't  been  quite 
so     much     under     his 

parents'  thumb.  But  he 
was,  and  that  was  that. 
Helen  still  considered 
him  her  baby  boy,  and 
Berg  had  his  whole  life 
mapped  out,  down  to 
the  last  detail.  So  you 
can  understand  how 
impossible  it  seemed  to 
Phil  to  tell  his  mother 
and  father  that  he 
wanted  to  marry  Sally 
Burnett — one  of  those 
Burnetts! 

But  at  last,  with  much 
persuasion,  he  made  up 
his  mind  to  do  just  that. 
You  see,  Sally — and  she  was  wiser  than  her  years,  that 
girl — absolutely  refused  to  elope  with  him.  She  said  that 
if  they  couldn't  be  married  in  church,  right  in  front  of 
everyone  in  Littleton,  then  their  marriage  didn't  have  a 
chance.  Phil  had  to  tell  his  parents— and  he  finally  agreed 
that  she  was  right. 

He  would  have  told  them,  too — ^but  the  night  before  he 

planned  to  break  the  news,  Oliver,  Sally's- twin  brother, 
was  arrested!  He'd  driven  a  car  used  by  two  fellows  who 
held  up  a  diner  in  Littleton.  Oliver  said  he  was  innocent 

— and  Sally  and  I,  at  least,  believed  him.  He  simply  didn't 
know  why  those  men  were  going  into  that  diner.  But  be 
that  as  it  may,  Phil,  when  he  came  to  my  house  that  next 
night  to  meet  Sally,  flatly  refused  to  tell  his  parents  about 
wanting  to  marry  SaUy.  It  was  bad  timing,  he  said.  It 
would  have  been  hard  enough  at  any  time,  but  now,  with 
Oliver  in  jail — well,  it  was  simply  impossible!  And  then 
there  was  the  inevitable  quarrel.  Sally  asked  Phil  to  prove 

that  he  wasn't  ashamed  of  her  by  taking  her  to  see  his 

AN     AUNT     JENNY 

REAL    LIFE     STORY 

And  Phil  refused.  And  Sally  simply  walked  out. 
Phil  looked  down  blankly  at  the  dish  he  had  been  wiping 

when  Sally  entered,  and  which  he  still  held  in  his  hands. 
Very  carefully,  he  laid  it  and  the  towel  on  the  table,  and 
then  he  stood  there,  his  head  bowed,  his  fingers  nervously 

tapping  the  oilcloth.  "I'm  sorry  you  had  to  hear  all  this, 
Aunt  Jenny,"  he  said  in  a  faraway  voice.  "I'm  sorry  any- 

one had  to  hear  it  .  .  .  Because  Sally's  right.  I'm  a  coward, 

where  my  family's  concerned." 
"Maybe,"  I  said.    "But  I  don't  know,  Phil.    Sally's  never 

had  to  argue  with  her 

dad  and  mom.  They've always  treated  her  like 

one  of  themselves — 
they  love  her,  but  they 
let  her  go  her  own  way. 
She  can't  understand 
how  it's  been  with  you, 

all  your  life.  It's  hard 
to  go  against  your  own 
flesh  and  blood.  Some- 

times, though,"  I  added, 
"it  has  to  be  done." "Yes,"  he  said  softly. 
"Sometimes  it  does. 
I've  known  that  all 

along.  I  knew  it  when 
I  first  realized  I  was 

falling  in  love  with 
Sally."  He  picked  up 
the  dish  and  put  it 

away.  "Do  you  mind  if 
I  run  along  now.  Aunt 

Jenny?" 

"Of  course  not,  Phil." 
I  didn't  ask  him  where 
he  was  going  or  what 
he  was  going  to  do.  I 

hoped  I  knew. 
He  went  out,  and 

walked  slowly  down 
the  street,  then  turned 

to  the  right  at  the  in- tersection. He  could  see 
his  own  home,  his 
family's  house,  from 
here.  Naturally,  it  was 

the  biggest  house  in 
town — square,  tall,  cov- 

ered with  jig-saw  gin- 

gerbread but  still  man- 
aging to  look  gaunt  and 

bare.  Lights  shone  in  the  livingroom  windows.  Still  not 
hurrying,  Phil  went  as  far  as  the  wide  front  poreh.  There 
he  stopped  and  squared  his  shoulders  before  he  opened  the 
front  door. 

His  father  and  mother  were  in  the  livingroom — his  father 
beside  the  radio,  the  newspaper  he  had  been  reading  dropped 
to  his  knees  while  he  chuckled  at  a  comedy  program,  his 

mother's  knitting  needles  catching  the  light  in  turn  as  they 
shuttled  in  and  out  of  the  sweater  she  was  making.  A 
sweater  for  him,  of  course,  he  thought.  His  mother  would 

do  anything  for  him,  give  him  anything  she  possessed — 
except  the  one  thing  he  wanted. 

"Hello,"  he  said.  "Dad,  could  you  turn  the  radio  off? 
There's  something  I  want  to  tell  you."  It  would  have  been 
better  to  wait  until  the  program  was  over,  but  he  had  to 

get  it  done  now — right  away. 
His  mother  dropped  her  knitting  into  her  lap,  and  his 

father  stared  aVhim  before  he  reached  over  and  clicked 
the  radio  into  silence.     He  felt  apprehension  spring  up  in 

iilttiiiiliiiliiliiliiiiiiir"' 



"^'^ so  very  much  to  them,  there  was 
nothing  he  did  or  thought  or  planned 

that  wasn't  of  more  importance  to  them 
than  their  own  actions,  thoughts,  plans. 
It  had  been  that  way,  all  his  life.  He 
could  see  the  change  in  them  that  had 
come  about  while  he  was  away  in  the 
Army.  It  had  been  only  two  years,  but 

they  had  each  aged  at  least  ten — be- 
cause they  had  been  afraid  every  min- 

ute of  the  time.  And  now  he  was  back, 
safe,  but  changed  as  much  as  they  were, 
resenting  their  well-meant  kindness, 
oppressed  by  their  love. 

"All  right,  son,"  his  father  said. 
"What  is  it?" 

"I'm  in  love,"  he  told  them.  "I  want 

to  get  married." They  took  it  in  ways  that  were  nat- 
ural to  them.  His  father  sat  still,  wait- 

ing for  him  to  go  on.  His  mother  put 
her  hands  on  the  arms  of  her  chair, 
leaning  forward,  saying  in  a  shaky 

voice,  "Married?     Phil,  who  .  .  .?" 
"Sally  Burnett,"  he  said. 
Berg  Ruskin  frowned,  his  heavy 

brows  coming  down  over  his  eyes. 

"Sally  Burnett?"  he  said  sharply.  "Are 

you  crazy?" 

"No  sir."  Phil  was  watching  his 
mother.  She  had  gone  quite  white,  and 
she  was  staring  at  him  in  horror. 

"Jim  Burnett's  daughter — Oliver's 

sister?" 

"Yes  sir.  Though  I  don't  see  what 

difference  that  makes." 
"I'll  ask  you  to  be  civil  to  me,  Philip!" 

Berg  Ruskin's  implacable  temper  was 
beginning  to  show  itself  now.  His  eyes 
narrowed,  and  he  drew  himself  upright 
in  his  chair.  But  to  his  own  amaze- 

ment, Phil  was  not  impressed.  He  felt 
a  surge  of  relief.  Sally  had  told  him 
that  he  could  stand  up  to  his  parents 

if  he  would  only  try;  he  hadn't  believed 
her,  but  it  was  true.  "Sorry.  I  don't 
mean  to  be  rude.  I  really  don't  see 
what  difference  it  makes." 

"Phil — ^you're  joking."  His  mother 
tried  to  smile,  to  smooth  things  out 

between  her  two  men.  "You — ^you  are 

joking,  aren't  you?" "No,  Mother,  I'm  riot." 
"But— Sally  Burnett!"  she  burst  out. 

"I  didn't  think  you  even  knew  her! 
How  could  this  have  happened — where 

have  you  been  seeing  her?  I  simply," 
she  said  pitifully,  "don't  understand!" 

"I  met  her  at  Axmt  Jermy  Wheeler's 
house,  about  a  week  after  my  discharge. 

I've  been  seeing  her  there  ever  since.^ 
"Aunt  Jenny!    And  she  permitted  it!" 



"There  was  nothing  she  could  do 
about  it,  Mother.  It  just — it  just  hap- 

pened." 
"Just  happened!"  his  father  said 

scornfully.  "I  can  see  what  happened, 
plain  enough.  A  young  fellow  just  out 

of  the  Army — hasn't  seen  a  girl  for 
months — falls  for  the  first  pretty  face 

he  comes  across!" 
"It  wasn't  that.  I've  seen  other  girls 

since  I've  been  back." 
"Maybe  none  that  was  quite  so 

anxious  to  marry  you!  Those  Burnetts 

— ^they're  a  shiftless,  thieving  lot — " 
The  clear  skin  of  Phil's  face  turned 

a  brick  red.  "Dad — don't  talk  about 
Sally  like  that!" 

"I'll  tell  you  the  truth  about  her  and 
her  family,  if  you  aren't  smart  enough 
to  see  it  for  yourself!" 

"Phil — Berg!"  Helen  pressed  the 
palms  of  her  hands  against  her  face, 
against  cheeks  that  were  wet  with 

tears.  "Wait — don't  quarrel,  please! 
Phil,  don't  you  see — we  only  want  you 
to  be  happy,  we  want  you  to  marry  a 

girl  you  can  be  proud  of.  You're  so 
young,  and  you're  at  loose  ends  since 
you  got  out  of  the  Army — how  can  you 
tell,  how  can  you  be  so  sure?  If  you'd 
only  wait — go  back  to  college,  or  to  the 
university  if  you'd  rather — and  in  two 
or  three  years,  if  you  feel  as  you  do 

now — " 
"No,"  he  said.  "I  want  to  marry 

Sally  now — right  away." 
For  an  hour,  that  was  his  answer  to 

Helen's  tears  and  to  Berg's  outraged 
anger.  It  was  still  his  answer  when, 

at  the  end.  Berg  stood  up,  saying,  "All 
right.  I've  done  my  best.  If  you  won't 
listen  to  reason,  I  can't  stop  you.  You 
can  break  your  mother's  heart  and  ruin 
your  own  life — but  you'll  do  it  by  your- 

self! Not  one  cent  of  help  will  you  get 

out  of  me.    Make  your  choice." 
Phil  went  upstairs  to  his  own  room — 

knowing  that  he  had  won,  but  feeling 
defeated.  He  had  been  afraid  of  his 
parents,  afraid  of  their  love  and  their 

disappointment,  and  he'd  conquered  his 
fear,  but  in  its  place  was  a  depression 
so  terrible  that  he  threw  himself  down 
on  his  bed  without  turning  on  the  light 
and  lay  there  with  his  eyes  open  in  the 
darkness.  The  prospect  of  having  to 

make  his  own  way  in  the  world  didn't 
bother  him  particularly;  he  and  Sally 
could  move  to  Metropole,  and  he  could 

get  some  sort  of  a  job.  They'd  get 
along.  But  there  was  a  regret  in  his 

heart  he  hadn't  (Continued  on  page  71) 

Littleton  is  a  very  small  town; 
Phil  couldn't  help  knowing 
when  Sally  began  to 
have  so  many  dates. 



A  page  of  pleasant  discoveries  and  happy  memories  t 

Radio  Mirror  will  pay,  each  month,  fifty 
dollars  for  the  poem  selected  by  Ted  Malone  as  the 
best  of  those  submitted.    This  month's  choice 
is  "Wild  Strawberries"  by  Eunice  Mildred  LonCoske. 

WILD  STRAWBERRIES 

Today  I  sit  and  watch  two  youthful  lovers 
Run  through  the  cloud  of  daisies  in  a  field. 
The  laughter-bells  ring  out  as  she  discovers 
Where  the  wild  strawberries  are  concealed. 
The  scarlet  juice  has  stained  her  fingertips; 
And  when   he  runs  to  kiss  her  and  to  take 
A  berry  like  her  own  red  laughing  lips, 
I  turn  away.     My  stoic  calm  may  break. 
We  live  again  in  their  glad  flesh,  as  yet 
Untouched  by  anything  but  love  and  mirth. 
In  their  frail  happiness  I  can  forget 
That  Junes  have  turned  your  merry  mouth 

to  earth. 
The  quails   are  singing  to  them,   sweet  and 

clear. 

As  once  they  sang  to  us  .  .  .  my  dear  .  .  . 
my  dear! 

— Eunice  Mildred  LonCoske 

Here  is  a  handfnl  of  poems  Ted  Malone  has  chosen, 
old  ones  that  are  favorites — ^new  ones  that  will  be  favorites. 

I  LOVE  TO  THINK  OF  DEAR  OLD  LADIES 

I  love  to  think  of  dear  old  ladies. 
When  every  chick  and  child  has  flown. 

Puttering  'round  in  plant-filled  windows. 
Hugging  the  privilege  of  living  alone. 

I  love  to  think  of  string-saving  ladies. 
With  lots  of  room  for  their  souvenirs. 

Drinking  fat  cups  of  strong  black  coffee. 
Pouring  weird  tales  into  other  old  ears. 

I  love  to  think  of  spry  old  ladies. 
Free  as  the  wind  to  come  and  go. 

Speaking  their  minds  with  wild  abandon. 
To  those  they  do  and  do  not  know, 

I  love  to  think  of  happy  old  ladies. 
Doing  nothing  they  ever  are  told. 

Going  about  in  layers  of  clothing. 
As  1  will  do  when  I  am  old. 

— HelenPohle 

SONG  FROM  "PIPPA  PASSES" # 
The  year's  at  the  spring 
And  the  day's  at  the  morn; 
Morning's  at  seven; 

The  hillside's  dew-pearled; 
The  lark's  on  the  wing; 
The  snail's  on  the  thorn: 
God's  in  his  heaven — 
All's  right  with  the  world! — Robert  Browning 

IT  WAS  ENOUGH 

H  was  enough  that  I  should  think  of  you. 

And,  thinking,  hear  old  voices  in  my  heart}  ' 
And  that  a  tender  tune  our  gladness  knew 
Should  from  its  long  oblivion  stir  and  start. 
These  were  enough  to  wake  forgotten  tears. 
Why  did  there  also  come,  like  drifting  musk, 

A  final  magic  to  restore  lost  years — 
The  scent  of  ripening  apples  through  the  dusk? 

— Silence  Buck  Bellovn 

NOCTURNE 

Moonlight  is  the  touchstone 
That  brings  you  back  to  me. 
I  remember  moonlight 
Through  a  lone  and  leafless  tree. 
You  were  there  beside  me 
In  the  silence  that  was  sound. 

And  the  snow  was  sequined  velvet 
On  the  winter-sleeping  ground. 
I  remember  moonlight 

In  the  perfumed  month  of  June 
When  the  summer  wind  on  water 

Played  a  liquid  crystal  tune. 
Gladly  I  forgot  you. 

Readily  and  soon. 

But  often  I  see  moonlight 

When  the  sun  tells  me  it's  noon. — John  D.  McfCee 

ON  HIS   SEVENTY-FIFTH  BIRTHDAY 

I  strove  with  none,  for  none  was  worth  my 
strife. 

Nature  I  loved  and,  next  to  Nature,  Art; 
I  warmed  both  hands  before  the  fire  of  life; 

It  sinks,  and  I  am  ready  to  depart. 

^iiiii^iiiyiiiifa 
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>ut  you  into  a  pleasantly  reflective  warm-weather  mood 

nOKENDS BY  TED  MALONE 
CONQUEST 

Walking  through  a  jungle  lush  and  green,  quite 
unaware 

I  looked  before  me  and  I  taw  a— tiger  standing 
there. 

The  monstrous  head,  the  heated  breath,  the  large 
and  amber  eyes 

Poked  from  the  leafy  curtain;  and  I  stood  there  in 

surprise. 

II  wasn't  IhQl  I  know  no  feoi — I  simply  couldn't 
speak. 

For  I  had  looked  for  tigers  every  morning  of  the 
week; 

But  you'll  find  there  is  a  difference  (and  I  know  it  to 
be  true) 

Between  when  you  look  for  tigers  and  when  tigers 
look  for  you. 

So  I  stood  there,  freezing  slowly  and  considering 
with  dread 

The   simply   awful   deeds   performed   by   cats   of^ 

which  I'd  read. 
While  those  dreadful  eyes  blazed  at  me  like  two 

yellow  plates  of  gloss, 

i  could  see  myself  reclining  very  dead  upon  the 

gross. 
The  tiger  stood  and  I  stood,  loo;  and  it  was  rather 

lote 

To  change  my  mind,  so  calmly  I  resigned  myself  to Fate, 

For  I  said,  "From  such  o'erwhelming  things  one 

surely  can'l  get  for. 
And— who  knows?  He  may  be  different  from  what 

other  tigers  ore!"        —Margaret  McAndrew 

SUCH  STUFF  AS  DREAMS  ARE  MADE  ON 

Leave  not  a  rack  behind.  We  are  such  stuff 
As  dreams  are  made  on,  and  our  little  life 
Is  rounded  with  a  sleep. 

— fFilliam  Shakespeare:  The  Tempest 

AMERICA  THE  BEAUTIFUL 

O  beautiful  for  spacious  skies. 

For  amber  waves  of  grain. 

For  purple  mountain  ma|estles 
Above  the  fruited  plain! 

America!  America! 

God  shed  His  grace  on  thee 

And  crown  thy  good  with  brotherhood 

From  sea  to  shining  sea! 
— Katharine  Lee  Bates 

Be  sure  to  listen  to  Ted 
Malone's  morning  program, 
Monday  through  Friday, 
11:45  A.M.,  EDT,  on  ABC. 

FOR,  LO,  THE  WINTER  IS  PAST 

My    beloved    spake,    and    said    unio    me, 

''■Rise  up,  my  love,  my  fair  one,  and  come  away. 
For,  lo,  fhe  winter  is  past, 
The  rain   is  over  and   gone; 

The   flowers   appear  on   the   earth; 

The  time  of  the  singing  of  birds  is  come. 

And  the  voice  "of  the  turtle  is  heard  in  our  land; 
The  fig  tree  putteth  forth  her  green  figs. 
And    the   vines   with    the   tender   grope    give    a 

good  smell. 

Arise,  my  love,  my  fair  one,  and  come  away." 
Holy  Bible,  Song  of  Solomon 

2:10-13 

I   HEAR  AMERICA    SINGING 

I   hear   America   singing,  the   varied  carols 
I   hear, 

"Those  of  mechanics,  each  one  singing  Ijis  as it  should  be  blithe   and  strong, 

The   carpenter  -singing   his   as   he   measures 
his  plank  or  beam, 

The  mason  singing  his   as  he  makes   ready 
for  work,  or  leaves  off  work, 

The   boatman   singing  what  belongs  to   him 
in  his  boat,  the  deckhand   singing  on  the 
steamboat  deck. 

The    shoemaker    singing    as    he    sits    on    his 
bench,  the  hatter  singing  as  he  stands, 

The  wood-cutter's  song,  the   ploughboy's   on 
his  way  in  the  morning,  qr  at  noon  inter- 

mission or  at  sundown, 
The   delicious   singing  of  the  mother,   or  of 

the  young  wife    at   work,   or   of   the   girl, 
sewing  or  washing, 

Each    singing   what   belongs   to   him   or   her 
and  to  none  else. 

The  day  what  belongs  to  the  day — at  night 
.    the  party  of  young  fellows,  robust,  friendly, 

Singing  with  open  mouths  their  strong  me- lodious songs. 
— Walt  Whitman 

s\ 

Have  you  written  a  poem,  long  or  short,  sad  or  gay? 
Would  you  like  to  read  it  in  print?   Turn  the  page,  then, 
and  find  out  how  Ted  Malone  makes  his  selections  each  month. 





A  page  of  pleasant  discoveries  and  happy  memories  t.  ai  you  into  a  pleasantly  reflective  warm-weather  mood 

Kofllo   Mirror  will  pny,  each  month,  fifty 

(lollorB  for  the  poem  Rclected  by  Ted  Molone  as  the 

hcHt  of  those  submitted.    This  month's  choice 
is  "Wild  Strowberrics"  by  Eunice  Mildred  LonCoske. 

WILD  STRAWBERRIES 

Todny  I  »it  ond  wotch  two  youthful   lovers 
Run  throuKh  the  cloud  of  daisies  in  a  field. 
Tho   Inufthtor-bolls  ring  out  as  she  discovers 
Where  Uio  wild  strnwberries  are  concealed. 
Tho  Hcarlot  juice  has  stained  her  fingertips; 
And  when   he  runs  to  kiss  her  and  to  take 
A   berry  liko   lior   own  red  laughing  lips, 
I  turn  QWoy.     My  stoic  calm  may  break. 
We  live  again  in  their  glad  flesh,  as  yet 
Untouched  by  anything  but  love  and  mirth. 
In   their  frail  happiness  I  con  forget 
Tliot  Junes  have  turned  your  merry  mouth 

to  earth. 
The  quails   are  singing  to  them,   sweet  and 

clear, 

As  once  they  sang  to  us  .  .  .  my   dear  .  .  . 
my  deorl 

— Eunice  Mildred  LonCoske' 

llrr«  iM  n  hnndfnl  of  poems  Ted  Mulonc  had  chosen, 
old  onoR  thai  urt^  favorites — new  ones  ihnl  will  be  favorite-s. 

I  LOVE  TO  THINK  OF  DEAR  OLD  LADIES 

I  love  to  think  ol  doai  old  ladles, 
When  oveiy  chick  and  child  has  flown, 

Pullorlnq  'louiid  In  plant-lilled  windowi. 
Huqging   the  piiviloqe  of  living   alone. 

1  love  to  think  ol  oliing-aavlnq  ladles. 
With  lots  ot  looni  loi   theii  souvoniia. 

Diinklng  lot  cups  ol  ationg  black  coHoe, 
Pouiliig  weird  tales  into  other  old  ears. 

I   love   to   think  ol  spry  old  ladies, 
Fioo  as  Iho  wind  to  come  ond  go. 

Speaking  their  mluds  wilh  wild  abandon. 
To  those  they  do  and  do  not  know, 

I  love  to  think  ol  happy  old  ladles, 
Doing   nothing  they  ever  are  told. 

Going  about  in  Inyoia  of  clothing. 
As  1  will  do  when  I  am  old. 

.^__^.^___^^^___  —Helen   Dahle 

BETM/fB, 

the" 

SONG  FROM  "PIPPA  PASSES" 

The  year's  at  the  spring 
And  the  day's  at  the  morn; 
Morning's  at  seven; 
The  hillside's  dew-pearled; 
The  lark's  on  the  wing; 

The  snail's  on  the  thorn: 
God's  in  his  heaven — 
All's  right  with  the  world! — Robert  Browning 

IT  WAS  ENOUGH 

It  was  enough  that  I  should  think  of  you. 

And,  thinking,  hear  old  voices  In  my  heorii  ' And  fhot  a  tender  tune  our  gladness  knew 

Should  from  its  long  oblivion  stir  and  start. 

These  were  enough  to  wake  forgotten  tears. 

Why  did  there  also  corns,  like  drifting  musk, 

A  final  magic  to  restore  lost  years— 
The  scent  of  ripening  apples  through  the  dusk? 

— Sifence  Back  Be/fows 

NOCTURNE 

Moonlight  Is  the  touchstone 

That  brings  you  back  to  me. 
1  remember  moonlight 

Through  a  lone  and  leafless  tree. 
You  were  there  beside  me 

In  the  silence  thot  was  sound. 

And  the  snow  was  sequlned  velvet 
On  the  winter-sleeping  ground. 
I  remember  moonlight 

In  the  perfumed  month  of  June 
When  the  lummer  wind  on  water 
Played  a  liquid  crystal  tune. 
Gladly  I  forgot  you. 
Readily  and  soon. 

But  often  I  see  moonlight 

When  the  sun  tells  me  It's  noon. — John  0.  McfCe* 

ON  HIS   SEVENTY-FIFTH  BIRTHDAY 

OOKENDS 
BY  TED   MAIONE 

e,  for  none  was  worth  my 

I  strove  with  i strife. 

Nature  I  loved  and,  next  to  Nature,  Art; 
I  wermed  both  hands  before  the  fire  of  life; 

It  sinks,  and  I  am  ready  to  depart. 

  — -WaUeiL  " 

CONQUEST 

Walking  through  a  jungle  luth  and  green,  quite 

I  looked  before  me  and  I  saw  a — llgar  standing there. 

The  monstrous  head,  the  healed  breath,  the  large 
and  amber  eyes 

Poked  from  the  leafy  curtain;  and  I  stood  there  in 

surprise. 
It  wasn't  thgl  I  know  no  fear-H  simply  couldn't 

speak. 

For  I  hod  looked  for  tigers  every  morning  of  the 

week; 

But  you'll  find  (here  it  a  difference  (and  I  know  It  to 

be  true) 

Between  when  you  look  for  Hgers  and  when  llgers look  for  you. 

So  I  stood  there,  freesing  slowly  and  considering 

with  dread 

The    simply    awful    deeds    performed    by    cots    of 
which  I'd  read. 

While  those  dreadful  eyes  blazed  at  ma  like  two 
yellow  plates  of  glass, 

I  could  see  myself  reclining  very  dead  upon  the 

grass. 

The  tiger  stood  and  I  stood,  too;  and  it  was  rather 

late 

To  change  my  mind,  so  calmly  I  resigned  myself  to 

Fate, 

For  I  said,  "From  such  o'erwhelming  things  one surely  con'l  get  far. 

And — who  knows?  He  may  bo  different  from  what 

other  Hgers  are!"        — Morgoref  McAndrew 

SUCH  STUFF  AS  DREAMS  ARE  MADE  ON 

Leave  not  a  rack  behind.  We  are  such  stuff 
As  dreams  are  made  on,  and  our  little  life 
Is  rounded  with  a  sleep. 

—H^iUiam  Shakespeare:   The  Tempest 

?^ :— ̂ -;.^  v*«wiW^ 

AMERICA  THE  BEAUTIFUL 

O  beautiful  for  spacious  skies. 

For  amber  waves  of  grain. 

For  purple  mountain  ma)estles 
Above  the  fruited  plalnl 

America!  America! 

God  shed  His  grace  on  thee 

And  crown  thy  good  with  brotherhood 
From  sea  to  shining  seat 

—  fCoffiorine  Lee  Bafm* 

Be  sure  to  listen  to  TctI Malone's  morning  program, 

Monday  through  Fridnv, 
11:45  A.M.,  EDT,  on  AHC. 
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I    HEAR    AMERICA    SINtJlNG 

America   singing,   the   varied  carols 
1    hear, 

"Those  of  mechanics,  each  one  singin){  his  an 
it  should  be  blithe  and  strong. 

The    carpenter    singing    hit*    as   he   measure-* his   plank   or  beam, 

The   mason   singing   his   as   he   makes    ready 
for  work,  or  leaves  off  work. 

The   boatman   singing   what   belongs   to   him 
in   his   boat,   the   deckhand   singing   on   the steamboat  deck, 

The    shoemaker    singing    as    he    sils    on    hl> 
bench,  the  hatter  singing  as  he   stands, 

The   wood-cutter's   song,   the   plunghboy's   on 
his  way  in  the  morning,  or  at  noon  inter- 

mission  or   at   sundown, 
The   delicious   singing  of   the   mother,   or   of 

the   young    wife    at    work,    or    of    the    girl, sewing  or  washing, 

Each    singing    what    belongs    tn    him    ur    her 
and  to  none  else, 

The  day   what  belongs  to  the  day — at   nighl 
,    the  parly  of  young  fellows,  robust,  friendly. 

Singing  with   open   mouths   their   strong   me- lodious songs. 
—Walt  Whitman 

Have  you  written  a  poem,  long  or  short,  tad  or  gar? 
Would  yon  like  to  read  ll  in  print?    Turn  the  page,  then, 
and  find  out  how  Ted  Malone  makes  his  selections  each  month. 



B£TW"N   BOOKENDS 
AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF  A   HIGH 

SCHOOL  JUNIOR 

I  saw  the  paper  lying  idly  there, 
Open  for  all  to  see,  not  put  away. 
And  so  I  picked  it  up  and  read  your  life, 
The  years  so,  uneventful  till  today. 
Experiences  of  work  and  play  and  school, 
Mention  of  father,  mother,  younger  sister 
And  then  within  the  closing  paragraph 
You   uttered  this   pronouncement,  mister: 

"When  I  grow  up  I'll  be  a  j^achelor." 
I  smiled,  although  of  course,  it  might  come true; 

And  yet  I  think  somewhere  a  schoolgirl 
writes 

"Some  day  I'll  marry"  and  she'll  marry  you ! — Louise  Darcy 

FORGIVE  ME.  POETS  .  .  . 

Forgive  me,  poets,  for  my  breach  of  frust. 
My  eosy  handling  of  the  fluid  word. 

No  verse  of  mine  was  from  an  inner  "must — " 
t  leave  my  written  page  unchanged,  unblurred. 

I  know  the  anger  of  a  desperate  heart, 
And    passions,    lewd    and    lovely,    have    been 

mine, 

But  never  con  I  tear  the  words  apart 
And    march   them,   weoponed   warriors,   in   a line. 

And  yet  I  write,  because  it  gives  me  pleasure. 
Forgive  my  inch  against  your  yardstick  measure. 

— Dorothy  Babcock 

LETTER  TO  ONE  ESTRANGED 

My  Dear, 
Estrangement  cannot  make  us  strangers; 

The  fronds  of  memory  unfold  and  thrive 
In  spite  of  enmity  and  arid  dangers — 
We  two   have  stood  beneath   a  rainbow's rafter. 

And  watched  a  bluebird  write  his  signature. 
And  supped  on  lines  of  Keats  and  so  here- 

after 
The  bond  we  forged  in  beauty  will  endure. 

Irene  Wilde 

From 

DEUA 

If  this  be  love,  to  clothe  me  with  dark  thoughts. 
Haunting  untrodden  paths  to  wait  apart; 
My  pleasures  horror,  music  tragic  notes, 
Tears  in  mine  eyes  and  sorrow  at  my  heart. 
If  this  be  love,  to  live  a  living  death, 
Then  do  I  love  and  draw  this  weary  breath. 

— Samuel  Daniel 

QUESTIONNAIRE 

Do  you  ever  wish  on  stcos 
And  loads  oi  hoy? 
Do  you  thrive  on  candy  bots? 
Three  times  a  day? 

Did  you  ever  hunt  and  fish 
Long,  long  ago? 
Do  you  prefer  a  satin  swish 
To  calico? 
Are  you  iond  of  candlelight? 
Are  you  witty? 
Do  you  like  a  rainy  night 
Am  I  pretty? 

Will  your  image  always  haunt  me? By  the  by. 

Do  you  think  you'll  ever  want  me? Will  you  try? 
— Emily  Crandall 

RADIO  MIRROR  will  pay 

FIFTY  DOLLARS  each  month 

for  the  original  poem,  sent  in  by  a  reader,  se- 
lected by  Ted  Malone  as  the  best  of  that 

month's  poems  submitted  by  readers.  Five  dol- 
lars will  be  paid  for  each  other  poem  so  sub- 

mitted, which  is  printed  on  the  Between  the 
Bookends  page  in  Radio  Mirror.  Address  your 
poetry  to  Ted  Malone,  Radio  Mirror,  205  East 
42nd  Street,  New  York  17,  N.  Y.  Poetry  snb-  . 
mitted  shonld  be  limited  to  thirty  lines.  None 
will  be  returned.  This  is  not  a  contest,  but 

an  offer  to  purchase  poetry  for  Radio  Mirror's Between  the  Bookends  feature. 
LISTEN  TO  TED  MALONE,  MONDAY  THROUGH 

FRIDAY  OVER  ABC,  AT  11:45  A.M.,  EDT. 

LARK'S  WAY,  WIND'S  WAY 

Take  a  hearth  and  a  house  and  a  quiet  man. 
Darling,  when  you  choose. 
Not  a  slim  man  for  laughter  nor  moons  nor 

stars 
Nor  a  quicksilver  gown  nor  the  dancing  shoes. 

For  there's  little  to  dance  to  when  years  come down. 

And  laughter  is  much,  but  there's  much  to  be 
said 

For  the  apron  and  bungalow  kind  of  a  life. 
And  sleeping  at  night  in  the  same  sweet  bed. 

And  it  is  not  very  far  to  fall. 
If  you  never  climb  with  dreams  at  all. 

Lark's  way,  wind's  way,  days  hurry  you  on. 
Out  of  heart's  reaching.    Daughter,  daughter. 
And  the  sound  of  wisdom  no  more  to  you 
Than  the  running  and  singing  of  water. — ^Bianco  Bradbury 
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-through  whose   barbershop   pass   the    hopes,  fears,  the  life  of  all  of  Hartville 



WIKI  is  Sill's  grandson,  a 
lively  youngster  who  has 
been  brought  up  by  Nancy 
and  Kerry  Donovan  in  the 
true  American  traditions  of 

family  life.  Between  Wiki 
and  his  grandfather  there  is 

an  almost  conspiratorial  ac- 

cord, and  yet  Bill's  author- 
ity over  the  boy,  whenever 

he  feels  any  need  to  exercise 
it,  is  unquestioningly  obeyed. 
(Played  by  Michael  Artist) 

ELMER  EEPS,  owner  of 

the  general  store  across 
from  Bill's  barbershop, 
knows  everyone  in  town. 

His  store  is  an  active  clear- 
ing-house for  all  current 

gossip.  On  the  second-hand 
bicycle  which  he  bought 

recently  to  speed  up  his  de- 
livery system,  Elmer  has 

become  the  terror  of  Hart- 
ville's  usually  quiet  traffic. 

(Played  by  Joe  Latham) 

Afa 

KERRY- DONOVAN,  Nancy's  husband,  is  a  lawyer  whose 
judgments  are  sound  and  logical.  He  and  Bill  like  and 

respect  one  another,  though  they  don't  always  agree. 
(Kerry  is  played  by  .Tames  Meighan) 



I 

NANCY,  Bill's  beloved  daughter,  has  learned  from  her  father  many  of  the  traits  of  character  and 
facets  of  personality  that  have  made  him  such  a  vital  factor  in  HartviUe  life.  Warmly  generous, 

sympathetic, '  Nancy's  eager  interest  in  people  sometimes  carries  her  into  real  involvement  in  the 
lives  of  others,  but  her  independent  mind  and  ready  sense  of  humor  balance  a  tendency  toward  im- 

pulsiveness. As  a  mother,  Nancy  functions  intelligently  and  affectionately,  and  her  relationship  with 
Kerry  is  rich  and  happy  because  there  is  always  room  for  a  vigorous,  friendly  exchange  of  opinion. 

(Nancy  is  played  by  Ruth  Russell) 

Now  in  its  fourteenth  year  on  the  air,   Jusf  Plain  Bill  is  conceived  and  produced  by 



REBA  BRIXTON,  feeling  that  her  sis 
ter  Katherine  stole  the  man  she  loved, 

married  John's  brother,  though  she 
never  gave  up  her  dream  of  some  day 

winning  John's  love  for  herself.  When 
Katherine  died,  Reba  attempted  to  set 

her  plans  into  motion,  but  Bill'  knows 
that  Reba's  desires  are  built  on  re- 

sentment and  jealousy,  and  will  not 
bring  her  a  fraction  of  the  happiness 
she  might  still  have  with  her  husband. 

(Played  by  Charlotte  Lawrence) 

JOHN  BRITTON  is  a  young  writer 
whose  wife,  Katherine,  died  with  tragic 

suddenness  in  Bill's  barbershop.  Grief- 
stricken,  friendless  among  strangers, 
John  and  his  little  girl  have  found  more 

than  mere  temporary  sympathy  in  Bill's 
quick  assistance.  With  characteristic 
warmth  and  sanity.  Bill  and  the  Dono- 

vans are  helping  John  to  straighten  out 
his  affairs  so  that  he  can  once  again  be- 

gin to  find  some  happiness  in  his  work. 
(Played  by  William  Woodson) 



'S.^V\^'^ 

'^^^K  »  "^ 

^■ 
l^: 

<«^^   ̂  

,iSt 

X 

:J 

BILL  DAVIDSON,  the  kindly  barber  of  Hartville,  holds  to  a  philosophy  of  life  that  is  as  direct,  as  unfaltering,  as  all- 
embracing  as  the  Bible  itself  would  counsel  us  all  to  strive  for:  no  man  shall  call  another  man  a  stranger.  With  Bill  this 

has  been  more  than  a  creed  to  which  he  gives  verbal  dllegiance.  Every  man^particularly  every  man  with  a  problem — becomes 

at  once  Bill's  personal  concern,  to  be  helped,  advised,  sheltered  with  the  same  fervent  sympathy  with  which  he  would  turn 
to  the  problems  of  his  own  family:  his  daughter  Nancy,  her  son  Wiki,  his  son-in-law  Kerry.  Bill  is  never  anything  but  a 
simple,  kindly  man,  but  his  gift  for  sympathy  has  given  to  his   simplicity   and   patient   wisdom   the   stature   of   true   dignity. 

(Bill  Davidson   is  played   by  Arthur   Hughes) 
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"T  JUST  don't  understand  what  we're  doing  here," 
I  Pamela  North  said  plaintively  to  her  husband 

Jerry.  She  waved  vaguely  at  the  smart  foyer  in 
which  they  stood.  It  went  with  a  regally-appointed 
Park  Avenue  apartment  house. 

"We're  doing  what  everyone  else  in  New  York 
City  is  doing  right  now — hunting  for  an  apartment," 
Jerry  said  patiently.  He  waved  a  classified  ad- 

vertisement in  her  face,  clipped  from  the  Herald- 
Tribune. 

"But  I'm  stiU  baffled,"  Pam  persisted.  "When  there 
isn't  a  foot  of  space  in  the  whole  city  for  rent — what 
makes  you  think  a  fancy  Park  Avenue  job  is  going 

begging?  Particularly  when  it's  been  on  public  view 
for  two  whole  days  before  the  atomic  Norths  get 

there?" But  before  Jerry  could  answer  her,  a  big  and 
beaming  man  had  swung  open  the  ornate  grilled  door. 
Bowing  them  in  graciously  but  hurriedly,  he  burst 

into  endless  talk.  "I'm  Mr.  Bower,  the  superintendent 
of  the  building.  I  presume  you're  anxious  to  see  the 
advertised  apartment?  I'm  anxious  to  show  it  to 
you!  You'll  love  it!  Step  right  this  way  to  the 
elevator!'" 
Pam's  mouth  himg  open  in  astonishment.  "What 

year  is  this — 1932?"  she  whispered  to  Jerry  as  they 
followed  Mr.  Bpwer  into  the  highly  polished  elevator. 

" — Three  sun-flooded  rooms,  beautifully  furnished 
down  to  the  sheets,  towels,  ash-trays.  .  .  ."  Mr.  Bower 
was  saying  enthusiastically. 

"The  catch?  What's  the  catch?"  Pam  mumbled  to 
Jerry. 

"Shut  up,"  he  didn't  mumble  back. 
"But  he's  stuffing  it  down  our  throats!"  Pam  mut- 

tered iindaunted. 

"Well,  my  throat's  all  set  for  the  stuffing!  It's 
mighty  tasty!"  Jerry  said  in  amazed  pleasure  as  they 
walked  into  the  livingroom.  It  was  indeed.  Mr. 
Bower,  almost  fawning  on  them  by  this  time,  swept 
them  hastily  through  the  gracious,  brocade-draped 
livingroom,  the  smart  rose-colored  bedroom,  the 
sparkling  kitchen  and  bathroom.  His  hasty  tour 
brought  the  bemused  Norths  and  himself  back  to  a 
stop  in  front  of  the  charming  little  bar  in  the  living- 
room.   Jerry  wandered  behind  it  and  said,  "Scotch!" 

It  was  too  much  for  Pam.     But  she  thought  she 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  North  are  heard  each  "Wednes- 
day night  at  8:00  P.M.,  EDT,  over  The  NBC 

Network.  Pam  is  Alice  Frost;  Jerry  is  Joe  Curtin. 
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Things  were  bad,  Pam  and  Jerrys 

thought — ^they  couldn't  find  an  apartment. 

Then  they  found  one,  and  things 

were  even  worse,  because  they  had  rented 

themselves  a  homicide  case  too! 

•Tt 
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Pam    awoke    in   sheer   terror,   frightened    before 
she  saw  the  reason  for  her  fear — the  shad- 

ow of  a  man  on  the  wall.  And  that's  where  the 
trouble  begins  in  this  Mr.  and  Mrs.  North 

story  written  for  Radio  Mirror  by  Eleanor  Harris. 

saw  the  light,  at  last.  She  whirled  on  Mr.  Bower. 

"Aha,  my  fine  man,"  she  said.  "I  have  the  answer 
to  the  puzzle — ^the  rent.  It  must  be  Rockefeller- 

type.    What  is  it?" But  again  she  wSs  wrong.  "Oh,  that!"  scoffed  Mr. 
Bower.  "Why — er — anything  you  care  to  offer."  Then 
he  added,  "Within  reason,"  but  only  as  if  it  were  a 
belated  afterthought. 

"Well,"  Pam  said,  thinking  out  loud,  "in  these 
times  it  must  be  stupendous.  But  before  the  war, 

probably  $100  a  month — " 
Mr.  Bower  cut  in  rapidly.  "Splendid!  It's  done! 

$100  a  month — ^year's  lease — sign  here!"  The  blink- 
ing Norths  saw  a  swirl  of  leases,  Mr.  Bower's  foun- 

tain pen,  and  Mr.  Bower's  insistent,  eager  smile. 
They  signed  in  a  daze.  Jerry  was  still  signing  his 

name  to  tfie  first  month's  rental  check  when  Mr. 
Bower  whipped  it  from  his  hand.  Rapidly  he  began 
backing  to  the  door,  waving  the  check  cheerily. 
"Well,  so  long!"  he  roared  genially. 

"Wait!"  Pam  shouted  after  him.  "When  do  we 

move  in?" 
"You've  moved  in!"  Mr.  Bower  shouted  back.  Then 

he  did  a  strange  thing.  He  gave  a  sudden  hysterical 

yelp  of  laughter.  Just  as  suddenly  he  sobered.  "I 
beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  North,"  he  said 
gently.  The  door  closed  on  him. 
Pam  and  Jerry  stared  at  each  other  in  the  sudden 

quiet  of  their  new  home.  Then  Pam  spoke.  "The 
whole  thing  mystifies  me.  There  just  must  be  a 
Treason  lor  gettiiig  this  glamorous  apartment  so  easily 

in  these  times."  She  drifted  aimlessly  into  the  bed- room. 

"Now,  now!"  Jerry  said  reassviringly.  "Don't  look 
a  gift  horse  in  the  mouth — especially  when  it's  an 

Arabian  steed." They  were  interrupted  by  the  sharp  ringing  of  the 
doorbell.  They  moved  practically  in  lock-step  to 
open  the  door. 

Outside  in  the  hall  stood  a  charming-looking  older 
woman,  whose  white  hair  was  in  perfect  contrast 
to  her  all-black  clothes.  She  wore  no  hat,  coat,  or 
gloves.  She  came  slowly  into  their  livingroom,  and 
her  voice,  when  she  spoke,  was  oddly  sad. 

"I'm  Mrs.  Stone,  from  the  apartment  right  under 
you,"  she  said.  "Mr.  power  told  me  that  he  had 
finally  rented  this  apartment,  and  I  came  right  up 

to  call." 
The  Norths  mumbled  their  names,  gestured  to- 

ward a  chair.  But  like  a  deep  and  quiet  brook — or 
Mr.  Bower — she  went  on.    (Continued  on  page  77) 
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"T  JUST  don't  understand  what  we're  doing  here, 

I    Pamela  North  said  plaintively  to  her  husbaii
d 

■■■  Jerry,  She  waved  vaguely  at  the  smart  foyer  in 

wiiich  they  sUiod.   It  went  with  a  regally-appointe
d 

I'arlt  Avenue  apartment  house. 

"We're   doing  what   everyone   else   in   New   York 

City  is  doing  right  now-hunting  for  an  apartmen
t 

Jerry    said    patiently.     He    waved    a    classified    ad- 
vertisement in  her  face,  clipped  from  the  Herald- 

Tribune.  .       ,    .„„,        ̂ , 

"But  I'm  still  baffled,"  Pom  persisted.  "When  there 
isn't  a  foot  of  space  in  the  whole  city  for  rent— what 

makes  you  think  a  fancy  Park  Avenue  job  is  going 

iH-gging?  Particularly  when  it's  been  on  public  view 
for'  two  wliolc  days  before  the  atomic  Norths  get 
there'f"  ,  ,  .  , 

But  before  Jerry  could  answer  her,  a  big  and 

beaming  man  had  swung  open  the  ornate  grilled  door. 

Bowing  them  in  graciously  but  hurriedly,  he  burst 

into  endless  talk.  "I'm  Mr.  Bower,  the  superintendent 

o(  the  building.  I  presume  you're  anxious  to  see  the 
advertised  aparlmenff  I'm  anxious  to  show  it  to 

youl  You'll  love  iti  Step  right  this  way  to  the 

elevator!"' Pnm's  mouth  himg  open  in  astonishment,  what 
year  is  this— 1932'/"  she  whispered  to  Jerry  as  they 
followed  Mr.  Bower  into  the  highly  polished  elevator. 
"_Three  siin-floodcd  rooms,  beautifully  furnished 

down  to  the  sheets,  towels,  ash-troys.  .  .  ."  Mr.  Bower 
was  saying  enthusiastically. 

"The  catch'?  What's  the  catch?"  Pam  mumbled  to 
Jerry. 

"Shut  up,"  he  didn't  mumble  back. 
"But  he's  stulting  it  down  our  throats!"  Fam  mut- 

tered undaunted. 

"Well,  my  throat's  all  set  for  the  stuffing!  It's 
mighty  tasty!"  Jerry  said  in  amazed  pleasure  as  they 
walked  into  the  livingioom.  It  was  indeed.  Mr. 
Bower,  almost  fawning  on  them  by  this  lime,  swept 
tliem  hastily  through  the  gracious,  brocade-draped 
livingroom,  the  smart  rose-colored  bedroom,  the 
sparkling  kitchen  and  kitluoiim.  His  hasty  tour 
brought  the  bemused  Norllis  and  liimseU  back  to  a 
stop  in  front  of  the  elianning  little  bar  in  the  living- 
room.  Jerry  wandered  behind  it  and  said,  "Scotch!" 

It  was  Ion  nuu-li  for  Pam.     But  she  thought  she 

Mr. 
liny nnil  Mrs.  Norlh  arc  heard  each  Weilnes- 

iiiehl  al  «:00  r.M..  EOT,  over  The  NBC 
,>rk.  Cjiiii  iv  Mill'  KrosI:  Jerry  i«  Jor  Ciinin. 

Things  were  bad,  Pam  and  JerryX 

thought — they  couIdu''t  fiud  an  aparluienl. 

Then  they  found  one,  and  things 

were  even  worse,  because  they  had  rented 

themselves  a  homicide  case  too! 

saw  the  light,  at  last.  She  whirled  on  Mr.  Bower. 
"Aha,  my  fine  man,"  she  said.  "I  have  the  answer 
to  the  puzzle- the  rent.  It  must  be  Rockefeller- 

type.    What  is  it?" 
But  again  she  wSs  wrong.  "Oh,  that!"  scoffed  Mr. 

Bower.  "Why — er — anything  you  care  to  offer."  Then 
he  added,  "Within  reason,"  but  only  as  if  it  were  a 
belated  afterthought. 

"Well,"  Pam  said,  thinking  out  loud,  "in  these 
times  it  must  be  stupendous.  But  before  the  war, 

probably  $100  a  month — " Mr.  Bower  cut  in  rapidly.  "Splendid!  It's  done! 

$100  a  month— year's  lease — sign  here!"  The  blink- 

ing Norths  saw  a  swirl  of  leases,  Mr.  Bower's  foun- 
tain pen,  and  Mr.  Bower's  insistent,  eager  smile. 

They  signed  in  a  daze.  Jerry  was  still  signing  his 

name  to  the  first  month's  rental  check  when  Mr. 
Bower  whipped  it  from  his  hand.  Rapidly  he  began 

backing  to  the  door,  waving  the  check  cheerily. 
"Well,  so  long!"  he  roared  genially. 

"Wait!"  Pam  shouted  after  him.  "When  do  we 

move  in?" 

"You've  moved  in!"  Mr.  Bower  shouted  back.  Then 

he  did  a  strange  thing.  He  gave  a  sudden  hysterical 

yelp  of  laughter.  Just  as  suddenly  he  sobered.  "I 

beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  North,"  he  said gently.  The  door  closed  on  him. 
Pam  and  Jerry  stared  at  each  other  in  the  sudden 

quiet  of  their  new  home.  Then  Pam  spoke.  'The whole  thing  mystifies  me.  There  just  must  be  a 

reason  for  getting  this  glamorous  apartment  so  easily 

in  these  times."  She  drifted  aimlessly  into  the  bed- 

room. ,      „^     ,^  ,     , 

"Now,  now!"  Jerry  said  reassuringly.  Don  t  look 

a  gift  horse  in  the  mouth— especially  when  it's  an 

Arabian  steed." 
They  were  interrupted  by  the  sharp  ringing  of  the 

doorbell.  They  moved  practically  in  lock-step  to 
open  the  door,  ,     ,  .         ,  . 

Outside  in  the  hall  stood  a  charming-looking  older 

woman,  whose  white  hair  was  in  perfect  contrast 
to  her  all-black  clothes.  She  wore  no  hat,  coat,  or 

gloves.  She  came  slowly  into  their  livingroom,  and 
her  voice,  when  she  spoke,  was  oddly  sad. "I'm  Mrs.  Stone,  from  the  apartment  right  under 

you,"  she  said.  "Mr.  ̂ ower  told  me  that  he  had 

finally  rented  this  apartment,  and  I  came  right  up 
to  call."  .       .    . 

The  Norths  munibled  theu-  names,  gestured  to- 

ward a  chair.  But  like  a  deep  and  quiet  brook--flr 
Mr   Bower— she  went  on.    (Continued  on  page  77) 



By 

MARGARET  WHITIRG 

Engaged  to  Hollywood's  William 
Eythe,  Margaret,  in  New  York, 
can  only  sing  to  him.    And  this  she 
does,  Tuesday  nights,  at  8,  on  NBC. 

0^
 

OF  COURSE  I've  dreamed  of  ro- mance— who  hasn't?  And  I  have 
included  in  those  dreams,  as  any 

girl  does,  rosy  pictures  of  "our"  first 
meeting.  The  unknown  man  and  I 
often  met  at  dances  or  splashed  into 
each  other  while  we  were  swimmings 
in  my  dreams. 

But  it  didn't  happen  that  way — does 
it  ever?  One  fine  Hollywood  day  I 
walked  into  a  record  shop  on  Vine 
Street.  I  have  a  big  record  collection 
and  wanted  to  make  some  additions.  I 

made  an  addition  that  day — ^but  not  to 
my  record  collection. 
A  very  handsome  young  man  was 

talking  intently  to  the  girl  behind  the 

counter.  "Y6s,  I'm  sure  that's  a  good 
record  too,  but  it's  not  what  I  came  in 
for.  The  only  thing  I  want  today  is 
that  wonderful,  marvelous  recording  of 

"My  Ideal"  with  Margaret  Whiting  do- 

ing the  vocals." I  was  thrilled  of  course,  but  also  a 
little  embarrassed.  My  impulse  was  to 
turn  around  and  leave  the  record  shop. 

But  my  plans  didn't  have  a  chance  to 
jell.  The  salesgirl  sang  out,  "Why, 
that's  Miss  Whiting  right  now." 
The  tall  young  man  with  the  won- 

derful smile  and  wavy  dark  hair  turned 
around  swiftly.  Looking  straight  at  me 

he  said  to  the  salesgirl,  "Now  that  is 
strange.  I've  wanted  to  meet  Margaret 
Whiting  for  a  long  time." 

I  suppose  the  girl  record-seller  did 
perform  a  formal  introduction  but  I 

can't  remember  it  distinctly.  I  was  in 
such  a  daze  because  I  knew  that  Bill 

Eythe  v/as  IT.  I  hadn't  met  him  at 
a  dance  as  I  had  dreamed,  but  here  he 
was.  We  chatted  for  a  while  in  the 
record  shop  and  then  I  asked  Bill  to 
come  out  to  my  house.  I  promised  to 
play  him  some  more  of  my  records. 
And  the  romance  was  on.  It  hadn't 
happened  quite  the  way  I  had  day- 
drearned  it  but  it  had  happened. 

Temporarily  there's  a  bit  of  sadness 
in  the  romance.  My  voice,-  w^hich 
brought  us  together,  is  at  present  keep- 

ing us  apart.  I  have  three  East  Coast 
commitments — ^the  Frolics  broadcast  on 
Tuesdays,  the  transcribed  Barry  Wood 
show  and  the  CBS  Celebrity  Club 

Saturdays.  And  Bill's  career  is  thriv- 
ing on  the  West  Coast.  You  will  all 

remember  him  as  the  thrilling  lead  in 
"The  House  on  92nd  Street".  He  was 
such  a  success  in  that  picture  that  his 
career  in  the  movies  is  now  assured. 

He  has  just  finished  "Centennial  Sum- 
mer" and  will  start  soon  on  "Methinks 

the  Lady". But  I  am  sure  that  the  little  god 
who  arranged  our  meeting  in  the  record 

shop  will  create  a  set  of  fortuitous  cir- 
cumstances that  will  permit  our  mar- 

riage fairly  soon — and  a  long  happy  life 

together. 
'  I  wish  my  father  could  have  lived  to 
see  Bill.  He  really  brought  us  together, 

you  know.  I'll  tell  you  about  that  in  a 
little  while.  Dad  would  adore  Bill  as 
much  as  I  do.  My  father  was  Richard 
Whiting.  You  will  remember  him  as 

the  composer  of  "Louise",  "Sleepy  Time 
Gal",  "One  Hour  With  You",  "Ain't  We 
Got  Fun",  "Crazy  Over  Horses",  "Jap- 

anese Sandman",  "Till  We  Meet  Again" and  many  other  wonderful  songs.  He 

also  wrote  "My  Ideal"  which  was  my 
first  recording,  and  the  song  that 
brought  Bill  and  me  together. 
Mother  is  a  non-professional  but  her 

sister  Margaret  Young,  who  lives  with 
her  now,  was  a  sort  of  Sophie  Tucker 
back  in  the  days  of  the  first  World  War 
— and  a  big  seller  on  records.  The 
other  member  of  the  family  is  a  younger 
sister  who  is  riding  fast  towards  fame 
and  an  Oscar.  Her  name  is  Barbara 
but  she  will  always  be  known  as  Fuffy 

— her  big  part  in  "Junior  Miss". Of  course  Dad,  who  made  his  living 
"in  the  business",  didn't  want  either  one 
of  us  involved  in  it.  But  you  can't  wish 
away  anything  like  my  sister's  obvi'ous acting  talent. 
And  it  was  impossible  for  me  to 

stay  away  from  singing.  As  a  matter 
of  fact  Dad  and  Eleanor    (that's  what 

■a)v  auyau 

oo 

There's  three  thousand  miles  between  Margaret  and  Bill,  right  now.  But 

the    way    Margaret    sings    love    songs,    all    those    miles    just     disappear 
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I  call  my  mother)  started  the  whole 
thing.  When  I  could  barely  talk  they 
used  to  play  records  for  me  and  watch 
my  reactions.  Even  then  I  knew  pitch 
and  could,  sing  out  the  names  of  dif- 

ferent notes. 
It  was  Johnny.  Mercer  who  egged  me 

on.  He  and  Dad  had  been  writing  songs 
together  and  Johnny  encouraged  me 
to  sing  them.  Finally  he  suggested  me 
as  the  singer  on  a  radio  musical  show 
— Our  Half-Hour.  It  was  a  sustaining 
program  on  the  coast  and  for  two  years 
I  got  my  radio  experience  the  hard 
way  and  the  right  way. 

Then  I  got  an  agent — and  the  agent 
got  busy.  He  played  some  of  my 
records  for  possible  sponsors  and 
bingo!  I  got  three  top  spots.  I  sang 
on  the  Hit  Parade,  the  Jack  Carson 
show  and  the  Frank  Sinatra  show. 

Along  about  this  time  Johnny  Mercer 
signed  me  for  Capitol  Records.  For 
luck — and  for  deeply  sentimental  rea- 

sons— I  decided  that  I  would  sing  one 

of  my  father's  songs  for  my  first  record- 
ing job.    That  song  was  "My  Ideal". 

And  "My  Ideal"  is  the  song  that 
paved  the  way  to  our  engagement — 
Bill's  and  mine.  As  "I  said  before,  it 
was  Dad  who  brought  us  together. 

It's  a  funny  thing — we  were  together 
for  two  whole  years.  We  dated  steadily 
all  that  time  and  in  November  1945  we 
became  engaged.  Since  then  we  have 
been  consistently  three  thousand  miles 
apart — through  no  wish  or  design  on 
our  parts. 

Once  in  February  Bill  got  as  far  as 
Chicago.  He  was  doing  a  benefit  and 
the  troupe  had  every  expectation  of 
getting  to  New  York  or  fairly  close  to 
it.  But  Bill  was  definite  about  it.  He 
was  coming  to  New  York  even  if  he 
could  only  see  me  for  an  hour  or  so. 
In  Chicago  the  tragedy  happened.  Bill 
got  a  phone  call  front  the  studio  to  fly 
back  to  the  coast  for  re-takes. 

Now  our  current  hope  is  a  picture 
that  will  take  me  back  to  him.  Johnny 

Desmond,  one  of  my  co-workers  on  the 
Frolics  show,  is  about  to  sign  for  a 
picture  with  Warner  Brothers  and  that 
means  the  whole  group  may  go  along. 
Johnny  says  I  nag  him  about  it  to  the 
point  of  desperation.  Of  course  I  do 
— if  he  takes  the  show  to  the  coast  then 
Bill  and  I  can  be  together. 

Even  though  we  aren't  together  right 
now — and  how  we  agonize  over  it! — our 
private  double  talk  goes  on  via  letters 
and  telegrams.  To  Bill  I  am  Thrush. 

To  me  he  is  Hambone.  I'm  crazy  about 
him  because  I  never  know  what  he's 
going  to  do  next. 

Like  the  time  at  a  dance  when  Bill 

said  suddenly,  "Let's  go  find  a  roller 
coaster."  We  did.  Our  friends  say 
we  act  like  ten-year-olds  at  an  amuse- 

ment park.  Fortunately  Bill  is  the  only 

one  who  doesn't  worry  when  I  stand 
up  like  a  mad  (Continued  on  page   66) 



It  was  Scotty  who  realized 
what  had  really  happened  to  Tex.    He 
is  quiet,  Scotty  is,  but  awfully 
wise.    He  understood  right  away  that 
Tex  was  badly  confused  about 
what  he  wanted,  as  many  soldiers  are 
when  they  first  get  home.  Tex 
did  want  to  play  a  guitar  and  sing,  but 
not  in  the  way  he  thought  he  did. 

The  National  Barn  Dance  means  an  evening 

A  WISE  philosopher  said  one  time 
that  a  man  always  is  looking  for 
a  woman  to  boast  to  and  a  woman 

always  is  looking  for  a  shoulder  to  put 

her  head  on.  I  think  that's  true — 
especially  the  part  about  the  man's 
wanting  to  seem  important  to  the 
woman  he  loves.  When  a  man  is  proud 

of  himself,  he  looks  into  a  woman's 
eyes  and  uses  them  for  tiny  mirrors 
to  reflect  his  courage,  and  talent,  and 

power.  And  when  he  is  ashamed — when 
he  feels  defeated  and  small  and  unsure 
of  himself — he  cannot  look  at  the 
woman  he  admires  for  fear  that  he  will 
see  his  defeat  written  in  her  eyes. 

I  know  that,  because  that's  what  hap- 

pened  to  Tex  and  me.  He  was  miserable, 
and  in  his  defeat  he  turned  away  from 
me  and  left  me  confused  and  fright- 

ened. It  was  then  that  Lulu  Belle  and 
Scotty  stepped  in  to  tell  me  what  was 

happening  to  us.  But  I'm  getting  ahead 
of  my  story — ^my  strange  story  that 
began  one  Saturday  night  at  the  WLS 
National  Barn  Dance  at  the  Eighth 
Street  Theater  in  Chicago. 

I  don't  believe  in  love  at  first  sight 
— not  real  love,  anyway.  I  know  that 
true  love  has  to  be  founded  on  mutual 
respect,  and  happiness  in  little  things, 
and  memories.  But,  still,  love  does 

have  to  begin  some  place,  doesn't  it? 
And,  many  times,  that  startin^point  is 

just  a  glance,  a  meeting  of  eyes  which 
seems  to  say,  "Hello,  there.  Who  are 
you?  I  like  you  very  much,  you  know. 

You're  my  kind  of  person."  That's  what 
our  first  glance  said — ^Tex's  and  mine. 

I  saw  him  before  he  saw  me  the  night 
he  came  to  the  theater.  It  was  at  the 
end  of  the  National  Barn  Dance  broad- 

cast and  I  was  standing  in  the  foyer 
when  I  noticed  the  tall,  rangy  man 
looking  thoughtfully  at  the  people  who 
were  leaving  the  Lighted  auditorium.  I 
haven't  known  a  lot  of  them,  but  you 
do  get  to  know  people  when  you  work 
as  an  usherette  in  a  Ghicago  theater, 
and  I  knew  that  this  man  was  nice.  I 
knew  that  before  he  looked  at  me.  and 
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Anyone  could  tell,  just  from  the 
way  Lulu  Belle  smiled  over  at  Scotty 

as  he  told  about  their  farm, 
that  although  the  Wisemans  have  been 

married  for  years,  they're  still 
sweethearts.   They  could  remember  all 

the  careless  barriers  that  young 
couples  like  Tex  and  Janie  sometimes 

build  up  to  wreck  a  shy  new  love. 

to  most  people,  but  to  Tex  and  Janie  it  meant  the  beginning  of  love 

then  when  our  eyes  met,  I  was  sure. 
lis  eyes  were  deep,  and  blue,  and  kind, 
md  they  looked  into  me  without  seem- 
ig  curious  or  forward,  as  if  he  saw  in 

fme  just  what  I  saw  in  him. 
I  was  glad  that  he  was  seeing  me  for 

fcthe   first   time   at   the   theater   instead 
lof  at  our  crammed  grocery  store  where 

'l  worked  during  the  week.    I  knew  I 
^looked  all  right  in  my  best  black  dress 
rwith  the  touch  of  white  at  the  throat, 
[and  I  knew  that  my  legs  looked  pretty 
in  my  only  pair  of  nylons.  I  was  glad, 
too,  that  my  part  of  my  job  was  making 
visitors  feel  at  home.   That  gave  me  an 
excuse  to  talk  with  him. 

"Are   you   looking   for   someone?"   I 

asked  him.     "Maybe  I  can  help  you." 
He  smiled,  and  now  there  was  grati- 

tude in  his  eyes. 

"I  couldn't  get  a  ticket  for  the  show 
tonight,"  he  explained. 

I  nodded  sjrmpathetically.  "We  were 
sold  out  a  half  hour  ahead  of  time." 

"And  I  had  a  special  reason  for  want- 
ing to  get  in  there,"  he  went  on.  Then 

he  seemed  to  want  to  confide  in  some- 
one, because  he  began  to  tell  me  the 

reason  for  his  coming.  "You  see,  I 
saw  the  Hoosier  Hot  Shots  when  they 
were  over  in  Italy  last  year,  and  I 
played  for  them  and  sang  a  little.  They 
asked  me  to  look  them  up  when  I  got 

back." 

I  knew  that  he'd  just  been  released 
from  the  Army  even  before  he  told  me. 
I  could  tell  that  from  looking  at  his 
wild  tie  and  the  green  sweater  he  was 
wearing  under  his  coat.  Here  was  a 
fellow  who  had  been  starved  for  color 

in  a  world  of  khaki.  Here  was  a  per- 
son who  was  going  to  make  up  for  lost 

time,  who  was  going  to  begin  to  live. 
I  found  myself  wanting  to  help  him. 

I  felt  maternal  and  responsible  for  him, 
as  if  I  were  appointed  to  answer  his 
most  bothersome  questions.  I  realized 
that  I  wanted  to  help  him  find  his 
dreams.  I  did  what  all  women  do  when 
they  feel  their  hearts  going  out  to  men 
they  admire.     I  mothered  him. 





ll  vfan  Sc4ilty  who  rralixf^ 
what  hail  rc'ally  happened  to  Tex.    He 
is  quiet,  Scotty  Ih,  hut  awfully 
wiite.    lie  uiidcrMtofMl  riiiht  oway  that 
Tex  wan  badly  confuHcd   about 
what  he  wanted,  an  many  iioldierfl  are 
when   thi^y   lirHt  feet  home.  Tex 
iU4  want  to  play  a  ftuitar  anil  HinK,  but 
not  ill  the  way  he  thouKliI   he  dill. 

Anyone  could  tell,  inM  from  the 
way  l.iilii  Relte  uniiled  over  at  Srolly 

U!i  he  told  about   their  farm, 
that  although  the  Wiseniaufl  have  been 

married   for  yearn,  they're  ntlll sweetheartii.   They  could  reineinber  all 
the  cart'IcM  barricn  that  young 

^     couples  like  Tex  and  Janie  sometimes 
build  up  to  wreck  a  ihy  ni 

Till-  Niitional  Barn  Dance  means  an  evenin 

A  WISE  plillosophci-  said  one  time 
that  n  n\nn  nlwnys  i.s  looking  foi' 
II  wonmn  to  lioiist  to  and  n  womiin 

always  i.f  luokinK  tor  a  shoulder  to  put 
lier  head  on,  I  think  Hint's  tnu^— 
esiieoially  the  part  about  the  man's 
wnntiiiR  to  seem  important  to  the 
woman  he  loveS.  When  a  man  is  proud 
ot  liiniselt,  he  looks  into  a  woman's 
eyes  and  uses  them  tor  tiny  mirrors 
to  rellect  his  oourage,  and  talent,  and 
power.  And  when  he  is  ashamed— when 
he  feels  defeated  and  small  and  unsure 
of  himself— he  cannot  look  at  the 

woman  he  ndmii-cs  tor  fear  that  he  will 
see  his  defeat  written  in  her  eyes. 

1  know  that,  because  that's  what  hap- 

pened to  Tex  and  me.  He  was  miserable, 
and  in  his  defeat  he  turned  away  from 
me  and  left  me  confused  and  fright- 

ened. It  was  then  that  Lulu  Belle  and 
Scotty  stepped  in  to  tell  me  what  was 
happening  to  us.  But  I'm  getting  ahead 
of  my  story— my  strange  story  that 
began  one  Saturday  night  at  the  WLS 
National  Barn  Dance  at  the  Eighth 
Sti-eet  Theater  in  Chicago, 

I  don't  believe  in  love  at  first  sight —not  iT^al  love,  anyway,  I  know  that true  love  has  to  be  founded  on  mutual 
respect,  and  happiness  in  little  things and  memories.  But.  still,  love  does 
have  to  begin  some  place,  doesn't  it' And,  many  times,  that  starting  point  i< 

tin  111  most  people,  but  to  Tex  and  Janie  it  meant  the  beginning  of  love 

just  a  glance,  a  meeting  of  eyes  which 
seems  to  say,  "Hello,  there.  Who  are 
you?  I  like  you  very  much,  you  know. 

You're  my  kind  of  person,"  That's  what 
our  first  glance  said — Tex's  and  mine. 

I  saw  him  before  he  saw  me  the  night 
he  came  to  the  theater.  It  was  at  the 

end  of  the  National  Barn  Dance  broad- 
cast and  I  was  standing  in  the  foyer 

when  I  noticed  the  tall,  raiigy  man, 
looking  thoughtfully  at  the  people  who 

were  leaving  the  lighted  auditorium,  '' 
haven't  known  a  lot  of  them,  but  you^ 
do  get  to  know  people  when  you  work 
as  an  usherette  in  a  Chicago  theater, 
and  I  knew  iliat  this  man  was  nice.  I 
knew  that  b,nore  he  looked  at  me,  and 

then  when  our  eyes  met.  I  was  sure. 
His  eyes  were  deep,  and  blue,  and  kind, 

and  they  looked  into  me  without  seem- 
ing curious  or  forward,  as  if  he  saw  in 

me  just  what  I  saw  in  him. 

I  was  glad  that  be  was  seeing  me  for 
the   first    time    at    the    theater    instead 

of  at  our  crammed  grocery  store  where 
I  worked  during  the  week.     I  knew  I 
oked  all  right  in  my  best  black  dress 
ith  the  touch  of  white  at  the  throat. 
nd  I  knew  that  my  legs  looked  pretty 

in  my  only  pair  of  nylons.  I  was  glad. 
^too.  that  my  part  of  my  job  was  making 
iisilors  feel  at  home.   That  gave  me  an xcuse  to  talk  with  him. 

*    "Are  you   looking   for  someone?"   I 

asked  him.    "Maybe  I  can  help  you." 
He  smiled,  and  now  there  was  grati- 

tude in  his  eyes, 
•I  couldn't  get  a  ticket  for  the  show 

tonight."  he  explained, 
I  nodded  sympathetically,  "We  were 

sold  out  a  half  hour  ahead  ot  time." "And  I  had  a  special  reason  for  want- 

ing to  get  in  there."  he  went  on.  Then 
he  seemed  to  want  to  confide  in  some- 

one, because  he  began  to  tell  me  the 

reason  for  his  coming.  "You  see,  I 
saw  the  Hoosier  Hot  Shots  when  they 
were  over  in  Italy  last  year,  and  I 

played  for  them  and  sang  a  little.  They asked  me  to  look  them  up  when  I  got 

back." 

I  knew  that  he'd  just  been  released 
from  the  Army  even  before  he  told  me, 
I  could  toll  that  from  looking  at  his 

wild  tie  and  the  green  sweater  he  was 

wearing  under  his  coat.  Here  was  a 
fellow  who  had  been  starved  for  color 

in  a  world  of  khaki.  Here  was  a  per- 
son who  was  going  to  make  up  for  lost 

time,  who  was  going  to  begin  to  live. 
I  found  myself  wanting  to  help  him. 

I  felt  maternal  and  responsible  for  him, 

as  if  I  were  appointed  to  answer  his 
most  bothersome  questions,  I  realized 
that  I  wanted  to  help  him  find  his 
dreams,  I  did  what  all  women  do  when 

they  feel  their  hearts  going  out  to  men 

they  admire.     I  mothered  him. 



It  was  no  disgrace  for  Tex  to  fail.    There  aren't  many  people  as  good  at  making  their 
kind   of  music  as   Frank  Kettering,   Ken  and  Hezzie  Trietsch,  and  Cabe  Ward — ^the  Hoosier  Hot  Shots. 

"You  wait  right  here,"  I  said.  "I'll  find 
the  Hoosier  Hot  Shots  for  you — one  of 

them,  anyway.  I  know  they'll  want  to 
see  you,"  I  said  with  encouragement. 

"They  told  me  to  come,"  the  tall  boy 
repeated,  "over  in  Italy  last  year." 

"Aren't  they  swell?"  I  said  enthusias- 
tically. "They  helped  me  get  my  job, 

too." 
"Do  you  work  with  them?"  my  new 

friend  asked  with  awed  approval  in  his 

eyes.  "Why,  I'd  rather  have  a  job  like 
yours — ^I'd  rather  be  on  this  radio  show 
— (than  anything  else  in  the  world." 

I  didn't  mean  to  deceive  Tex — I  didn't 
want  him  to  think  things  about  me 

that  weren't  true.  But  I  just  didn't 
have  time  to  correct  his  mistaken  im- 

pression. Because  right  that  minute 
Hezzie  and  Ken  and  Gil  and  Gabe  came 
trooping  past  us  out  the  door.  I  had  to 
attract  their  attention  or  let  them  get 
away. 

"There  they  are  now.  Just  a  minute, 
I'll  be  right  back." 

I  grabbed  Ken's  arm  just  as  he  was 
going  out  the  door. 

"Ken,"  I  said  quickly,  "there's  a  man 

here  tonight  you  met  in  Italy.  He  wants 

a  job.    He  wants  to  talk  to  you." All  of  the  boys  in  that  quartet  are 
married  and  like  to  get  home  right 
after  the  show,  but  Ken  turned  back 

and  said  with  a  smile,  "Where  is  he? 
I  want  to  talk  to  himl" 

I  guess  nobody  ever  was  as  thrilled 
as  Tex  was  when  Ken  came  back  and 

shook  hands  with  him.  He  couldn't  re- 
main shy  with  Ken,  although  he  was 

for  just  a  minute,  because  Ken  is  the 
kind  of  a  person  who  can  make  you  feel 
at  home  in  theTmiddle  of  Wabash  Ave- 
nue. 

CUDDENLY,  Tex  was  talking  and 
•^  laughing  all  at  the  same  time,  and  he 

was  saying  as  he  pumped  Ken's  arm, 
"Gee,  it  was  swell  of  you  to  write  my 
mother  a  card  after  you  got  back  to 
Chicago  from  overseas.  She  listens 
down  in  Texas  every  Saturday  night, 

and  when  you  wrote  and  told  her  you'd 
seen  me  over  in  Italy  and  I  was  all 

right — why,  she  just  couldn't  get  over 

it." 

Ken  was  embarrassed.  "That  wasn't 

anything,"  he  said  quickly.  "We  wrote 
to  all  the  guys'  mothers."  Then,  he 
changed  the  subject.  "Tell  me  about 
yourself.  What  are  you  doing  in  Chi- 

cago?" 

"Well,"  Tex  began  hesitantly,  "I'm 
here — well,  you  told  me  to  look  you  up 

in  th*e  United  States — and — " 
"And  you  did  it,"  Ken  finished,  but 

he  looked  a  little  worried. 

"I  played  my  guitar  for  you  over 
there,"  Tex  said.  "Remember — ^you  said 
to  drop  in  for  an  audition  some  time." 

"How  long  are  you  going  to  be  here?" 
Ken  asked,  and  he  was  business-like now. 

"I  thought  I'd  go  see  my  mother  and 
then  come  back.  I'd  kind  of  like  to  hear 
the  show  from  out  front  before  I  play 

for  you." 
Ken  frowned.  "That's  a  pretty  long 

trip  just  for  an  audition,"  he  said. 
"Oh,  I'm  not  coming  just  for  that," 

Tex  said  quickly.  "I  mean  to  live  in 

Chicago,  anyway." Ken  smiled.  "That's  a  good  idea,"  he 
said,  and  then  he  turned  to  me,  "Fix 
him  up  with  a  ticket  for  next  Saturday 



r 
i  night,  will  you,  Janie?  "  He  winked  at  me. 
I  "If  you  get  here  a  little  early  next 
''  Saturday  night,  I'll  have  a  ticket  for 

you,"  I  said  quickly,  and  I  was  re- 
warded with  a  swift  look  of  gratitude 

from  Tex,  before  he  nodded  goodbye 
and  went  out  of  the  theater. 

I  don't  live  a  very  glamorous  life 
during  the  week.  My  father  owns  a 

little  grocery  store  in  one  of  Chicago's 
most  crowded  districts,  and  I  clerk 
there  for  him.  The  people  who  trade 
there  are  tired  and  cross  and  over- 

worked, and  they're  quick  to  criticize. 
I  don't  know  what  I  would  have  done 
in  those  years  after  high  school  if  I 

hadn't  had  my  Saturday  night  job. 
That  was  the  one  bright  thing  in  my 
life.  And  the  week  after  I  met  Tex 
Saturday  night  began  to  seem  more 
aittractive  than  ever,  my  life  away  from 
the  theater  more  drab.  The  days  seemed 
endless,  as  I  counted  the  hours  until  I 
would  see  him  again. 

I  had  no  thought  of  continuing  to 
deceive  Tex — of  making  him  believe 
that  I  was  part  of  (the  show  instead  of 
just  an  usherette.  But  I  had  no  choice, 
because  on  this  night  of  all  nights,  I 
was  late. 

I  believe  in  Fate,  now.  I  know  that 
something  outside  of  ourselves  makes 
almost  unbelievable  things  happen.  Be- 

cause never  before  in  my  year  and  one 
half  at  the  theater  had  I  been  late. 
And  never  before  in  my  life  had  I  been 
in  such  a  storm. 

'T'HE  storm  broke  with  a  terrific  clap 
■■■  of  thunder  when  I  was  on  the  street 
car  riding  toward  the  loop.  The  water 
fell  in  great  sheets,  and  the  power 
line  broke,  and  we  sat  in  the  middle 
of  a  world  gone  mad  with  thunder  and 
lightning  and  rain.  When  finally  we 
did  get  started,  we  crawled  to  the  loop, 
and  I  had  to  run  through  the  rain  to 
the  theater. 
I  was  wet  and  bedraggled  and 

nervous.  I  hated  being  late.  My  job 
was  important  to  me,  and  I  knew  that 
the  cast  up  there  on  the  stage  depended 
on  me  to  help  seait  our  visitors  who 
came  to  see  the  show.  But  there  was 
something  more  than  my  job  troubling 
me  this  night.  I  was  afraid  that  Tex 

wouldn't  be  here — that  the  storm  had 
prevented  his  coming. 
One  of  the  girls  who  worked  with 

me  came  to  talk  with  me.  "I  got  here 
just  before  it  broke,"  she  said,  "or  I 
would  have  been  in  the  same  boat  you 
were  in." 

"I  wish  I  had  been  in  a  boat,"  I  said ruefully. 

"A  lot  of  people  didn't  show  up  to- 
night," Betty  said,  making  conversa- tion. 

"I  wonder  if  a  big,  tall  fellow  came," 
I  said,  trying  to  act  imconcemed.  "Ken 
wanted  me  to  save  a  ticket  for  him." 

"He's  in  there,"  Betty  told  me.  "I 
got  him  a  ticket — ^there  were  a  lot  of 

extra  ones  tonight." 
I  guess  I  didn't  realize  right  that 

I  minute  what  the  memory  of  a  pair  of 
\  blue  eyes  could  do  to  me,  I  was  more 
A  glad  that  Tex  was  in  the  theater  than  I 
a;  ever  had  been  about  anything  before. 
|9  But  I  was  embarrassed,  too. 

!        If    you've    ever    liked    anyone    very 

much  but  you  weren't  quite  sure 
whether  or  not  he  liked  you,  you'U 
understand  how  I  felt  as  I  stood  in  the 
darkened  rear  of  that  theater.  I  was 

glad  that  he  was  tall — that  gave  me  a 
chance  to  find  him  almost  at  once.  I 
stood  staring  at  his  straight  back  and 
broad  shoulders  as  he  gazed  with  rapt 
attention  at  the  stage.  Usually  I 
watched  the  show  with  enthusiasm, 
loving  every  minute  of  it,  never  getting 
tired  of  a  shred  of  it  from  the  time  Joe 

Kelly  said,  "Hello,  everybody,  every- 
where," down  to  the  very  last  note  of 

the  finale.  But  tonight  I  didn't  hear  a 
word  of  that  show.  I  just  stood  there 
watching  Tex  and  wondering  what  I 
would  say  to  him  later. 

T  COULD  tell  from  the  way  he  never 
■■-  moved  his  head  that  he  was  drinking 
in  this  program  the  way  a  thirsty  man 

swallows  water  on  a  desert.  He'd  been 
w^aiting  for  this  night,  thinking  about 
it,  building  air  castles.  I  guess  it  was 
then  in  the  darkened  theater  that  I 
made  up  my  mind  to  go  on  letting  him 
think  that  I  was  part  of  the  show.  I 
wanted  this  new  man,  who  was  more 

attractive  to  me  than  anyone  I'd  ever 
known,  to  find  me  attractive,  too.  And 
I  knew  that  he  would  admire  me  if 
he  believed  that  I  was  part  of  the 

National  Barn  Dance.  I'm  not  good 
at  thinking  up  lies,  and  I  never  would 
have  deliberately  told  Tex  an  untruth. 
But  now  that  he  believed  that  I  was 

part  of  the  show,  I  didn't  feel  too 
wicked  in  letting  him  go  on  in  that 
belief. 

If  you've  ever  been  in  love,  you  can 
understand  my  reasoning.  You'll  know 
why  I  stood  back  in  the  shadows  of  the 
theater  watching  Tex  until  the  crowd 
thinned.  You'll  undersrt;and  how  I  fol- 

lowed with  my  eyes  when  he  rose  re- 
luctantly at  last  and  started  slowly  up 

the  aisle.  You'll  know  why  I  hurried 
out  at  that  same  time,  pretending  to  be 
rushing  home. 

Most  people  who  lis- 
ten to  National  Barn  Dance 

^and  that  means  most 

people— feel  about  it  just 

as  Janie  and  Tex  do 

in  our  Radio  Mirror  story, 

that  it's  a  friendly, 

home-town  kind  of  show  full 

of  people  you  get  to 

know  very  well.  Pat  Buttram, 

Joe  Kelly,  the  Hoosier 

Hot  Shots,  and  Lulu  Belle 

and  Scotty  bring  you 

the  National  Bam  Dance 

every  Saturday  night 

at  9:00  EDT,  over  NBC. 

It  would  be  so  easy  to  be  a  man! 

Tex  had  wanted  to  see  me,  he  could~ have  asked  one  of  the  girls  where  I 
was  and  who  I  was  and  if  I  had  a  tele- 

phone. But  girls  cEin't  act  that  way. 
They  have  to  pretend — they  have  to 
wait.  That's  the  reason  I  had  to  pre- 

tend to  be  rushing  out  of  the  theater, 
pretend  to  run  into  him  accidentally. 
But  he  was  glad  to  see  me.  His  face 
lighted  up  and  he  smiled  at  me. 
We  left  the  theater  together  in  a 

world  which  was  quiet  after  a  storm. 
Our  walking  out  of  there  together 
seemed  the  most  natural  thing  in  the 
world.  We  matched  our  steps  the  way 

you  always  do  when  you're  walking 
with  someone  you  like,  and  we  didn't 
see  the  soggy  strewn  paper  and  we 
didn't  feel  the  rain  water  which  dripped 
from  sagging  awnings.  We  just  knew 
that  we  were  together  and  that  we  were 
walking  toward  a  drugstore  down  the 
street,  just  the  way  boys  and  girls  do 
in  Iowa  and  Kansas  and  Missouri  and 
Idaho — just  the  way  young  people  do 

everywhere  when  they're  falling  in love. 

We  did  begin  to  fall  in  love  for  sure 

that  night — I  know  we  did.  This  wasn't 
just  a  pick-up — it  wasn't  like  a  pick-up at  all.  Instead  it  was  one  of  those 
wonderful  things  that  happens  to  every 

girl,  if  she's  blessed  with  a  certain 
amount  of  luck  and  recognizes  the  real 
thing  when  it  comes  along.  And  I  knew 
that  this  was  the  real  thing.  I  realized 
it  completely  as  I  sat  beside  Tex  in  a 
Chicago  drugstore  on  a  Saturday  night, 
which  is  the  busiest  night  in  the  world. 
As  I  chewed  at  the  end  of  my  straw 
and  played  with  my  chocolate  soda,  I 
leaned  a  little  toward  Tex  the  way  you 

do  when  you're  attracted  to  someone. 
Sitting  at  that  stool  at  the  fountain, 

Tex  told  me  about  the  long  months  he 
had  spent  overseas,  about  how  lonely 

he'd  been  for  his  home,  and  about  how 
in  the  evening  he  and  the  fellows  had 
sat  around  and  sung  the  songs  that 
reminded  them  of  America. 

"That's  how  I  got  to  playing  the 

guitar  in  the  first  place,"  Tex  explained. 
"There  were  a  lot  of  us  stuck  in  Home 
for  a  long  time,  and  I  picked  up  this  old 
guitar  in  a  little  shop,  and  I — well,  I  got 
to  be  pretty  good."  He  was  embarrassed 
about  this  burst  of  confidence,  but  I 
smiled  at  him,  and  he  went  on. 

"Pretty  soon  the  fellows  goit  to  call- 
ing for  me  at  all  the  camp  shows  and 

that's  when  I  started  reaUy  practicing 
so  I  could  give  them  what  they  wanted 

to  hear." 
"That  was  wonderful  of  you,  Tex,"  I 

said  softly.  "You  made  them  happy 

that  way." 
He  smiled  into  my  eyes  and  went  on talking. 

"It  was  after  I'd  been  playing  quite  a 
while  that  the  Hoosier  Hot  Shots  came 

over  to  a  theater  in  Rome."  He  was 
thoughtful.  "I'd  been  playing  a  long 

time  by  the  time  they  came." 
"I'll  bet  you  were  glad  to  see  those 

fellows." 
"Glad!  I'll  say  we  were.  We  all  felt 

we  knew  them  already  just  from  listen- 
ing to  them  back  home,  and  then  at  the 

theater  they  asked  us  to  come  up  and 
see  'em  after-   (Continued  on  page   60) 



Merry  had  waited  a  long  time,  with  hope  in  her  heart.    Now  hope  was  gone, 

but  somehow  she  found  she  was  still  waiting,  as  women  will,  for  her  beloved's  return 

SOME  LOVE  STORIES  shine  softly 
through  tears.  Like  singing  melo- 

dies from  great  composers,  lost  for 
a  breathless  moment  in  the  crash  of 
great  harmonies,  they  always  return. 
And  they  bring  with  them  the  whisper, 

fragile  and  lovely,  that  spring  will  re- 
turn, in  season. 

Because  I  love  music,  I  suppose,  I 
build  even  my  thinking  around  musical 
themes.  It  was  music  that  brought  me 
Dick,  my  husband.  And  it  was  mvisic 
that  finally  widened  the  breach  be- 

tween us  until  it  became  impassable, 
before  he  went  away  to  the  Pacific. 
Music  kept  me  from  despair  during 
those  long,  desolate  months  when  I 
didn't  know  where  he  was,  or  what  he 
was  doing. 
And  now  as  I  stood  at  the  entrance 

to  Gate  4,  my  face  pressed  against  the 
wiring  that  shut  me  away  from  the  in- 

coming train,  my  heart  was  a  sym- 
phonic battle-ground  of  confused  emo- 
tions, through  which  the  melody  of 

my  love  for  Dick  ran  clear  and  pure. 
I  watched  the  train  come  slowly  to  a 
stop.  Suppose — suppose  after  all  Dick 
wasn't  on  it!  Suppose  he'd  meant  it 
when  he  wrote  it  might  be  better  if  we 

didn't  meet  again!  That  it  would  be 
easier  for  us  both  that  way! 

I  searched  the  faces  of  the  crowds 
pressing  through  the  gate  breathlessly, 
lest  I  miss  that  one  face.  Dick  wouldn't 
be  expecting  me,  he'd  written  me  not 
to  meet  him,  that  he'd  come  right  out 
to  the  house.  But  that  was  my  surprise 

for  him.  I  wouldn't  be  at  mother's 
where  he  expected  to  find  me,  but  at 

the  little  cottage  where  he'd  taken  me 
as  a  bride.  The  couple  to  whom  I'd 
leased  it  had  gone  back  to  their  home 

in  the  "West,  and  I'd  snatched  at  the 
opportxmity  to  get  it  back  before  Dick 
got  back.  This  way,  I  planned  eagerly, 
we'd  get  a  new  start.  And  it  would  be 
right  this  time.  I  wouldn't  try  to  keep 
Dick  all  to  myself.  I  wouldn't  nag  if 
he  wanted  to  be  alone,  or  with  the 
Pads.     Pads — I    smiled,    that    was    the 

absurd  name  for  Dick's  reporter 
friends.  They  took  great  pride  in  the 
name,  and  the  group.  They  were  quite 
chesty  about  it,  in  fact. 

Everything  would  be  quite  different 
now,  I  planned.  This  time  the  Pads 
were  with  me;  they  had  become 

friends,  close  friends,  during  Dick's  ab- 
sence. They  didn't  hold  it  against  me 

any  longer  that  I'd  tried  to  shut  them 
out  of  Dick's  life,  and  they  wanted  us 
to  be  happy  together  again.  Particu- 

larly, Darling  wanted  it,  Darling  whom 
I  had  hated  most,  and  feared.  Three 
years  can  make  a  great  difference  in  a 
person,  and  it  was  longer  than  that 
since  I'd  seen  Dick.  During  that  time 
my  heart  had  been  almost  torn  out  of 
me  with  fear  for  him.  Three  years! 

They'd  seemed  like  a  lifetime  to  me. 
They'd  been  a  lifetime — a  lifetime  of 
readjustment,  of  heartache,  of  learning! 

I  pressed  forward,  watching  eagerly. 
And  then,  miraculously,  he  was 

there. 

"Hello,  Merry,"  he  said,  half  frown- 
ing. "Thought  you  weren't  coming. 

Isn't  that  what  we  said?" 
"Yes,"  I  admitted,  unable  to  check 

the  nervous  tears  that  were  spilling 

down  my  cheeks.  "But  I  had  to  come. 
I  couldn't  wait.  Aren't — aren't  you  glad 
to  see  me,  Dick?"  Without  waiting  for 
an  answer,  my  arms  were  about  him, 
straining  him  close  to  me.  All  the 
years  of  longing,  of  pain,  and  hunger 
were  in  that  clasp. 

For  a  moment,  Dick's  arms  held  me 
close,  then  he  began  to  gently  free  him- 

self. "Here,  here,"  he  said,  "this  won't 
do.  There's  certainly  nothing  to  cry 
about  now.    This  time  I'm  home." 

A  "MY  TRUE  STORY" 

My  True  Story,  real-life  dramas  of  real 
people,  18  heard  every  Monday  through 
Friday,  10  A.M.,  ET-,  9  A.M.,  CT;  11:30 
A.M.,  MT and  10:30  A.M.,  FT, over  ABC. 

"I  know  it.  That's  why  I'm  crying — 
because  you  are  home.  I'm  just  so  glad, 

so  happy,  Dick." He  laughed  lightly,  and  encircled  me 

with  his  arm.  "Well,  we  can't  talk  here. 
That's  certain!    Let's  get  going." 
He  signaled  a  cab,  and  we  got  in. 

I  leaned  forward  and  softly  gave  the 

address  to  the  driver.  Dick  didn't  seem 
to  notice.  He  was  leaning  back.  "Gee, 
it's  good  being  on  your  own  again! 
Makes  you  feel  like  a  real  human  be- 

ing. Right  now  all  I  want  to  do  is  sit 
still,  and  relax.  Sort  of  take  it  all  in. 

Mind?    We  can  talk  later." 
I  nodded,  and  watched  him  light  his 

cigarette.  It  was  good  to  have  him  with 
me  again.  Maybe  we  could  start  all 
over!  Maybe  he  wanted  it  as  much  as 
I  did!  I  let  my  eyes  feast  on  him.  The 
crisp  brown  hair  that  lay  so  close  to  his 
head;  the  lean  sunburned  face;  the 
eager,  engaging  smile  I  loved;  the  dark 
eyes  that  were  searching,  and  yet 
could  soften  to  such  tenderness. 
Abruptly  the  cab  jerked  to  a  stop. 

"Welcome  home,  darling,"  I  said  eager- 
ly, and  held  my  breath.  Would  he  be 

glad  I  had  moved  back?  Would  he  re- 
member how  happy  we'd  been  when 

he  first  brought  me  here — or  would  he 
remember  the  unhappiness? 

I  couldn't  tell  what  he  was  thinking. 
He  was  smiling  as  he  paid  the  taxi 
driver  and  helped  me  out,  but  there 
was  a  closed  look  about  his  face,  as  if 
he  were  hiding  his  real  self  away. 

"So  you've  moved  back.  Merry,"  he 
said  quietly.  "Was  it  wise?  Is  your 
mother  with  you?  You  haven't  been 

staying  alone,  have  you?" 
"No — just  the  last  few  days.  I  wanted 

to  be  alone  then.  It  gave  me  more  time 
to  think  about  us — ^to  sort  of  plan. 
You've  been  gone  so  long,  Dick — I  just 
wanted  to  get  used  to  the  idea  that 

you'd  soon  be  here.  To  look  forward 

to  it!" 

Dick  didn't  answer.  He  took  the  key 
I  handed  him,  and  fitted  it  into  the 
lock.    Then  he  stood  back  for  me   to 



'I'll  love  you,"  I  whispered,  "as  long  as  I  live." 



enter.    We  had  come  home,  together. 

The  house  was  all  lighted  up.  I'd 
purposely  left  it  like  that  so  Dick 
wouldn't  have  to  see  it  first  all  dark, 
but  bright  and  cheerful,  and  welcom- 
ing. 

"Come  on  in,  darling,"  I  urged,  hold- 
ing out  both  hands.  "You're  home — 

home — "  the  words  seemed  to  swell 
like  music  in  my  heart. 

All  around  us  the  fragrance  of  lilacs 
and  daffodils  filled  the  house.  It  was 
just  as  it  had  been  that  day  in  early 
April  when  Dick  had  brought  me  here 
a    bride.     Would    he    remember?     I'd 

taken  such  pains  to  have  everything  as 
it  was  then.  Even  the  dinner,  waiting, 
almost  ready  to  be  served,  was  the same. 

I  looked  up  at  him,  adoring  him. 
"Dinner's  almost  ready  to  go  on  the 

table,"  I  said  unsteadily.  "I  thought 
it  would  be  fun  to  dress  up  for  it,  as  if 
we  were  having  a  party — ^just  you  and 
me.  Oh — "  for  the  first  time,  I  realized 
we  hadn't  brought  any  of  Dick's  lug- 

gage with  us.  I  had  been  so  absorbed 

in  Dick,  himself,  I  hadn't  even  noticed it.  Now  I  looked  at  him  in  dismay. 

"Dick,  we've  left  your  luggage.  We'll 
have  to  go  back  for  it,  or  can  you  man- 

age tonight  without  it?  All  your  things 
are  here  just  as  you  left  them  when 

you  went  away.  I  believe  you'll  be 

able  to  manage — " "It'll  be  all  right,"  he  said  quietly.  *"! 
left  it  on  purpose.  After  dinner  I  want 
us  to  talk  things  over — ^then  I  thought 

I  might  go  on  to  Mother's  for  the  night, 
Tm  afraid  she  isn't  very  well." 

"She's  all  right,  Dick.  I've  seen  her. 
I've  gone  and  stayed  with  her  often 

while  you  were  away." "Well,  I  thought  I'd  go,  anyhow.  I 

want  to  see  her." My  hand,  resting  timidly  on  his  arm, 
dropped  to  my  side.  I  had  been  hoping 
his  would  reach  up  to  cover  it,  but  I 

felt  now  that  it  wouldn't.  First  night 
home — first  night  home  ran  through 

my  mind  like  a  foreboding  chant.  Dick's first  night  home  he  wanted  to  spend 

at  his  mother's.  He  didn't  care,  then; 
he'd  come  back  unchanged,  still  certain 
our  marriage  had  been  wrong. 
"All  right,"  I  said.  "Change  as 

quickly  as  you  can,  then,  and  I'll  have dinner  on  the  table  when  you  come 

down.  Oh,  by  the  way — "  he  was  al- 
ready halfway  up  the  stairs,  and  he 

turned  to  look  down  at  me  almost  im- 

patiently— "I've  put  your  things  in  our 
old  room — ^my  room — instead  of  the 
spare  room  where  you  left  them  when 

you  went.  I  thought  perhaps  you'd  ̂  
want ..."  I  stopped  and  shrugged,  and 
forced  a  smile.  "Anyway,  they're  in 
there.  Anything  you  want,  just  yell." 

"Merry,"  Dick  began,  and  cut  himself 
off.  "No,  we'll  talk  later."    He  went  on 
up,  and  I  went  into  the  kitchen  to  finish 
preparing  dinner.    It  took  just  a  few 
minutes  to  finish  everything.   I  lighted   . 
the  oven,  waiting  until  the  last  minute  i 
to  put  the  biscuits  in.  Dick  always  liked 
them  piping  hot.    Then  I  stood  unde- 

cided.  Dick  would  still  be  in  the  bed- 
room.    I  could  hear  him  whistling  as  j 
he  dressed,  and  the  cheerful  sound  tore 
at  my  heart  more  than  anything  else 
had.    How  could  he  be  so  unconscious 

of  my  pain?  Didn't  he  care  about  what 
was  happening?  Had  those  years  away 
made  him  hard,  insensitive  to  pain  in     i another?  j 

I  couldn't  think  now — didn't  have  to,  I 
I  reminded  myself  bitterly.  I  could  I 
think  when  he  was  gone.  And  the  ! 

Pads,  whom  I'd  invited  over  to  surprise  | 
him — I  must  call  Darling  and  tell  her  • 
not  to  bring  them.  Some  sort  of  excuse  | 
— but  I  couldn't  plan  it  now.  And  I 
couldn't  face  Dick  yet,  I  decided.  I  j 
opened  the  door  and  stepped  out  into  f 
the  cool  stillness  of  the  backyard.  It  H 
was  here  we  had  stood  on  the  first  1  ] 



night  of  our  marriage.  We  hadn't 
wanted  to  go  away.  We'd  just  wanted 
to  get  into  our  own  little  house,  and 
shut  ourselves  away  from  the  world. 
Together!  Just  the  two  of  us!  We  had 
stood  just  here,  screened  from  prying 
eyes  by  the  big  lilac  bush.  All  around 
us  the  cool,  yet  intoxicating  fragrance 
of  .lilacs  drifted,  as  piercingly  sweet, 
as  unforgettable,  as  the  moment  itself. 
Could  the  rapture,  the  wonder  of  that 

night  ever  be  forgotten?  Actually  for- 
gotten? Wouldn't  it  always  remain  in 

our  minds  and  hearts,  whether  we 

wanted  it  to  or  not-^in  Dick's,  as  well 

as  mine?  Wasn't  it  worth  fighting  for 
— fighting  hard  for?  It  might  be  too 
late,  and  it  would  take  courage.  Did  I 

have  enough?  Could  I  endure  Dick's 
indifference,  and  still  fight  on?  It 
would  be  harder  than  even  the  pain  of 
his  absence.  I  lifted  my  face  to  the 
night,  and  set  my  lips  in  a  straight  line 
of  djetermination.  I  would  win  this 
fight  if  it  could  be  won.  I  would  save 

my  happiness,  and  Dick's.  It  was  little 
enough  for  me  to  do.  I  turned  and 
walked  quickly  back  into  the  house. 
Dick  had  finished  dressing,  and  was 
standing  in  front  of  the  mirror  in  our 

room,  enjoying  the  look  of  himself  in 
civilian  clothes. 

"Merry,  Merry,  it's  unbelievable,"  he 
said,  catching  me  in  his  arms.  I  caught 

my  breath  in  sheer  joy  at  the  natural- 
ness of  his  action.  An  aching  impulse 

to  laughter  rose  in  my  throat — and 
died,  leaving  only  the  pain  and  a  chill 
stirring  of  bitterness.  In  his  pleasure, 
he  had  wanted  to  share  the  moment 
with  me,  whether  he  realized  it  or  not. 

But  I  mustn't  let  himi  guess  its  signifi- 
cance. Not  yet.  It  was  something  to 

build  on  only  if  I  were  wise  enough  to 
use  it.  (Continwed  on  page  84) 

I  saw  Diek  glance  at  me  and  then  look  away, 

puzzled.  He  didn't  know  that  I  had  learned  to  enjoy  myself. 



A  story  of  n^endship  is  told  in  the  letter 
A 

which  Papa  David  liked  best  this  month — 

friendship  that  saved  a  troubled  life  from  tragedy 
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BOTH  Chichi  and  I  believe  and  try  to guide  our  lives  by  this  philosophy: 
for  those  who  choose  to  find  it  that 

way — for  those  who  choose  to  make  it  that 
way,  Liie  Can  Be  Beautiful.  It  has  afforded 
us  more  than  a  little  pleasure  to  know  of 
the  many  people  who  agree  with  us  that 
beauty  can  rise  from  ugliness. 

The  many  hundreds  of  letters  sent  to 
Chichi  and  me  by  our  listeners  and  Radio 
Mirror  readers,  pointing  out  the  truth  of  the 
Life  Can  Be  Beautiful  credo,  have  not  only 
exceeded  all  our  anticipations,  but  given  us 
a  great  deal  of  gladness.  Chichi  joins  me  in 
thanking  you  for  these  letters  and*  in  urging 
you  to  continue  to  send  them.  We  are  anx- 

ious to  hear  how  more  of  you  learned  that 
love  and  faith  and  kindliness  are  basic  to 

happy  living. 
Only  the  other  day  I  came  across  a  little 

old  lady  who  had  learned  this  lesson  well. 
We  were  both  in  a  florist  shop  when  a  small, 
shabbily-clothed  boy  came  in,  showed  the 
sales-girl  a  fistful  of  pennies  and  asked  for 
a  glass-enclosed  tropical  garden.  The  sales- 

girl told  him  he  didn't  have  enough  money. 
"But  it's  thirty  cents,"  he  said  earnestly. 

"I  saved  it  weeks  and  weeks  for  my  mother's 

birthday." His  lips  began  to  quiver  when  she  shook 
her  head  again.  The  little  old  lady  whis- 

pered something  to  the  clerk,  who  imme- 
diately turned  to  the  boy  and  said  she  had 

made  a  mistake;  there  was  one  tropical  gar- 
den which  cost  just  thirty  cents.  The  boy 

went  out,  happily  clutching  his  mother's  two- 
dollar  birthday  gift,  and  the  little  old  lady 
paid  the  salesgirl  the  difference. 

Just  one  small  incident — but  an  incident 
that  supplies  heart-warming  evidence  that 
goodness  is  close  to  beauty! 
And  now  Chichi  and  I  would  like  you  to 

read  a  letter  that  we  think  will  be  an  inspi-  ) 
ration  to  our  readers — the  letter,  chosen  from 
hundreds   of   others,    as   the   most   tangible 
proof  that   Life   Can  Be   Beautiful.    Radio 

.i. 



r^ 
)s  tmiiittlg  a  check  for  one  hundred 

to' the  writer  of  this  letter: 

Papa  David : 
I  am  a  Japanese  American.  At  the  out- 

break of  war  I  was  among  the  thousands 
sent  to  camps.  We  went  through  bitter 

experiences  which  we'd  like  to  forget  and 
I  do  not  care  to  relate  them  here.  But  I 
also  had  two  of  the  best  friends  anyone 
could  ever  have.  One  of  them  had  two 
sons  fighting  in  the  Pacific. 

After  selling  our  furniture,  cars,  farm, 
etc.,  we  left  our  winter  clothing  and  small 
valuables  with  these  two  ladies.  Many 
people  in  camp  had  their  homes  burned 
and  belongings  stolen,  but  I  am  proud  to 
say  we  had  no  worry  whatsoever.  They 
wrote  us  letters  to  keep  our  broken  spirits 
up,  sent  us  little  things,  such  as  preserves, 

see  and  remember  the  beautiful  things  of 
life. 

He  was  irritable  and  hard  to  get  along 
with  and  our  little  eighteen-month-old  son 
seemed  to  make  him  more  nervous  and  we 
were  all  so  unhappy.  Then  I  just  happened 
to  pick  up  a  little  pamphlet  with  some 
pictures  of  the  Redwood  trees  here  in 
California,  and  they  seemed  so  giant-like 
that  it  was  almost  unbelievable  (we're  from 
the  Middlewest  and  not  used  to  many  trees) 

so  I  asked  my  husband  if  we  couldn't  take 
a  trip  to  see  the  Redwoods  as  it  isn't  too 
far  from  here.  He  grouched  and  argued  but 
finally  agreed  to  go.  So  we  left  early  on 
Friday  morning. 

To  start  with  we  saw  a  beautiful  sunrise, 
then  we  had  to  cross  the  big  bridge  from 
Oakland  to  San  Francisco  which  is  really 
a  beautiful  sight,  then  we  were  finally  out 

[^  i^eoit 

candy,  and  nuts  and  pressed  flowers  from 

their  farms.  Many  of  our  "friends"  were 
no  longer  so  and  some  even  fought 

against  our  return,  as  you've  read  in  the 
papers.  And  I  know  of  some  who  thought 
we  were  O.K.  but  were  afraid  to  voice 
their  opinions.  But  these  two  ladies  and 

their  families  taught  me  that  "Life  Can 
Be  Beautiful"  by  the  kind,  straight-from- 
the-heart  friendship  they  extended  us. 

About  a  year  and  a  half  ago  I  became 
seriously  ill  and  developed  a  bad  case  of 
asthma.  Doctors  all  told  me  my  only 
hope  is  to  go  to  the  Coast.  I  was  afraid 
to  after  reading  all  the  things  that  hap- 

pened to  returnees  but  I  took  the  chance. 
We,  my  husband  and  three  small  children 
and  I,  came  here  jobless,  homeless  and 
with  a  dwindled  bank  roll.  After  weeks 
or  months  of  trying  we  found  a  govern- 

ment project  house  and  my  husband  a 
janitor  job  in  a  restaurant.  And  after 
getting  settled  we  went  to  see  our  two  dear 
friends.  It  was  just  wonderful!  They  just 
welcomed  us  with  open  arms — ^I  was  so 
happy  I  had  to  cry.  We  visit  each  other 
often  and  they  still  call  my  folks  mama 
and  papa  just  as  before.  As  time  goes  on 
people  become  more  friendly  and  are 
good  to  us.  I  just  had  to  tell  you  how 
these  two  ladies  showed  me  that  in  this 
all  mixed  up  world  Life  Still  Can  Be 
Beautiful!  I  shall  always  believe  in  it. Sincerely, 

A.  O. 

And  here  are  other  life  Can  Be  Beau- 
tiful letters  we  would  like  to  share  with 

readers.  Checks  for  fifteen  dollars  go  to 
the  writers  of  each  of  these. 

Dear  Papa  David: 
My  husband  has  just  received  his  dis- 

charge from  the  Navy  after  serving  over- 
seas for  quite  a  while,  and  after  seeing  the 

horrors  of  war  I  guess  it's  a  little  hard  to 

on  the  highway,  with  lovely  farms  rolling 
by  and  green  pastures  with  sheep  and  cows 
grazing  and  cranes,  so  proud  looking,  stand- 

ing in  little  ponds  and  marshes,  apple  and 
peach  trees  were  in  bloom.  Finally  we 
started  to  climb  into  the  mountains  so  green 
and  rocky  and  there  was  a  little  stream  that 
ran  beside  the  highway  with  happy  looking 
people  trout  fishing  all  along.  We  passed 
through  sleepy  little  towns  where  everyone 
seemed  so  happy  and  friendly  until  we 
started  to  feel  ashamed  of  our  disagree- 

ments and  misunderstandings. 
Then  finally  we  reached  the  Redwoods, 

small  ones  at  first,  then  the  farther  we  went 
the  larger  they  seemed  to  get.  We  came  to 
one  tree  that  was  so  large  you  could  drive 
your  car  through  it  (there  was  a  driveway 

cut  through)  then  we  saw  the  "World 
Famous  Tree  House"  which  is  in  a  tree 
that  is  4,000  years  old  and  is  101  feet  in 
circumference  at  the  base  and  250  feet  high. 
The  diameter  of  the  room  inside  the  tree 
is  27  feet  and  there  is  a  cavity  that  goes 
50  feet  up  inside  the  tree,  believed  to  be 
burned  out  by  the  Indians.  Not  far  away 
was  the  tallest  known  tree  in  the  world 
which  is  364  feet  high,  and  there  was  the 
largest  known  tree  which  is  33  feet  in  diam- 

eter 12  feet  up  the  trunk  and  the  "Avenue 
of  Giants"— just  tree  after  tree  so  big  that 
you  feel  like  you're  in  a  fairyland  and  seeing 
something  unbelievable. 

We  began  to  feel  thankful  that  God  has 
given  us  so  many  things  to  enjoy.  We  have 
good  health  and  each  other  (so  many  lost 
their  loved  ones,  I  was  sure  lucky)  and 
yet,  we  had  failed  to  say  or  do  the  little 
things  for  each  other  that  count  so  much 
in  making  life  beautiful. 

After  seeing  the  big  trees,  we  see  the 
little  things  right  around  us  like  flowers 
in  bloom  in  the  yard,  the  glow  of  our  lamps 
in  our  little  living  room,  the  smell  and  taste 
of  good  food,  the  breeze   blowing  through 

many  things  to  mention,  but  it  took  that 
trip  to  the  big  trees  to  make  us  see  the  little 
things  in  life. 

We're  much  happier  now  and  there's  more 
understanding  and  love  in  our  house.  We're thankful  because  we  see  so  many  things 
around  us  now  that  we  never  seemed  to 
notice  before. 

Mrs.  A.  F.  K. 

Dear  Papa  David: 
I  am  a  girl  22  years  old;  but  I  have 

only  lived  six  months  of  that  22  years. 
For  something  happened  to  me  that 
changed  my  whole  outlook  on  life  six 
months  back. 

1  was  the  child  of  a  feeble-minded  wo- 

man, and  even  though  I  didn't  inherit feeble  mindedness  I  had  adopted  her 
ways  of  acting.  I  was  an  outcast  in  school 
and  in  everything.  I  am  sure  I  was  the 
most  unhappy,  child  that  ever  lived.  1 
often  wished  that  I  could  die,  but  of 

course  I  couldn't.  There  didn't  seem  to  be 
anything    in    the    world    1    could    do. 

When  I  was  seventeen  I  married  a  nice 
boy.  He  loved  me  very  mueh  at  first. 
Then  he  became  unhappy;  I  could  tell 
by  his  behavior.  I  thought  it  was  because 
he  didn't  love  me  and  accused  him  of  it. 
He  denied  this  saying  that  he  did  love 
me,  but  that  I  was  a  poor  homemaker 
and  had  awful  habits,  and  that  we  would 

always  live  poorly  if  I  didn't  improve.  Of 
course  I  didn't  see  it  his  way  then  and 
blamed  him  entirely.  Things  got  worse 
and  worse  and  I  knew  I  had  lost  my  hus- 

band's respect.  Crying  became  a  habit.  I 
cried  almost  night  and  day.  I  knew  my 
husband  was  staying  with  me  only  out  of 
a  sense  of  duty  for  I  was  going  to  have 

a  baby.  I  didn't  want  my  baby  and  cried 
and  raved  all  during  my  pregnancy.  I 
made  life  awful  for  myself  and  my  hus- 
band. 

And  then  my  baby  was  bom.  And  I 
found  that  I  loved  my  baby  better  than 
anything  in  the  world. 

My  little  boy  cried  night  and  day,  be- 
cause he  wasn't  getting  the  proper  atten- 
tion. I  tried  so  hard,  but  I  wasn't  effi- 

cient enough  to  care  for  my  baby  proper- 
ly. This  went  on  for  two  months.  And 

then  a  wonderful  thing  happened  for  it 
changed  my  whole  life.  In  the  mail  one 
morning  there  was  a  book  on  Infant  Care 
sent  by  our  Congressman.  It  was  Child- 

ren's Bureau  Publication  No.  8  of  the 
United  States  Department  of  Labor.  I 
sat  up  night  and  day  reading  this  book, 
grasping   slowly  the   facts   of  life. 

I  learned  that  the  health,  happiness, 
and  efficiency  of  the  older  child  and  of 
the  adult  depend  largely  on  the  habits 
formed    in    early    childhood. 

I  have  followed  the  things  I  learned 
from  the  book.  And  now  my  baby  is  a 
healthy  normal  youngster.  And  I  am  a 
happy  normal  woman.  I  am  also  very 
efficient  thanks  again  to  the  book.  My 
husband  praises  my  home  making. 

And  he  says  he  couldn't  possibly  be 

happier. Mrs.  J.  G. 

Dear  Papa  David: 

Many  years  ago  we  were  a  happy  family 
in  our  little  farm  home.  Then  came  a  day 
when  the  doctor  said  we  must  go  to  a  dif- 

ferent climate  in  search  of  health  for  our 
dear  husband  and  father. 

So,  hoping  and  praying  we  left  one  day 
to  travel — six  of  us  going  to  "live  in  a 
trunk"  for  goodness  only  knew  how  long. 
The  three  boys  were  fourteen,  ten  and 
five  and  little  sister  was  eight  years  old. 
We  could  so  ill  afford  such  expense  but  papa 
would  not  go  without  his  family. 

Christmas  had  meant  so  very  much  in  our 
home  always,  and  to  be  away  from  home  on 





li^Sii^ 

Wlinl  rxpi^rloiiro  In  yoiir  Dfi'liiiic  lins  tiiuRhl  yon 
Ihul  l.iri'  Ciiii  He  llrimtiCul?  Do  vou  riH-iill  u  tinir 
wlum  Ih.-  hflpiiiK  liiind  of  il  fpii-nil,  a  kinill.v  won! 
of  nilvico,  rliiiniinl  your  whole  outlook?  When 

ehnure  of  rlrcunmlnncc  Hhoweil  you  the  way 

lo  lioiiplneMT  I'apn  Dnvld  would  like  to  hei>r  nbonl 
thene  ex|.erlenee»  of  your«,  and  for  the  letter  »ent 
tu  eiieli  inonlh  which  in  hia  opinion  best  expresses 
the  thought,  "Life  Can  Ue  Beautiful."  RADIO 
MinilOlt  MnKap.ine  will  pay  one  hundred  dollars. 
Kor  each  of  the  other  letters  r.-eeived  that  month 
which  spare  pcrniita  us  to  print,  l(/VUIO  MIKKOlt 
will  pay  fifteen  dollars,  loiters  rcceiv.-d  before  the 
Ural  of  each  month  will  be  considered  for  the  fo|. 
lowing  monlh'a  paynieuta.  The  opinion  of  the 
editors  ia  final:  no  letters  can  b<-  returned.  Address 
...or  letters  to  I'apa  David,  car,-  of  KAUIO  MIKROK 
»lii«a»iue,  20S  Gnat  42nd  Street,  New  York  17,  N.  Y 
I  ISTEN  IX)  UKK  CAN  l(E  BEAHTIHIL  DAU.Y  ON 
YOUR  i.OCAl,  (IIS  STATION— 1,00  P.M.,  EDT; 
12  Nomi,  OJ»Ti  1 1 :00  A.M,  MDT;  10:00  A.M.,  I'DT. 

BOTH  Chichi  and  I  believe  and  try  to i;uide  our  lives  by  this  philosopliy; 
for  those  wlio  choose  to  find  it  tliat 

way— for  those  who  choose  to  malte  it  lliat 
way,  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful.  It  has  affordea 
us  more  than  a  little  pleasure  to  know  of 
the  many  people  who  agree  with  us  tlist, 
beauty  can  rise  from  ugliness. 

The  many  hundreds  of  letters  sent  to 
Chichi  and  me  by  our  listeners  and  Hadk 
MmaoR  readers,  pointing  out  the  truth  of  tlit 
Life  Can  Be  Beautiful  credo,  have  not  only 
exceeded  all  our  anticipations,  but  given  us 
a  great  deal  of  gladness.  Chichi  joins  me  in 
thanking  you  for  these  letters  and-  in  urging 
you  to  continue  to  send  them.  We  are  anx- 

ious to  hear  how  more  of  you  learned  that 
love  and  faith  and  kindliness  are  basic  to happy  living. 

Only  the  other  day  I  came  across  a  littlt 
old  lady  who  had  learned  this  lesson  vO- 

We  were  both  in  a  florist  shop  when  a  small, 
shahbily-clothed  bov  came  in,  showed  th< 
sales-girl  a  fistful  of  pennies  and  asked  for 

a  glass-enclosed  tropical  garden.  The  sales- 
girl told  him  he  didn't  have  enough  money. 

.  "Bit  it's  thirty  cents,"  he  said  earnestly 
'I  saved  it  weeks  and  weeks  for  my  mothe" 
birthday." 

His  lips  began  to  quiver  when  she  shook 
her  head  again.  The  little  old  lady  »'">■ 
pered  sometliing  to  the  clerk,  who  ioim^ 
diately  turned  to  the  boy  and  said  she  W 
made  a  mistake;  there  was  one  tropical  pf 

den  which  cost  just  tliirty  cents.  The  boy 

went  out,  happily  clutching  his  motlier's  two- dollar  birthday  gift,  and  the  little  old  1«* P«id  the  salesgirl  tlie  difference. 

Just  one  small  incident— but  an  incidel 
that   supplies   luart-warming   evidence  that 
Koodness  is  close   to  Iwautv! 

And  now  Chichi  and  I  would  like  you  to 
read  a  letter  that  we  think  will  be  an  inspi- 

ration to  our  readers— tlie  letter,  chosen  from 
hundreds  of  otiiers,  as  the  most  tangible 
I'roof    that    I.ij,.    Can    Be    Beautiful.     KaoW 

'/■•'■.''■'     •- 

ls-W»iHHg  a  check  for  one  hundred 
tOThe  writer  of  this  letter: 

ear  Papa  David : I  am  a  Japanese  American.  At  the  out- 
break of  war  I  was  among  the  thoasands 

sent  to  camps.  We  went  through  bitter 

experiences  which  we'd  like  to  forget  and 
I  do  not  care  to  relate  them  here.  But  I 
also  had  two  of  the  best  friends  anyone 
could  ever  have.  One  of  them  had  two 

sons  fighting  in  the  Pacific. After  selling  oar  fumilare,  cars,  farm, 
etc.,  we  left  our  winter  clothing  and  small 
valuables  with  these  two  ladies.  Many 
people  in  camp  had  their  homes  burned 
and  belongings  stolen,  but  1  am  proud  to 
say  we  had  no  worry  whatsoever.  They 
wrote  ns  letters  to  keep  our  broken  spirits 

up,  sent  us  little  things,  such  as  preserves. 

\ .see  and   remember   the   beautiful   things   of 

He  was  irritable  and  hard  lo  get  along 
with  and  our  litUe  eighteen-month-old  son seemed  to  make  him  more  nervous  and  wc were  all  so  unhappy.  Then  I  just  happened 
to  pick  up  a  little  pamphlet  with  some pictures  of  the  Redwood  trees  here  in 
California,  and  they  seemed  so  giant-like 
that  It  was  almost  unbelievable  (we're  from the  Middlewest  and  not  used  lo  many  trees) 

so  I  asked  my  husband  if  we  couldn't  take 
a  trip  to  see  the  Redwoods  as  il  isn't  loo far  from  here.  He  grouched  and  argued  but 
finally  agreed  to  go.  So  we  left  early  on Friday  morning. 

To  start  with  we  saw  a  beautiful  sunrise, then  we  had  to  cross  the  big  bridge  from Oakland  to  San  Francisco  which  is  reallv 
a   beautiful   sight,   then   we  were  finally   out 

M.  mXiW 

candy,  and  nnts  and  pressed  flowers  from 

Iheir  farms.  Many  of  our  "friends"  were 
no  longer  so  and  some  even  fought 

against  our  return,  as  you've  read  in  the 
papers.  And  I  know  of  some  who  thought 
we  were  O.K.  but  were  afraid  to  voice 
Iheir  opinions.  But  these  two  ladies  and 
Iheir  families  taught  me  that  "Life  Can 
Be  Beautiful"  by  the  kind,  straight-from- 
the-heart   friendship   they  extended   us. 

About  a  year  and  a  half  ago  I  became 
serionsly  ill  and  developed  a  bad  case  of 
aslhma.  Doctors  all  told  me  my  only 
nope  is  to  go  to  the  Coast.  I  was  afraid 
to  after  reading  all  the  things  that  hap- 

^ned  to  returnees  but  I  took  the  chance. We,  my  husband  and  three  small  children 
.anie  here  jobless,  homeless  and 

with  a  dwindled  bank  roll.  After  weeks 
or  months  of  trying  we  found  a  govern- 

ment project  house  and  my  husband  a 
janitor  job  in  a  restaurant.  And  after 
Rettmg  settled  we  went  to  see  our  two  dear 
•nends.  It  was  just  wonderful!  They  just 
welcomed  us  with  open  arms — I  was  so 
"appy  1  had  lo  cry.  We  visit  each  other olien  and  they  sUlI  caU  my  folks  mama 
and  papa  just  as  before.  As  time  goes  on people  become  more  friendly  and  are 
Kood  to  as.  I  just  had  to  teU  yon  how 'iiese  two  ladies  showed  me  that  in  this 
ail  mixed  up  world  Ufe  Still  Can  Be Beaulifair  I  shall  always  believe  in  it. 

Sincerely, 

A.  O. 
And  here  are  other  Ufe  Can  Be  Beaa- "inl  letters  we  would  like  to  share  with 

Readers.  Checks  for  fifteen  dollars  go  to 
fhe  wruers  of  each  of  these. 

|lJ<-ar  Papa  David: 

1  My  husband  has  just  received  his  dis- 
p  'irge  from  the  Navy  after  serving  over- 
r^  for  quite  a  while,  and  after  seeing  the 
— ^rs  nf  war  I  guess  it's  a  little  hard  to 

on  the  highway,  with  lovely  farms  rolling 
by  and  green  pastures  with  sheep  and  cows 
grazing  and  cranes,  so  proud  looking,  stniid- 
ing  in  little  ponds  and  marshes,  apple  and 
peach  trees  were  in  bloom.  Finally  wc 
started  to  climb  into  the  mountains  so  green 
and  rocky  and  there  was  a  little  stream  that 
ran  beside  the  highway  with  happy  looking 

people  trout  fishing  all  along.  We  passed 
through  sleepy  little  towns  where  everyone 
seemed  so  happy  and  friendly  until  we 
started  to  feel  ashamed  of  our  disagree- 

ments and   misunderstandings. 
Then  finally  we  reached  the  Redwoods, 

small  ones  at  first,  then  the  farther  we  went 
the  larger  they  seemed  lo  get.  We  came  to 
one  tree  that  was  fio  large  you  could  drive 
your  car  through  it  (there  was  u  driveway 

cut  through)  then  we  saw  the  "World 
Famous  Tree  House"  which  is  in  a  tree 
that  is  4,000  years  old  and  Js  101  feet  in 
circumference  at  the  base  and  250  feet  high. 
The  diameter  of  the  room  inside  the  tree 
is  27  feet  and  there  is  a  cavity  that  goes 
50  feet  up  inside  the  tree,  believed  to  be 
burned  out  by  the  Indians.  Not  far  away 
was  the  tallest  known  tree  in  the  world 
which  is  364  feet  high,  and  there  was  the 

largest  known  tree  which  is  33  feet  in  diam- 
eter 12  feet  up  the  trunk  and  the  "Avenue 

of  Giants"— just  tree  after  tree  so  big  that 

you  feel  like  you're  in  a  fairyland  and  seeing 

something  unbelievable. We  began  to  feel  thankful  that  God  has 
given  us  so  many  things  to  enjoy.  We  have 
good  health  and  each  other  (so  many  lost 
their  loved  ones,  I  was  sure  lucky)  and 

yet,  we  had  failed  to  say  or  do  the  little 

things  for  each  other  that  count  Ro  much 

in    making   life   beautiful. .A,fter  seeing  the  big  trees,  we  see  the 

little  things  right  around  us  like  flower* 
in  hloom  in  the  yard,  the  glow  of  our  lamps 
in  our  little  living  room,  the  smell  and  ta«te 
of  good   food,  the  breete   blowing  through 

the   windows,   our   rudin.   nh.   th^r^'*    Irurf   fort 

man^'  things  lo  mention,  but  it  took  that 
trip  to  the  big  trees  to  make  us  see  the  little 
things  in  life. 

We're  much  happier  now  and  there's  more 
understanding  and  love  In  our  house.  We're thankful  becau.ie  wc  see  so  many  things 
Jirouiui  us  now  that  wc  never  sermw!  to notice  before. 

Mrs.  A.  F.  K. 

Dear  Papa  David: 

I  am  a  girl  22  yean  old;  but  I  hove 
only  lived  n\x  monlhii  of  thai  22  ymr». 
ror  something  happened  lo  me  thai 
changed  my  whole  outlook  on  lifo  *\x months  back. 

I  was  the  child  of  a  feeble-niinded  wo- 
man, and  even  though  1  didn't  inherit 

feeble  ntindodneiui  I  had  ndoplcil  her 

ways  of  acting.  I  was  an  ontcatil  In  achuol 
and  in  everything.  I  am  sure  I  was  iho 
most  unhappy  child  that  ever  lived.  1 
often  wished  thai  I  could  die.  but  of 

course  I  couldn't.  There  didn't  nceni  lo  be 
anything    in    the    world    1    could    do. 

When  I  was  sevenleen  I  marritnl  n  nice 

boy.  He  loved  me  very  mueh  al  fintt. 
Then  he  became  unhappy;  I  rould  Icll 
by  his  behavior.  I  ihoughl  il  was  brcauiie 
he  didn't  love  me  and  uccused  him  of  It. 
lie  denied  this  saying  that  ho  did  lovo 
me.  but  ihat  I  was  h  p<K>r  homeniakrr 
and  had  awful  huhilM,  und  ibal  we  would 

always  live  piMirly  if  1  didn't  improve.  <U 
course  I  didn't  see  it  his  way  then  and 
blamed  him  enlirely.  Things  got  worse 
and  worse  and  I  knew  I  had  lost  my  hu«> 
band's  renpeet.  Crying  beramo  a  habll.  I 
cried  almost  night  and  day.  I  knew  my 
husband  was  staying  with  me  only  out  of 
a  sense  of  duty  for  I  was  going  to  hove 

a  baby.  I  didn't  want  my  baby  and  cried and  raved  all  during  my  pregnancy.  I 
made  life  awful  for  myself  and  my  hut- band. 

And  then  my  baby  was  born.  And  I 
found  that  I  loved  my  baby  belter  ihon 

anything  in  the  world. 
My  little  boy  cried  nighl  and  dny^  be- 

cause he  wasn't  gelling  ihe  proper  allrn- 

lion.  I  tried  so  hard,  but  I  wasn't  efli- eient  enough  lo  care  for  my  baby  proper- 

ly. This  went  on  for  two  months.  And 
ihen  a  wonderful  thing  happened  for  il 
changed  my  whole  life.  In  the  mail  one 
morning  there  was  a  book  on  Infant  Cjire 

seni  by  our  Congressman.  It  was  Child- 
ren's Bureau  Publication  No.  8  of  the 

United  Stales  Dopartmeni  of  l^lwr.  I 
sal  up  nighl  and  day  reading  this  book, 

grasping   slowly   ihe   facts   of   life. I  learned  thai  ihc  health,  happiness, 
and  efficiency  of  the  older  rhild  and  of 
ihe  .idull  depend  largely  on  ihr  habits 
formed    In    early    childhood. 

1  have  followed  the  things  I  learned 
from  ihe  book.  And  now  my  haby  Is  a 
healthy  normal  youngster.  And  1  am  a 

happy  normal  woman.  I  am  also  very 
effieieni  thanks  ngain  lo  the  IxHtk.  My 
husband  praises  my  home  making. 

And  he  says  he  couldn't  possibly  be 

happier. 

Mrs.  J.  G. 

Dear  Papa  David: 

Many  years  ago  we  wrre  a  happy  family 
in  our  little  farm  home.  Then  came  a  day 
when  the  doctor  .^ald  we  must  go  to  a  dif- 

ferent climate  in  search  of  health  for  our 
dear  husband  and   father. 

.So.  hoping  and  praying  we  left  one  day 
to  travel  six  of  us  going  to  "live  In  a 
trunk"  for  goodness  only  knew  how  long. 
The  three  boys  were  fourteen,  (en  and 
Ave  and  little  sister  wm  eight  years  old. 
We  could  so  ill  afford  iiuch  expense  but  papa 
would  not  go  without   his   family. 

Christmas  had  meant  so  vtry  much  In  our 
home  always,  and  to  be  away  from  home  on 



Maybe  you'll  have  guests  at  home,  or  perhaps  a  picnic  is  your  way  of  having  fun,  but  how- 
ever you  plan  it,  a  celebration  is  American  tradition  for  Independence  Day,  and  here  are  the  makings! 

k 

/ 

■ 

I 
Here  comes  our  first  peacetime 

Fourth  of  July  since  1941  and  what  a 
day  it  is  going  to  be!  Flags  will  fly  and 
bands  will  play  as  they  have  never 
done  before  and  everyone  of  us  will 

join  in  the  fun.  We  won't  all  be  cele- 
brating in  the  same  way  of  course — 

some  will  march  in  parades  while 
others  look  on,  some  of  us  make 
speeches  for  the  rest  to  listen  to — :but 
no  matter  how  we  spend  this  most 
truly  American  of  our  holidays  we 
shall  all  look  forward  to  the  feast  that 
is  such  an  important  part  of  it.  Maybe 
you  will  eat  it  at  home  and  maybe  the 
Fourth  just  isn't  the  Fourth  to  you  un- 

less you  go  on  a  picnic.  Whichever  you 
prefer,  these  recipes  will  turn  the  trick 
and  if  cold  salmon  isn't  your  first 
choice  for  a  main  dish  the  fixings  will 
go  along  just  as  happily  with  fried 
chicken,  hamburgers  or  that  other 
American  tradition  the  hot  dog. 

Boiled  Salmon  with  Mustard  Cream  Sauce 
%  lbs.  salmon 
1  tsp.  mixed  pickle  spices 
1  tbl.  vinegar 

Boiling  salted  water 
Tie  fish  in  cheese  cloth,  tie  spices  in 

small  cheese  cloth  bag.    Place  fish  in 

pot,  add  sufficient  salted  boiling  water 
to  reach  about  halfway  up  sides  of  fish. 
Add  spices  and  vinegar.  Simmer  gen- 

tly until  fish  is  tender,  turning  once 
and  allowing  about  7  minutes  per 
pound.  Remove  from  water,  cool  and 
chill  until  serving  time. 

Mustard  Cream  Sauce 
1  tsp.  sugar 
1  tbl.    flour 
1  tsp.  salt 

1  egg 

%  cup  milk 

%  cup   vinegar 
2  tbls.  prepared 

mustard 
6  stuffed   olives, 

chopped 

Combine  sugar,  flour  and  salt.    Add 

By 

RATE  SMITH 
RADIO  MIRROR 
FOOD  COUNSELOR 

Listen  to  Kate  Sntith's 
daily  talks  at  noon 
and  her  Friday  night 
Variety  Show,  heard 
on  CBS,   8:30  EDT. 

egg  and  mix  well.  Blend  in  milk.  Stir 
over  hot  water  or  very  low  heat  until 
creamy.  Add  vinegar,  and  continue 
stirring  and  cooking  until  rich  and 
creamy.  Cool  and  chill.  Stir  in  mus- 

tard and  olives  and  spread  over  top  and 
sides  of  fish. 

Fluffy  Potato  Salad 
2  lbs.  white  potatoes 
4  tbls.  butter  or  margarine 
Vi  cup  minced  celery  leaves 
1  small  cucumber,  minced 
1  small  onion,  grated  ^ 
2  tbls.  prepared  mustard 

Salt  and  pepper  to  taste 
Milk 
Scrub  potatoes  well,  cook  in  boiling 

salted  water  until  tender.  Drain,  re- 

move skins  and  run  potatoes '  through ricer  while  still  hot.  Add  remaining 
ingredients,  including  just  enough  mUk 
to  make  mixture  light  and  fluffy.  Shape 
into  loaf  on  platter  and  chill. 

Dill  Cottage  Cheese 
2  cups  cottage  cheese 
2  tbls.  minced  fresh  dill    (leaves  and  ten- 

der portion  of  stalk)  ^U 
Sour  cream 

Combine    (Continued    on    page    65) 
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Country  Journal 
Earl  Wilde,  pianist 

Young  People's  Church White  Rabbit  Line 
Renfrew  Valley  Folks 
Story  to  Order 
NBC  String  Trio 
Voice  of  Prophecy 
Choir  Practice 
Church  of  the  Air 
Message  of  Israel 
Highlights  of  the  Bible 
Radio  Bible  Class 
Church  of  the  Air 
Southernaires 
Circle  Arrow  Show 
Chaplain  Jim 
Eternal  Light 
Pro  Arte  Quartet 

Wings  Over  Jordan 
Hour  of  Faith 
Salt  Lalte  City  Tabernacle 

Choir 
Reviewing  Stand 

Solitaire  Time,  Warde  Done- van 

Pilgrim  Hour 
Invitation  to  Learning 
NBC  Concert  Orchestra 
Lutheran  Hour 
Stradivari  Orchestra 
Cliff  Edwards 

People's  Platform Voice  of  the  Dairy  Farmer 
American  Radio  Warblers 
America  United 
Orson  Welles 
Ilka  Chase 
Time  for  Reason 

Sammy  Kaye's  Orchestra 
Chicago  Round  Table 
Sweetheart  Time 
Harvest  of  Stars 
Songs  Along  the  Trail 
Hollywood  Star  Time 
Reader's  Digest 
Dorothy  Claire,  songs 
John  Charles  Thomas 
National  Vespers 
Bill  Cunningham,  news 
The  World  Tomorrow 

Open  House 
Columbia  Broadcasting  Sym- 
phony Carmen  Cavallaro 

Galen  Drake 

A  Present  From  Hollywood 
One  Man's  Family 
Vera  Holly,  songs 

Johnny  Thompson  and  Hena 
Woods 

Columbia  Workshop 
The  National  Hour 
Darts}for  Dough 
Murder  is  My  Hobby 
The  Electric  Hour 
Deems  Taylor-Raymond 

Paige  Orchestra 
Right  Down  Your  Alley 
True  Detective  Mysteries 
NBC  Symphony 
The  Family  Hour 
Court  of  Missing  Heirs 
The  Shadow 
Quick  as  a  Flash 
Gene  Autry 
David  Harding,  Counterspy 
William  L.  Shirer 
Ozzle  and  Harriet 
Radio  Hall  of  Fame 
Those  Websters 
Catholic  Hour 
The  Great  Gildersleeve 
Phil  Davis 
Operatic  Review 
Frank  Morgan 
The  Thin  Man 
Charlie  Splvak's  Orchestra 
The  Quiz  Kids 
Fitch  Bandwagon 
Blondle 
The  Amazing  Mr.  Jonathan  I 

Danberry 
Charlie  McCarthy  and  Edgar 

Bergen 
Mediation  Board 
Ford  Hour 
Don't  Be  a  Sucker 
Crime  Doctor 
Fred  Allen 
Ned  Calmer 
Meet  Corliss  Archer 
Exploring  the  Unknown 
Walter  WInchell 
Manhattan  Merry-Go-Round 
Louella  Parsons'  Show 
Texaco  Star  Theater,  James 

Melton 
Former  Mayor  LaGuardia 

:    Double  or  Nothing 
:    American  Album  of  Familiar 

Music 
JImmIe  Fidler 

:    Dorothy  Thompson 
Take  it  or  Leave  It 
Theater  Guild  Series 

:    Hour  of  Charm 
:    Freedom  of  Opportunity 
:    Meet  Me  at  Parky's 

We.  the  People 
:    Serenade  for  Strings 

Bill  Costello 

ONE    WOMAN'S    OPINION... 
All  women  should  take  a  bow  to  Lisa 

Sergio,  top  notch  feminine  commentator, 
heard  on  ABC,  Mondays  at  10: 45  a.m.,  EDT, 
on  One  Woman's  Opinion.  Miss  Sergio  is 
a  living  refutation  of  the  centuries-old 
charge  that  a  pretty  head  is  generally  an 

empty  one.  You'd  think  it  wouldn't  be necessary  to  mention  a  thing  like  that.  But 
it  is.  Just  listen  to  a  full  day's  broadcast- 

ing sometime  and  see  how  often  you  hear 
women  portrayed  as  gossipy  nitwits,  help- 

less dolls,  strictly  homebodies  and  most 
often  and  worst  of  all,  as  completely  be- 

fogged about  current  issues. 
Lisa  Sergio  takes  a  crack  at  all  this  non- 

sense. Her  program  is  based  on  the  recog- 
nition of  the  importance  of  women  in  the 

affairs  of  the  world  today.  Her  opinions 
are  worth  listening  to,  because  they  are 
backed  by  rich  experience  in  international 
journalism,  lecturing  and  radio. 

Miss  Sergio  was  born  in  Florence,  Italy, 
in  1905.  Her  father,  Baron  Agestino  Sergio, 
came  of  a  Naples  family  that  had  long 
supported  the  cause  of  Italian  independence. 
Her  mother,  the  former  Margaret  Fitz- 

gerald, was  a  member  of  a  Baltimore  fam- 
ily that  had  its  roots  firmly  entrenched  in 

the  United  States.  Early  in  life.  Miss  Sergio 
learned  Italian,  French  and  English  as  an 
integral  part  of  her  education.  Later,  she 
acquired  a  working  knowledge  of  Spanish 
and  German,  all  of  which  stood  her  in  good 
stead  when,  at  seventeen,  she  became  asso- 

ciate editor  of  the  "Italian  Mail,"  a  weekly 
publication  supported  largely  by  American 
residents  in   Italy. 
,  This  first  job  led  to  several  others  and, 
almost  as  a  matter  of  course,  into  radio 
work.  For  a  long  time.  Miss  Sergio  was  an 
official  broadcaster  for  the  Italian  govern- 

ment. But  when  the  Fascist  party  got 
strongly  enough  entrenched,  she  was  dis- 

missed from  her  post  because  she  insisted 
on  presenting  her  news  broadcasts  in  an 
imbiased  and  uncolored  fashion. 

In  1937,  with  the  help  of  Count  Guglielmo 
Marconi,  radio  pioneer.  Miss  Sergio  ob- 

tained a  passport  to  the  United  States.  As 
a  kind  of  warning  to  us  now,  we  should 
remember  that  she  didn't  have  such  a  soft 
job  of  it  here  in  the  beginning.  She  was  a 
critic  of  Fascism  and  she  made  no  bones 
about  it  and  that  made  her  none  too  happily 
welcome  in  many  of  the  higher  places. 
Americans,  it  is  sad  to  relate,  were  being 
coddled  and  protected  from  the  harsh  reali- 

ties of  the  world  in  those  days.  Miss  Sergio 

finally  got  a  news  commentator's  spot  on  a small,  local,  liberal  radio  station  in  New 
York,  WQXR.  Her  broadcasts  were  always 
forceful  and  clear — and  localized.  It  took 
Miss  Sergio  until  almost  the  last  quarter 
of  1944  to  work  herself  into  a  major  network 
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Eastern  Daylight  Time 

ABC:  Breakfast  Club 
NBC:  Honeymoon  in  New  York 
CBS:  Arthur  Godfrey 
MBS:  Shady  Valley  Folks 
CBS:  Valiant  Lady 
ABC:  My  True  Story 
NBC:  Lone  Journey 
MBS:  Once  Over  Lightly 
NBC:  Lora  Lawton 
CBS:  Light  of  the  World 
MBS:  Faith  in  Our  Time 
CBS:  Evelyn  Winters 
ABC:  Hymns  of  All  Churches 
NBC:  Road  of  Lite 
MBS:  Married  For  Life 

CBS:  Bachelor's  Children 
NBC:  Joyce  Jordan 

ABC:  Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast NBC:  Fred  Waring  Show 
CBS:  Arthur  Godfrey 
MBS:  Elsa  Maxwell 
CBS:  Time  to  Remember 
ABC:  Gilbert  Martyn 
NBC:  Barry  Cameron 
MBS:  Take  It  Easy  Time 
CBS:  Aunt  Jenny's  Stories ABC:  Ted  Malone 
MBS:  Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
NBC:  David  Harum 
ABC:  Glamour  Manor 
CBS:  Kate  Smith  Speaks 
CBS:  Big  Sister 
MBS:  Morton  Downey 
CBS:  Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
ABC:  Club  Matinee 
MBS:  Richard  Maxwell,  Hymns 
CBS:  Our  Gal  Sunday 

NBC:  Maggi's  Private  Wire     ~ MBS:  Naval  Academy  Band 
CBS:  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
MBS:  Luncheon  With  Lopez 
CBS:  Ma  Perkins 
CBS:  Young  Dr.  Malone 
ABC:  Our  Singing  Land 
MBS:  John  J.  Anthony 
CBS:  Road  of  Lite 
NBC:  The  Guiding  Light 
CBS:  The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
ABC:  Ethel  &  Albert 
NBC:  Today's  Children 
CBS:  Perry  Mason 
MBS:  Smile  Time 
NBC:  Woman  in  White 
CBS:  Rosemary 
ABC:  Bride  and  Groom 
MBS:  Queen  for  a  Day 
CBS:  Tena  &  Tim 
NBC:  Masquerade ABC:  Al  Pearce  Show 
CBS:  You're  in  the  Act 
NBC:  Woman  of  America 
MBS:  True  Confessions 
NBC:  Ma  Perkins 
MBS:  Judy  Lang,  Songs 
ABC:  Ladies  Be  Seated 
CBS:  Cinderella,  inc. 
NBC:  Pepper  Young's  Family 
MBS:  Remember? 
NBC:  Right  to  Happiness 
ABC:  Jack  Berch 
CBS:  House  Party 
MBS:  Erskine  Johnson's  Hollywood 
NBC:  Backstage  Wife 
ABC:  Allen  Prescott 
NBC:  Stella  Dallas 
MBS:  Johnson  Family 
CBS:  Sing  Alorig 
NBC:  Lorenzo  Jones 
MBS:  Mutual's  Melody  Hour 
ABC:  Hop  Harrigan 
NBC:  Young  Widder  Brown 
CBS:  American  School  of  the  Air 
ABC:  Terry  and  the  Pirates 
NBC:  When  a  Girl  Marries 
MBS:  Here's   How  with  Peter  Howe 
NBC:  Portia  Faces  Lite 
ABC:  Dick  Tracy 
MBS:  Superman 
MBS:  Captain  Midnight 
ABC:  Jack  Armstrong 
NBC:  Just  Plain  Bill 
CBS:  Cimarron  Tavern 
NBC:  Front  Page  Farreli 
ABC:  Tennessee  Jed 
CBS:  Sparrow  and  the  Hawk 
MBS:  Tom  Mix 
NBC:  Sketches  in  Melodies 
CBS:  Waltin'  for  Clayton 
CBS:  Skyline  Root ABC:  Cal  Tinney 
NBC:  Chesterneld  Club 
CBS:  Lanny  Ross 
CBS:  Bob  Hawk  Show 
ABC:  The  Lone  Ranger 
NBC:  Cavalcade  of  America 
CBS:  Forever  Ernest 
ABC:  Lum  &  Abner 
MBS:  Bulldog  Drummond 
ABC:  Hedda  Hopper 
ABC:  Fat  Man  Detective  Series 
CBS:  Joan  Davis 
NBC:  Voice  ot  Firestone 
MBS:  Sherlock  Holmes 
ABC:  I  Deal  In  Crime 
CBS:  Lux  Radio  Theater 
NBC:  The  Telephone  Hour 
MBS:  Real  Stories 
NBC:  information  Please 
MBS:  Spotlight  Bands 
ABC:  Paul  Whlteman's  Orchestra 
ABC:  Bill  Thompson  Shew 
CBS:  Screen  Guild  Players 
NBC:  Contented  Program 
MBS:  Your  Land  and  Mine 
MBS  Jon  Gart  Trio 
CBS:  LeHy 
NBC:  Dr.  1.  Q. 
ABC:  Question  for  America 
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Breakfast  Club 
Honeymoon  in  New  York 
Arthur  Godfrey 
Shady  Valley  Folks 
Daytime  Classics 
Valiant  Lady 
My  True  Story 
Alan  Scott 
Lone  Journey 
Lora  Lawton 
Light  of  the  World 
Faith  in  Our  Time 

Evelyn  Winters 
Hymns  of  All  Churches 
Road  of  Life 
Married  For  Life 
The  Listening  Post 
Joyce  Jordan 
Fun  With  Music 

Fred  Waring  Show 
Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast 
Arthur  Godfrey 
Elsa  Maxwell 
Gilbert  Martyn 
Time  to  Remember 
Barry  Cameron 
Take  It  Easy  Time 
Aunt  Jenny  Stories 
Ted  Malone 
David  Harum 
Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
Glamour  Manor 
Kate  Smith  Speaks 
Morton  Downey 
Big  Sister 
Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
Club  Matinee 
Richard  Maxwell,  Hymns 
Our  Gal  Sunday 
Maggi's  Private  Wire Command  Band 
Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
Sketches  in  Melody 
Ma  Perkins 
Luncheon  with  Lopez 
Young  Dr.  Malone 
Smile  Time 
Road  of  Life 
John  J.  Anthony 
Our  Singing  Land 
The  Guiding  Light 
John  B.  Kennedy,  News 
The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
Ethel  &  Albert 
Luncheon  with  Lopez 
Today's  Children 
Perry  Mason 
Woman  in  White 
Rosemary 
Bride  and  Groom 
Queen  for  a  Day 
Tena  &  Tim 
Masquerade 
You're  in  the  Act 
Al  Pearce  Show 
A  Woman  of  America 
True  Confessions 
Ma  Perkins 
Pepper  Young's  Family Remember 
Cinderella,  Inc. 
Ladies  Be  Seated 
Right  to  Happiness 
Jack  Berch 
House  Party 
Backstage  Wife 
Erskine  Johnson's  Hollywood Stella  Dallas 
The  Johnson  Family 
Allen  Prescott 
Lorenzo  Jones 
Sing  Along 
Mutual  Melody  Hour 
Hop  Harrigan 
Young  Widder  Brown 
Terry  and  the  Pirates 
When  a  Girl  Marries 
Here's  How  with  Peter  Howe 
Portia  Faces  Life 
Dick  Tracy 
Superman 
Jack  Armstrong 
Just  Plain  Bill 
Cimarron  Tavern 
Captain  Midnight 
Tennessee  Jed 
Front  Page  Farrell 
Sparrow  and  the  Hawk 
Tom  Mix 
Jose  Bethencourt,  Marimba 
Patti  Clayton 
Cal  Tinney 
Lanny  Ross  Show 
Chesterfield  Supper  Club 
Jack  Smith 
Korn  Kobblers 
American  Melody  Hour 
Songs  by  Warde  Donovan 
Big  Town 
Lum  'n'  Abner 
Johnny    Desmond,    Margaret 

Whiting,  Herb  Shriner 
Nick  Carter 
Dark  Venture 
A  Date  With  Judy 
Theater  of  Romance 
Adventures  of  the  Falcon 
Bill  Henry 
Ed  Sullivan 
Inner  Sanctum 
Amos  &  Andy 
Eugenie  Baird 
Real  Stories 
This  is  My  Best 
Doctor  Talks  It  Over 
Fred  Waring 
American  Forum  of  the  Air 
Concert  Time 
Bob  Hope 
Crime  Photographer 
Open  Hearing 
Better  Half 
SIgmund  Romberg 
Frontiers  of  Science 

Hiilliii 

OPERATIC     SINATRA... 

History's  been  made  a  number  of  times 
at  New  York's  famous  Metropolitan  Opera 
House.  But  never  such  history  as  the  night 
back  in  March  of  this  year  when  that  staid 
and  stately  hall  of  culture  was  stormed  by 
thirty-five  hundred  screaming  bobby  sox- 
ers  in  pursuit  of  the  Met's  newest  baritone 
sensation,  Robert  Merrill. 

Merrill's  story  is  a  truly  American  story. 
Probably  it  could  only  happen  here.  A  few 
short  years  ago,  Robert  Merrill  was  a 
Brooklyn  schoolboy  with  the  dull  prospect 

of  joining  his  father's  shoe  business.  Today, 
at  27,  he's  been  featured  on  one  of  radio's 
leading  programs — the  RCA  Victor  Show 
(Sundays  at  4:30  p.m.,  EDT,  NBC)— and 
made  fourteen  appearances  in  one  year 
since  his  debut  at  the  Met. 

Robert's  career  is  no  accident.  He  planned 
with  wisdom  and  care.  An  opera  fan,  he 
knew  how  much  he  suffered  whenever  a 
silken-voiced  singer  moved  clumsily  on  the 
stage  or  behaved  like  a  ham.  Robert  de- 

cided that  learning  how  to  act  was  almost 
as  important  as  learning  how  to  use  his  ter- 

rific baritone  voice,  if  he  wanted  to  make 

a  dent  in  the  Opera  world.  He  couldn't 
afford  a  dramatic  school,  nor  could  he  afford 
to  havint  the  Broadway  producers  in  the 
hope  of  getting  some  experience  on  the 
stage.  He  did  a  very  good  thing — went  to 
the  summer  resorts,  hiring  out  as  a  singer- 
actor  and  general  handy  man.  Summer  re- 

sorts are,  as  a  rule,  very  understaffed. 
Merrill  found  himself  learning  not  only  how 
to  act  in  dramatic  plays,  but  how  to  stooge 
for  several  lively  young  men,  who  have 
since  made  a  mark  in  the  show  world 
themselves.  He  played  straight  man  for 
Danny  Kaye  one  summer  and  another  time 
for  Red  Skelton. 

All  this  while,  whether  he  was  pitching 
the  fast  ones  for  the  baseball  team  or 

struggling  through  a  summer's  work  at  the 
Catskills,  Merrill  was  studying  his  music 
and  training  his  voice.  When  he  thought 
he  was  ready,  he  cast  the  die — he  entered 
the  competition  for  young  singers  spon- 

sored by  the  Metropolitan  Opera  House. 
Five  hundred  other  singers  had  the  same 
idea,  but  Bob  won  out.  He  made  his  debut 
in  "La  Traviata"  in  December  of  1945.  Since 
then,  he's  built  up  quite  a  record  for  a 
"freshman,"  with  his  fourteen  appearances 
there  at  the  Metropolitan. 

Critics  predict  a  fine  future  for  the  hand- 
some full-voiced  baritone,  what  with 

radio,  the  opera — and  it's  certain  the  movies 
will  be  making  a  play  for  him,  soon.  He's 
hit  the  front  pages  of  many  newspapers  be- 

cause of  the  riot  the  gal  fans  pulled  at 

the  Met.  And  they  don't  stop  with  such 
grandiose  publicity-making  antics,  either. 
A  few  days  ago,  Merrill  left  the  studios 
after  a  rehearsal,  for  instance,  only  to  find 

that  he  couldn't  get  into  his  car  without  the 
help  of  a  mechanic.  The  bobby  soxers 
had  removed  the  handle  of  his  car  door — 
for  a  souvenir! 
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Eastern  Daylight  Time 

9:00  ABC:  Breakfast  Club 
9:00  NBC:  Honeymoon  In  New  York 
9:10  CBS:  Arthur  Godfrey 
9:15  MBS:  Shady  Valley  Folks 

10:00  CBS:  Valiant  Lady 
10:00  NBC;  Lone  Journey 
9:30  NBC:  Daytime  Classics 

10:00  ABC;  My  True  Story 
10:00  MBS:  Once  Over  Lightly 

10:15  NBC;  Lora  Lawton 
10:15  MBS:  Faith  In  Our  Time 
10:15  CBS:  Light  of  the  World 
10:30  CBS:  Evelyn  Winters 
10:30  NBC:  Road  of  Life 
10:30  MBS:  Married  For  Life 

10:45  CBS:  Bachelor's  Children 
10:45  ABC:  The  Listening  Post 
10:45  NBC:  Joyce  Jordan 

11:00  ABC:  Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast 
11:00  NBC:  Fred  Waring  Show 
11:00  CBS;  Arthur  Godfrey 

11:15  MBS:  Elsa  Maxwell 
11:30  ABC:  Gilbert  Martyn 
11:30  NBC;  Barry  Cameron 
11:30  MBS:  Take  It  Easy  Time 
11:30  CBS:  Time  to  Remember 
11:45  MBS:  Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
11:45  CBS:  Aunt  Jenny's  Stories 
11:45  ABC:  Ted  Malone 
11:45  NBC;  David  Harum 
12:00  ABC;  Glamour  Manor 
12:00  CBS:  Kate  Smith  Speaks 

12:15  MBS;  Morton  Downey 
12:15  CBS:  Big  Sister 
12:30  CBS;  Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
12:30  ABC;  Club  Matinee 

12:45  CBS;  Our  Gal  Sunday 
12:45  NBC;  Maggi's  Private  Wire 
1:00  CBS;  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

1:15  CBS;  Ma  Perkins 1:15  MBS:  Luncheon  With  Lopez 
1:30  CBS:  Young  Dr.  Malone 
1:4S  CBS:  Road  of  Life 
1:45  MBS;  John  J.  Anthony 
1:45  ABC;  Our  Singing  Land 
2:00  NBC;  The  Guiding  Light 
2:00  CBS;  The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
2:15  ABC;  Ethel  &  Albert 
2:15  NBC:  Today's  Children 
2:15  CBS;  Perry  Mason 
2:15  MBS:  Smile  Time 
2:30  CBS:  Rosemary 
2:30  ABC:  Bride  and  Groom 
2:30  NBC:  Woman  in  White 
2:30  MBS:  Queen  for  a  Day 
2:45  CBS:  Tena  &  Tim 
2:4SNBC:  Masquerade 
3:00  ABC:  Al  Pearce  Show 
3:00  NBC;  A  Woman  of  America 
3:00  MBS:  True  Confessions 
3:00  CBS:  You're  in  the  Act 
3:15  NBC;  Ma  Perkins 3:30  CBS:  Cinderella,  Inc. 
3:30  NBC;  Pepper  Young's  Family 
3:30  ABC;  Ladies  Be  Seated 
3:30  MBS:  Remember? 3:45  NBC;  Right  to  Happiness 
4:00  NBC;  Backstage  Wife 
4:00  CBS:  House  Party 4:00  MBS:  Erskine  Johnson  in  Hollywood 

4:00  ABC;  Jack  Berch 4:15  ABC;  Beautiful  Music 
4:15  MBS;  The  Johnson  Family 

4:15  NBC:  Stella  Dallas 
4:30  CBS:  Sing  Along  Club 
4:30  NBC:  Lorenzo  Jones 4:30  MBS:  This  Is  Your  Country 
4:4SABC:  Hop  Harrigan 
4:45  NBC;  Young  Widder  Brown 
5:00  ABC;  Terry  and  the  Pirates 
5:00  NBC:  When  a  Girl  Marries 
5:00  MBS:  Here's  How  with  Peter  Howe 
5:15  NBC;  Portia  Faces  Life 
5:15  ABC;  Dick  Tracy 
5:15  MBS;  Superman 
5:30  CBS:  Cimarron  Tavern 
5:30  ABC;  Jack  Armstrong 
5:30  MBS;  Captain  Midnight 

5:30  NBC;  Just  Plain  Bill 5:45  ABC;  Tennessee  Jed 
5:45  NBC:  Front  Page  Farrell 
5:45  CBS:  The  Sparrow  and  the  Hawk 

5:45  MBS:  Tom  Mix 
6:10  CBS;  Quincy  Howe 
6:15  CBS;  Waitin'  For  Clayton 6:15  NBC;  Jose  Bethencourt,  Marimba 
6:30  CBS:  Skyline  Roof,  Gordon  MacRae 

6:45  ABC:  Cal  Tinney 
7:00  ABC:  Headline  Edition 
7:00  CBS;  Lanny  Ross  Show 
7:00  NBC;  Chesterfield  Supper  Club 

7:15  CBS;  Jack  Smith 7:15  MBS:  The  Korn  Kobblers 
7:30  CBS;  Adventures  of  Ellery  Queen 
7:30  ABC;  The  Lone  Ranger 
8:00  CBS;  Jack  Carson  Show 

8:00  ABC;  Lum  'n' Abner 8:00  MBS;  What's  the  Name  of  That Song? 

8:00  NBC;  Mr.  and  Mrs.  North 
8:30  CBS:  Dr.  Christian 
8:30  MBS;  Fresh  Up  Show 
8:30  ABC:  Fishing  and  Hunting  Club 
8:30  NBC:  Hildegarde 
8:55  CBS;  Bill  Henry 
9:00  CBS;  Frank  Sinatra  Show 
9:00  NBC;  Eddie  Cantor 
9:15  MBS;  Real  Stories 
9:30  CBS:  Bob  Crosby  Show 
9:30  ABC:  So  You  Want  to  Lead  a  Band? 
9:30  MBS:  Spotlight  Bands 
9:30  NBC;  Mr.  District  Attorney 
9:55  ABC;  Coronet  Front  Page  News 

10:00  CBS:  Great  Moments  In  Music 
10:00  NBC:  Kay  Kyser 
10:00  ABC:  Sports  Review 
10:00  MBS:  Endorsed  by  Dorsey 
10:30  CBS;  David  Rose  Orchestra 
10:30  MBS;  Bill  McCune's  Orchestra 10:30  ABC:  Fantasy  in  Melody J 
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7:55 
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8:00 
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8:30 

8:55 
9:00 
9:00 

9:00 

9:30 

ABC:     Brealtlast  Club 
NBC:    Honeymoon  in  New  York 
CBS:     Arthur  Godfrey 
MBS:    Shady  Valley  Folks 
NBC:    Daytime  Classics 
CBS:     Valiant  Lady 
ABC:     My  True  Story 
NBC:    Lone  Journey 
MBS:    Once  Over  Lightly 
NBC:    Lora  Lawton 
CBS:      Light  of  the  World 
MBS:    Faith  in  Our  Time 
NBC:    Road  of  Life 
CBS:      Evelyn  Winters 
MBS:    Married  for  Life 

CBS:      Bachelor's  Children 
ABC:    The  Listening  Post 
NBC:    Joyce  Jordan 
MBS:    Fun  With  Music 

CBS:     Arthur  Godfrey 
ABC:     Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast 
NBC:    Fred  Waring  Show 

15  MBS:    Elsa  Maxwell's  Party  Line 
30  ABC:     Gilbert  Martyn 
30  NBC:    Barry  Cameron 
30  MBS:    Take  It  Easy  Time 
30  CBS:     Time  to  Remember 

45  CBS:     Aunt  Jenny's  Stories 
45  ABC;     Ted  Malone 
45  NBC:    David  Harum 
45  MBS:    Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
00  ABC:     Glamour  Manor 
00  CBS:      Kate  Smith  Speaks 
15  CBS:     Big  Sister 
15  MBS:    Morton  Downey 
30  CBS:     Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
30  ABC:     Club  Matinee 
30  MBS:    Richard  Maxwell,  Hymns 
45  CBS:     Our  Gal  Sunday 
45  NBC:    Maggi's  Private  Wire 
45  MBS:    Judy  Lang 
00  CBS:      Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
15  CBS:      Ma  Perkins 
15  MBS:    Luncheon  with  Lopez 
30  CBS:     Young  Dr.  Malone 
45  ABC:     Our  Singing  Land 
45  MBS:    John  J.  Anthony 
45  CBS:     Road  of  Life 
00  NBC:    The  Guiding  Light 
00  CBS:     The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
15  ABC:     Ethel  and  Albert 
15  NBC:    Today's  Children 
15  CBS:     Perry  Mason 
15  MBS:    Smile  Time 
30  CBS:     Rosemary 
30  ABC:     Bride  and  Groom 
30  NBC:    Woman  in  White 
30  MBS:    Queen  for  a  Day 
45  CBS:     Tena  &  Tim 
45  NBC:    Masquerade 
00  ABC:     Al  Pearce  Show 
00  NBC:    A  Woman  of  America 
00  MBS:    True  Confessions 
00  CBS:     You're  in  the  Act 
15  NBC:    Ma  Perkins 

30  NBC:    Pepper  Young's  Family 
30  ABC:     Ladies,  Be  Seated 
30  MBS;    Remember? 
30  CBS:     Cinderella.  Inc. 
45  NBC;    Right  to  Happiness 
00  ABC:    Jack  Berch 
00  CBS;     House  Party 
00  NBC:    Backstage  Wife 
00  MBS;    Erskine  Johnson  in  Hollywood 
15  NBC;    Stella  Dallas 
15  MBS;    Johnson  Family 
15  ABC:     Allen  Prescott 
30  CBS;     Sing  Along  Club 
30  MBS:    Mutual  Melody  Hour 
30  NBC;    Lorenzo  Jones 
45  ABC:     Hop  Harrigan 
45  NBC:    Young  Widder  Brown 
00  ABC;    Terry  and  the  Pirates 
00  NBC:    When  a  Girl  Marries 
00  MBS;    Here's  How  with   Peter  Howe 
15  NBC;    Portia  Faces  Life 
IS  ABC:     Dick  Tracy 
15  MBS;    Superman 
30  CBS:     Cimarron  Tavern 
30  ABC:    Jack  Armstrong 
30  MBS:    Captain  Midnight 
30  NBC;    Just  Plain  Bill 
45  ABC:    Tennessee  Jed 
45  NBC;    Front  Page  Farreli 
45  CBS:     Sparrow  and  the  Hawk 
45  MBS:    Tom  Mix 
IS  CBS;     Waitin'  For  Clayton 15  NBC:    Serenade  to  America 
30  CBS;     Skyline  Roof 
30  NBC:    Clem  McCarthy 
45  ABC;     Cal  TInney 
00  NBC:    Chesterfield  Supper  Club 
00  CBS:     Lanny  Ross  Show 
15  CBS;     Jack  Smith 
15  MBS;    Korn  Koblers 
30  CBS;      Mr.  Keen 
30  ABC:    Professor  Quiz 
30  NBC:    Bob  Burns 
00  NBC;    Burns  and  Allen 
00  ABC:    Lum 'n' Abner 
00  CBS:     Suspense 
00  MBS:    Elaine  Carrington  Playhouse 
30  CBS;     FBI  in  Peace  and  War 
30  ABC;    America's  Town  Meeting 
30  NBC:    Dinah  Shore's  Open  House 
30  MBS:    Rogue's  Gallery 
55  CBS;     Bill  Henry 
00  CBS:     Andre  Kestelanetz 
00  MBS;    Gabriel  Heatter 
00  NBC:    Kraft  Music  Hall 
15  MBS;    Real  Stories 
30  ABC:    Detect  and  Collect 
30  CBS;      Hobby  Lobby 
30  MBS:    Treasure  Hour  of  Song 
30  NBC:    Jack  Haley  with  Eve  Arden 
55  ABC:    Coronet  Front  Page  News 
00  CBS:     Island  Venture 
00  ABC;     Curtain  Time,  drama 
00  MBS:    You  Make  the  News 
00  NBC:    Abbott  and  Costello 
30  ABC:     Here's  Morgan 
30  NBC:    Rudy  Vallee 

30  MBS:     L.       — 

ALWAYS     IN     A     HURRY... 

Lovely  Patti  Clayton,  of  the  delicate  face 
and  the  gray  eyes  and  the  fresh,  natural 
voice,  is  going  places  very  fast  these  days. 
She's  the  star  of  Waitin'  For  Clayton  (CBS, 
Monday  through  Friday,  6:15  p.m.,  EDT) 
and  featured  singer  on  the  Arthur  Godfrey 
show  (CBS,  Monday  through  Friday  at 
9: 15  A.M,  EDT) . 

Patti  was  never  very  strong  as  a  child 
and  so  her  interests  tended  toward  the  less 
athletic  activities,  mainly  toward  music.  At 
one  time  her  biggest  ambition  was  to  play 
the  piano  and  led  to  her  changing  from  one 
high  school  in  Detroit  to  Cass  Technical 
High,  because  of  the  good  music  courses 
there.  She  promptly  joined  the  Harp  and 
Vocal  Group  at  Cass  and  with  the  Group 

she  performed  at  hundreds  of  teas  and  so- 
cial events  in  and  around  Detroit.  Patti 

was  given  quite  a  few  solos  to  sing  with 
the  group — a  lucky  thing,  because  it  was 
through  this  that  she  won  her  first  profes- 

sional engagement.  At  one  of  the  Harp 
and  Vocal  teas,  when  Patti  was  fifteen, 
she  was  invited  to  sing  with  a  band  which 

had  grown  out  of  Cass  Tech  trained  musi- 
cians and  was  playing  a  date  the  next  Satur- 

day night.  Patti  was  a  huge  success  with 
the  band — she  knew  all  of  three  numbers 
by  heart — and  she  earned  three  dollars  for 
her  night's  work.  But  that  three  dollars 
made  her  a  professional. 

There  were  more  of  those  dates  and  then 
Patti  was  invited  to  replace  one  of  the 
Three  Graces.  She  thought  it  was  a  gag 

and  paid  no  attention,  until  she  got  a  tele- 
gram asking  her  to  fly  to  Chicago  in  time 

for  an  audition.  This  all  happened  in  such 

a  hurry  that  Patti  didn't  even  have  time  to 
be  frightened.  Patti  was  with  the  Three 
Graces,  broadcasting  mostly  from  Chicago, 
for  three  years.  She  also  did  solo  work 
and  appeared  on  shows  like  the  Alka  Seltzer 
Barn  Dance  and  the  Carnation  Show.  Just 
to  make  her  day  nice  and  full,  while  all 
this  was  going  on  she  sang  at  the  Balinese 
Room  for  a  year  and  a  half. 

That  routine  got  a  little  heavy  for  Patti. 

She  needed — and  we'd  say  deserved — a  va- 
cation and  Percy  Faith  put  a  bee  in  her 

bonnet  about  coming  to  New  York.  With 

Percy's  help,  Patti  auditioned  for  the  sing- 
ing feature  spot  in  the  summer  replacement 

show  for  Kostelanetz.  Patti  got  the  job — 
and  a  host  of  other  spots  on  all  the  major 
networks.  That  was  in  1944.  In  1945, 

Arthur  Godfrey  'sat  his  way  through  hun- 
dreds of  recordings  made  by  hopeful  sing- 

ers— vmtil  he  heard  Patti's  record.  Getting 
the  job  with  the  Godfrey  show  was  a  break 
aU  around  for  Patti,  because  it  was  through 

this  job  that  she  met  her  producer-director 
husband,  Ace  Ochs.  A  little  less  than  a 

year  after  her  Godfrey  "break,"  Patti  was 
launched  on  her  own  program.  Waitin' 
For  Clayton  started  out  as  a  twice-a- 
we'^'-pr,  hut  was  quickly  turned  into  a  five- 
tini£.^-week  show  because  of  the  big  re 
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Eastern  Daylight  Time 

9:00  ABC:     Breakfast  Club 
9:00  NBC:    Honeymoon  In  New  York 
9:15  CBS:     Arthur  Godfrey 
9:15  MBS:    Shady  Valley  Folks 
9:30  NBC:    Daytime  Classics 

10:00  CBS:     Valiant  Lady 
10:00  ABC:     My  True  Story 
10:00  NBC:    Lone  Journey 
10:00  MBS:    Once  Over  Lightly 
10:15  NBC;    Lora  Lawton 
10:15  CBS:      Light  of  the  World 
10:15  MBS;    Faith  in  Our  Time 

10:30  CBS:      Evelyn  Winters 
10:30  ABC:     Betty  Crocker 
10:30  NBC;    Road  of  Life 
10:30  MBS:    Married  for  Life 

10:45  CBS:      Bachelor's  Children 
10:45  NBC;    Joyce  Jordan 
10:45  ABC:     The  Listening  Post 
10:45  MBS:    Fun  With  Music 

11:00  ABC:    Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast 
11:00  CBS:     Arthur  Godfrey 
11:00  NBC;    Fred  Waring  Show 

11:15  MBS:    Elsa  Maxwell's  Party  Line 
11:30  ABC:     Gilbert  Martyn 
11:30  CBS:     Time  to  Remember 
11:30  NBC:    Barry  Cameron 
11:30  MBS:    Take  It  Easy  Time 

11:45  CBS:     Aunt  Jenny's  Stories 11:45  ABC:     Ted  Malone 
11:45  NBC:    David  Harum 
11:45  MBS:    Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
12:00  ABC:     Glamour  Manor 
12:00  CBS:      Kate  Smith  Speaks 

12:15  CBS:      Big  Sister 
12:15  MBS:    Morton  Downey 

12:30  CBS;     Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
12:30  ABC;     Club  Matinee 
12:30  MBS;    Richard  Maxwell.  Hymns 

12:45  NBC:    Maggi's  Private  Wire 12:45  CBS;     Our  Gal  Sunday 
12:45  MBS;    Judy  Lang 
1:00  CBS:      Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
1:15  CBS:      Ma  Perkins 
1:30  MBS:    Luncheon  with  Lopez 
1:30  CBS;      Young  Dr.  Malone 
1:45  ABC:     Our  Singing  Land 
1:45  CBS;      Road  of  Life 
1:45  MBS:    John  J.  Anthony 
2:00  NBC:    The  Guiding  Light 
2:00  ABC;    John  B.  Kennedy,  news 
2:00  CBS:     The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
2:15  NBC:    Today's  Children 2:15  ABC:     Ethel  and  Albert 
2:15  CBS:     Perry  Mason 
2:15  MBS;    Smile  Time 
2:30  CBS;     Rosemary 
2:30  ABC:     Bride  and  Groom 
2:30  NBC:    Woman  in  White 
2:30  MBS:    Queen  for  a  Day 
2:45  CBS;     Tena  &  Tim 
2:45  NBC:    Masquerade 
3:00  ABC:     Al  Pearce  Show 
3:00  NBC:    A  Woman  of  America 
3:00  MBS;    True  Confessions 
3:15  NBC:    Ma  Perkins 
3:30  CBS:     Cinderella,  Inc. 
3:30  ABC;     Ladies,  Be  Seated 
3:30  NBC:    Pepper  Young's  Family 3:30  MBS;    Remember? 
3:45  NBC:    Right  to  Happiness 
4:00  ABC:     Jack  Berch 
4:00  CBS;      House  Party 
4:00  MBS:    Erskine  Johnson 
4:00  NBC:    Backstage  Wife 
4:15  MBS:    Johnson  Family 
4:15  ABC;    Allen  Prescott 
4:15  NBC:    Stella  Dallas 
4:30  CBS:     Sing  Along  Club 
4:30  NBC:    Lorenzo  Jones 
4:30  MBS:    Mutual  Melody  Hour 
4:45  ABC:     Hop  Harrigan 
4:45  NBC;    Young  Widder  Brown 
5:00  ABC:    Terry  and  the  Pirates 
5:00  NBC;    When  a  Girl  Marries 
5:00  MBS:    Here's  How  with  Peter  How« 
5:15  NBC;    Portia  Faces  Life 
5:15  ABC:     Dick  Tracy 
5:15  MBS:    Superman 
5:30  CBS:     Cimarron  Tavern 
5:30  MBS:    Captain  Midnight 
5:30  ABC:     Jack  Armstrong 
5:30  NBC:    Just  Pl»;n  Bill 
5:45  NBC:    Front  P^e  Farreli 
5:45  CBS:     Sparrow  and  the  Hawk 
5:45  ABC:     Tennessee  Jed 
5:45  MBS:    Tom  Mix 
6:00  ABC:     Kiernan's  News  Corner 
6:15  CBS:     Waitin'  For  Clayton 
6:30  CBS:     Skyline  Roof,  Gordon  MacRas 
6:40  NBC:    Clem  McCarthy     . 
6:45  ABC:     Cal  Tinney 
7:00  CBS:      Lanny  Ross  Show 
7:00  NBC;    Chesterfield  Supper  Club 
7:15  CBS:     Jack  Smith 
7:15  MBS;    Korn  Kobblers 
7:30  CBS;     Ginny  SImms  Show 
7:30  ABC;    The  Lone  Ranger 
8:00  CBS:     The  Aldrich  Family 
8:00  NBC;    Highways  in  Melody 

Paul  Lavaila 
8:00  MBS;    Passport  to  Romance 
8:00  ABC:     Woody  Herman  Show 
8:30  ABC;    This  Is  Your  FBI 

8:30  NBC:    Dully's  Tavern 8:30  CBS:      Kate  Smith  Sings 
8:30  MBS;    So  You  Think  You  Know Music 

8:55  CBS:     Bill  Henry 
9:00  ABC;    Alan  Young  Shew 
9:00  NBC:    People  Are  Funny 
9:15  MBS:    Real  Stories 

9:30  ABC:     The -Sheriff 9:30  CBS:      Durante  &  Moore 
9:30  MBS:    Spotlight  Bands 
9:30  NBC;    Waltz  Time 
9:55  ABC:     Coronet  Front  Page  News 

10:00  ABC;     Boxing  Bouts 
10:00  MBS:    Your  Land  and  Mine 
10:00  NBC:    Motle  Mystery  Theater 
10:00  CBS:      Danny  Kaye  Show 
10:15  MBS:    Take  These  Notes 
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Eastern  Daylight  Time 

8:15  CBS:     Phil  Cook 
8:15  NBC:    Richard  Leibert,  Organist 

CBS: 
ABC: 

CBS: 
ABC: 

NBC: 
CBS: 

CBS: 
NBC: 

Missus  Goes  A-Shopping 
Musical  Novelty  Group 

Margaret  Arlen 

Wake  Up  and  Smile 

Home  Is  What  You  Make  It 
The  Garden  Gate 

Carolina  Calling 
Fashions  in  Melody 

NBC:    A  Miss  and  a  Male 
ABC: 
CBS: 
MBS: 
NBC: 

Galen  Drake 
Give  and  Take 
Albert  Warner 
Eileen  Barton  Show 

ABC:  Club  Time 

MBS:  Rainbow  House 
CBS:  Mary  Lee  Taylor 
NBC:  Adventures  of  Archie  Andrews 
ABC:  Teen  Town 

MBS:  Southern  Harmonizers 

ABC: 
NBC: Harry  Kogen's  Orchestra Teentimers  Club 

CBS:     Let's  Pretend 
ABC:     Bible  Message 

Land  of  the  Lost MBS: 
ABC: 
CBS: 
NBC: 

Betty  Moore 
Billie  Burke  Show 
Smiling  Ed  McConnell 

ABC:     Note  From  a  Diary 

CBS: MBS: 
Theater  of  Today 
House  of  Mystery 

NBC:    Consumer  Time 

CBS:  Stars  Over  Hollywood 
ABC:  American  Farmer 
NBC:  Music  for  Saturday 
MBS:  Snow  Village  Sketches 
NBC:    National  Farm  &  Home  Hour 
CBS:     Grand  Central  Station 
ABC:     To  Live  in  Peace 
MBS:    Opry  House  Matinee 

ABC:     Hank  D'Anico's  Orchestra 
CBS:     County  Fair        , 
NBC:    The  Veteran's  Aid 
NBC:    Edward  Tomlinson 

ABC: 
NBC: 

CBS: MBS: 

NBC: 
MBS: 
ABC: 
NBC: 
ABC: 

MBS: 
CBS: 
NBC: 
ABC: 

ABC: 

CBS: 
ABC: 

MBS: 
MBS: 

MBS: 
NBC: 
ABC: 
NBC: 
MBS: 

NBC: 
MBS: 

ABC: 
NBC: 

Chicago  Seranade 
Your  Host  is  Buffalo 

Adventures  in  Science 
Don  McGrove's  Orchestra 
The  Baxters 
U.  S.  Marine  Band 
Hill  Toppers 

Stories  by  Olmstead 
Melodies  to  Remember 

Sinfonietta 
Assignment  Home 
Orchestras  of  the  Nation 
Piano  Playhouse 

Roundup  Time 
Cross  Section  AFL 

Roundup  Time 

Duke  Ellington 
Tex  Fletcher's  Orchestra 

George  Berry's  Orchestra Doctors  at  Home 

Saturday  Concert 
Phone  Again  Finnegan 
Sports  Parade 
John  W.  Vandercook 
Gray  Gordon's  Orchestra 
Charles  Jordan 
Tin  Pan  Alley  of  the  Air 
American  Portrait 

Harry  Wismer,  Sports 
Los  Angeles  Symphonic  Band 
American  Portrait 

Labor,  U.  S.  A. 
Religion  in  the  News 

Our  Foreign  Policy 
Hawaii  Calls 
Voice  of  Business 
Academy  Award 

ABC: 
MBS: 
CBS: 

ABC: 
NBC: 

JSIBC: MBS: 
ABC: 
CBS: 

ABC:     Correspondents  Abroad 
ABC:     Green  Hornet 
NBC:    Jimmy  Edmondson 
CBS:     Tony  Martin 

MBS:    I  Was  a  Convict 

CBS:  The  Dick  Haymes  Show 
MBS:  20  Questions 
NBC:  Life  of  Riley 
ABC:  Dick  Tracy 

ABC:  Famous  Jury  Trials 
CBS:  Mayor  of  the  Town 
MBS:  Harry  Savoy  Show 
NBC:  Truth  or  Consequences 

CBS:     Ned  Calmer 

MBS: 
CBS: 
NBC: 
ABC: 

NBC: 
MBS: 
ABC: 

MBS: 
NBC: 

Leave  It  to  the  Girls 
Your  Hit  Parade 
National  Barn  Dance 
Gang  Busters 
Can  You  Top  This? 
Jonathan  Trimble,  Esq. 
Boston  Pops  Orchestra 

Saturday  Night  Serenade 
Theater  of  the  Air 
Judy  Canova 

Celebrity  Club 
Grand  Ole  Opry 

A  Day  to  Remember 
(Continued  from  page  23) 

boys  are  coming  home,  and  what  kind 
of  country  they'll  find  when  they  do  get 
here.  And  you  must  admit  they  have 
grounds,  Father  Barker.  With  misery 
and  starvation  all  over  the  world,  and 
uncertainty  and  unrest  even  in  this 

country — " 
"There's  always  that  after  a  war, 

Prue.  There's  always  a  period  of  ad- 
justment, when  people  begin  to  fuss 

about  things  they  didn't  even  notice 
when  the  fighting  was  on.  You  were 
pretty  young  at  the  time  of  the  last  war, 
but  you  remember  something  of  what 
it  was  like,  and  you  should  have  heard 
the  talk  after  the  Spanish-American — 
Why,  you'd  have  thought  the  end  of 
the  world  was  at  hand!" 
"You  can't  blame  them  sometimes," 

said  Prudence,  thinking  of  Sylvia. 
"There  are  times  when  everything 

presses  in  upon  you,  and  there's  no 
chance  of  things  coming  right — " 

"IVTONSENSE!  Hope  does  it,  and  faith. 
-1-^  They're  everything.  I'm  surprised, 

Prue — you've  never  been  lacking  in 
them  yourself.  Why,  without  faith  and 

without  hope,  we  wouldn't  be  here.  The 
town  wouldn't  be  here,  the  country 
wouldn't  be  here.  Now  I'm  going  to 
sleep.  Tell  Tommy  I'll  see  him  at  break- 

fast." 

Thoughtfully,  Prudence  went  down 
the  hall  to  her  own  room.  What 
Gramps  had  said  was  true:  she  had 
never  been  lacking  in  laith — nor  in 
hope,  either,  until  recently.  Until 
Walter.  .  .  .  What  was  the  phrase  that 
had  occurred  so  often  in  her  great- 
grandmother's  diary — something  about 
faith  taking  up  where  hope  left  off?  It 
seemed  suddenly  important  to  find  it. 

She  took  the  diary  from  its  place  in 
the  drawer  of  her  desk,  settled  herself 
comfortably  in  the  slipper  chair  be- 

side the  window — and  rose  again,  con- 
science-stricken. She  had  forgotten 

Tommy;  she  had  promised  him —  Al- 
most immediately  she  was  reassured  by 

the  slam  of  the  kitchen  door,  and  she 
looked  out  the  window  to  see  Tommy 
round  the  corner  of  the  house,  race 
down  the  street  to  join  the  other  boys. 
She  smiled,  telling  herself  that  she 

might  have  known  that  Tommy  hadn't wanted  her  to  help  with  his  cannon.  It 

wasn't  the  assembling  of  the  cannon 
that  was  half  so  important  as  the  fun 
of  doing  it  with  Gramps. 

She  sat  down  again,  began  to  tiirn  the 
crowded  yellowed  pages.  History  was 
written  here,  told  in  the  simple  terms 
of  every-day  living,  by  a  woman  who 
had  been  first  of  all  a  wife  and  a 
mother.  Prudence  doubted  that  her 
great-grandmother  had  thought  of  her- 

self as  a  public  figure,  as  a  career 
woman.  In  bringing  the  Dane  caravan 
westward  to  the  site  that  was  to  become 
Danesville,  in  building  her  home  and 
founding  the  Danesville  Courier,  she 
was  simply  carrying  out  the  plans  that 
her  husband  had  made  before  he  died. 

Faith  and  hope — it  was  here  some- 
where .  .  .  And  then  a  date  leaped 

out  at  her.  "July  4th,  1866."  '  Why, that  was  another  Fourth  of  July! 
Eighty  years  ago.  .  .  . 

Prudence  began  to  read,  idly  at  first, 
then   with   concentrated   attention. 

July  4th,  1866 
I  am  very  tired  tonight.  Perhaps  I 

should  not  try  to  write  at  all,  but  I 
feel  that  this  day  should  be  marked  in 
some  way,  if  only  in  these  pages^t  is 
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ville — the  first  Independence  Day  we 
have  spent  in  any  sort  of  town  since 
we  left  our  home  back  East. 

Of  course,  Danesville  can  hardly  be 
called  a  town,  not  while  it  is  only  a 
trading  post  and  a  few  rough  cabins, 
including  my  own,  and  a  few  stakes 
riven  to  mark  the  streets  and  the 
homesites  that  are  to  be.  I  wonder  now, 
if  we. had  known  last  fall,  when  we 
first  stopped  here,  what  our  position 
would  be  this  summer,  would  we  have 
had  the  courage  to  stay?  And  I  won- 

der, too,  if  we  should  have  urged — 
even  insisted — that  the  other  half  of 
our  caravan  remain  with  us  instead  of 
going  on  to  Oregon.  Some  of  them 
could  have  been  persuaded,  I  think, 
and  because  those  of  us  who  wanted 
to  stay  were  in  the  majority,  even 
though  it  was  a  very  small  majority, 
we  would  have  been  within  our  rights 
to  refuse  to  give  them  supplies  for  their 
journey  out  of  the  common  store.  And 

yet,  I  still  feel  that  God's  will — and John's — was  done  when  we  let  them 
go.  If  we  had  tried  to  force  them  to 
stay,  we  would  have  been  denying  one 
of  the  precepts  upon  which  this  coun- 

try was  founded — ^the  belief  in  man's right  to  exercise  his  own  free  will. 
For  lack  of  hands  and  supplies,  our 

present  situation  is  precarious  in  the 
extreme.  We  can  get  along  nicely  so 
long  as  fortune  is  with  us,  but  it  would 
take  very  little  in  the  way  of  bad  luck 
to  ruin  us.  We  have  known  it  all  along, 
but  the  fact  was  driven  home  to  us 
today,  when  for  a  little  while  it  looked 
as  though  Danesville's  first  Indepen dence  Day  would  also  be  its  last. 
We  had  planned  a  parade  for  the 

afternoon.  The  children  were  to  march 
with  the  flag  down  the  wagon  track 
between  the  smithy  and  the  trading 
post  that  we  call  Main  Street,  and  the 
grown-ups  were  to  line  up  on  either 
side  and  cheer.  Not  much  of  a  parade, 
with  a  fiddle  and  guitar  subtituting  for 
a  fife-and-drum  corps,  but  we  wanted 
something  to  remind  the  children  of 
the  Fourth  and  all  it  means.  We  wanted 
it  for  ourselves,  too,  as  a  kind  of  link 
between  the  Independence  Days  we 
knew  at  home  and  the  grander  ones 
we  will  have  here  when  Danesville  is 
a  real  town. 

l^VERYONE  stopped  work  at  noon, 
•■-'  and  we  had  our  midday  meal.  We 
were  all  outside,  waiting  for  the  parade 
to  begin,  when  the  sky  darkened  and 
the  wind  rose.  We  looked  up,  not  alto- 

gether disappointed,  because  the  last 
two  weeks  had  been  hot  and  dry,  and 
we  needed  rain,  and  we  laughed  as  the 
first  scattered  drops  fell  and  someone 

drawled,  "Well,  now — didn't  it  always 
rain  on  the  Fourth  of  July?" Then  there  was  something  else — a 
spattering  of  little  hard  white  pellets 
that  froze  the  very  hearts  in  our 
breasts.  Hail.  No  one  moved.  No  one 
thought  to  break  for  shelter — not  even 
the  children.  The  littlest  of  them  knew 
the   ruin  hail  meant. 
And  then  the  hail  stopped,  as  unex- 

pectedly as  it  had  begun.  The  rain 
began  to  fall  gently,  steadily,  and  the 
brief,  freak  hailstorm  was  over.  We 
were  safe.  A  woman — Mary  Leavitt — 
said  shakily,  "Shall — shall  we  pray?" We  looked  at  her,  and  then  grizzled, 
rough-spoken  old  Tom  Hatfield  ex- 

claimed hoarsely,  "I  been  prayin'.  I'm 

prayed  out." 

iUiiiiillliiiiiil" 
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HOSPITAL  STAFF  ASSISTANT— Early  in  the 
war  Joy  volunteered  as  Hospital  Staff  Assistant. 

"It's  desk  work  that  is  very,  very  human"  she 
says.  Hospitals  still  are  in  desperate  need  of 
volunteers.  Go  to  your  local  hospital  and  help. 

SHE    USES    POND'S! 

Her  beauty  is  gold  and  rose — aristocratic  as  an  exquisite  Venetian  painting. 

Her  ring,  seven  diamonds 
set  in  platinum 

WHEN  she  was  just  a  little  girl, 
Joy  Thomas  used  to  watch 

Jackie  Dale  play  tennis,  and  ardently 
admired  his  skill. 

Now,  she's  a  tall,  slim,  golden  girl 
happily  wearing  his  beautiful  ring. 

Another  Pond's  engaged  girl  with  the 
soft-smooth  witchery  of  an  especially 
lovely  complexion. 

"I'm  ever  so  keen  about  Pond's 
Cold  Cream  to  keep  my  face  looking 
nice  and  feeling  soft  and  smooth  to 

touch,"  Joy  says.  "Pond's  is  really  a 

grand  cream.'- 

Joy  uses  Pond's  Cold  Cream  like 
this:  Smooths  the  silky,  white  cream 

DAUGHTER   OF   MR.  AND    MRS.  DAVID    THOMAS   11,  CHESTNUT    HILL,  PA., 

ENGAGED    TO    JOHN    A.  H.  DALE 

— and  pats  well  to  soften  and  release 
dirt  and  make-up.  Tissues  off. 

Rinses  with  another  Pond's  cream- 
ing, circling  cream-coated  fingers 

around  her  face  in  little  spirals.  Tis- 

sues again.  "It  makes  my  face  feel 
extra  clean,  extra  soft,"  she  says. 

Pond's  your  face  her  twice-over 
way — in  the  morning  when  you  get 

up,  and  again  at  bedtime.  Use  Pond's 
Cold  Cream  for  daytime  freshen-ups, 

too.  It's  no  accident  so  many  more 
women  use  Pond's  than  any  other 
face  cream  at  any  price. Ask  for  a  hig  luxury  size  jar  of  Pond's  today. 



OF  COURSE  YOU  CAN... 

GO  IIS  SWIMMING... 

liVITH  TAMPAX! 

WHY  ENVY  OTHERS  at  that  Certain  time 

of  the  month  ?  You  can  wear  Tampax 
in  the  water  on  sanitary-protection  days 
and  no  one  will  be  the  wiser!  This 

summer  at  any  popular  beach,  you  are 
almost  sure  to  find  many  women  who  go 

in  swimming  on  "those  days" — wearing 
Tampax  without  any  hesitation  what- 

ever. . . .  There  is  nothing  about  Tampax 
in  the  slightest  degree  embarrassing  (or 
oflfending)  under  bathing  suits  wet  or  dry. 

WORN  INTERNALLY,  Tampax  discards 

belts,  pins,  outside  pads  —  everything 

that  can  possibly  "show."  Perfected  by  a 
doctor,  Tampax  is  made  of  highly  absorb- 

ent cotton  compressed  in  modern  appli- 
cators for  dainty  insertion.  The  hands 

need  never  touch  the  Tampax.  No  odpr 
forms.  There  is  no  chafing  with  Tampax. 
Changing  is  quick  and  disposal  easy. 
COMES  IN  3  SIZES  (Regular,  Super, 
Junior).  Sold  at  drug  stores  and  notion 

counters  in  every  part  of  the  country — 
because  millions  of  women  are  now  us- 

ing this  newer  type  of  monthly  sanitary 

protection.  A  whole  month's  supply  will 
go  into  your  purse.  The  Economy  Box 

holds  four  months'  supply  (average). 
Tampax  Incorporated,  Palmer,  Mass. 
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{Continued  from  page  54)  what  he 
meant,  and  we  all  felt  exactly  as  he 
did.  We'd  been  praying,  too,  with 
everything  that  was  in  us,  and  we  were 
now  so  deeply  thankful  that  no  words 
could  have  expressed  our  gratitude. 

The  rain  stopped  around  six,  but  our 
parade  was  spoiled,  and  so  was  the 
dancing  we'd  planned  for  tonight — the ground  was  too  soft  and  wet.  We  did 
barbecue  the  game  the  Piutes  had 
brought  us — our  Indian  neighbors  have 
been  more  Christian  than  many  a  man 
who  goes  to  church  on  Sundays — but  it 
was  a  quiet  celebration,  with  little  of 
jokes  and  laughter.  We  had  been 
brought  close  to  the  edge  of  things  that 
afternoon,  and  we  were  thinking  how 
little  it  would  take  to  finish  us.  A  poor 
crop,  the  failure  of  a  wagon  train  to 
come  through  .  .  .  the  one  caravan  that 
had  come  by  this  spring  had  brought 

so  little  of  the  supplies  we  needed.  "The 
war,"  they'd  explained.  "Nothing's  been 
like  it  used  to  be,  since  the  war.  Can't get  anything  nowadays,  and  everything 

is  sky-high." I  sm.  still  shaky  as  I  write  this.  Never 
has  John's  dream  of  a  town  seemed  so 
far  from  being  realized.  All  I  can  think 
to  myself,  over  and  over  again,  is  that 
it  must  be  realized,  some  way,  in  spite 
of  everything,  that  we  m,ust  survive, 
that  our  children  must  be  safe  and 
well-fed  and  sheltered. 

This  is  all.  I  am  tired,  and  I  will  be 
up  early  in  the  morning.  The  yellow 
currants  are  ready  for  canning.  .  .  . 

A  CLOCK  chimed  deep  in  the  silent 
•^  house.  Prudence  put  ihe  diary  back 
in  the  desk  and  began  to  dress.  She 
went  downstairs,  set  about  mixing  the 
upside-down  cake,  preparing  breakfast, 
with  her  mind  less  on  the  tasks  at  hand 
than  on  the  yellowed  pages  she  had 

just  read. 
Why  hadn't  she  seen  them  before, 

she  wondered — and  if  she  had  seen 

them,  why  hadn't  she  remembered them?  It  was  one  of  the  most  troubled 
passages  she  had  found  in  the  diary — 
an  almost  despairing  passage;  it  was 
hard  to  believe  that  the  high-hearted, 
indomitable  woman  who  had  been  the 
first  Prudence  Dane  had  written  it. 
And  yet,  having  read  it,  she  felt  close 
to  the  other  Prudence  as  never  before. 
The  first  Prudence  had  lived  in  a  coun- 

try only  recently  unsettled  by  war; 
she  had  been  faced  with  the  same  prob- 

lems— ^the  support  of  her  children,  the 
building  of  the  life  she  wanted  for  her 
community  and  for  herself.  She  had 

gone  on — "canning  her  currants,"  Pru- 

dence recalled  with  a  little  smile — 
when  she  had  little  but  her  own  staunch 
spirit  to  carry  her.  And  she  had  won 
out.  The  proof  of  it  was  all  aroimd, 
solidly  expressed  in  the  brick  and  mor- 

tar of  the  thriving  city  that  was  Danes- 
ville  today.  Gramps  was  right.  Pru- 

dence thought,  about  hope  and 
faith  .  .  .  when  you  had  them,  you  had 
almost  everything. 

"Oh,  Walter,"  she  whispered.  And 
then,  "I  am  ashamed — "  Because  that 
must  be  part  of  her  faith,  too — her  love 
for  Walter,  his  love  for  her.  They  had 
already  gained  so  much  by  just  know- 

ing each  other,  working  together  .  .  . 
how  could  she  have  thought,  even  for 
a  moment,  that  only  misery  would  come 
of  it?  Perhaps  they  could  never  be  to- 

gether as  they  were  in  her  dreams,  but 
they  could  hope  for  it,  work  toward  it. 
And  even  if  they  could  never  be  wholly 

each  other's,  they  still  shared  some- thing fine  and  strong  and  lasting  that 
would  make — had  already  made — their 
lives  better  and  richer  than  ever  be- 

fore. There  was  something  to  be  said 
for  being  able  to  extract  good  out  of  a 
situation  that  didn't  seem  to  offer  any! 

ITER  household  was  waking  up.  She 
•■-'■  heard  Gramps  whistling  upstairs; 
Sylvia  came  into  the  kitchen  just  as 
Prudence  was  opening  the  oven  door 
to  look  at  the  cake.  She  sniffed  ap- 

preciatively, came  over  to  kiss  Pru- 
dence. "Good  morning.  Moms.  My, 

that  smells   wonderful!" 
Prudence  laughed.  "You  must  be 

feeling  better." "I  am."  She  began  to  count  out 

oranges  for  juice.  "I'm  sorry  I  was  such 
a  dreary-puss.  I  don't  know  what  got 

into  me — " 

"Well,  I  guess  we  all  sometimes — " She  stopped  as  Gramps  appeared  in  the 
doorway,  Linda  at  his  side.  Under  one 
arm  he  carried  the  box  that  held  Tom- 

my's cannon.  "We're  all  set,"  he  an- 
nounced.     "Where's   Tommy?" They  looked  all  set,  the  old  man  and 

the  little  girl.  Their  faces  shone  a  little 
from  soap  and  water,  and  they  both 
wore  the  same  expression — the  bright, 
intent  look  of  a  child  bent  upon  play. 
"Down  the  street,"  Prudence  an- 

swered. "In  front  of  the  Sieverson's,  I 
think.  Linda,  honey,  don't  you  think  a 
sweater  would  be  a  good  idea?  It's 

still  so  chilly  out." Linda  shook  her  shining  head.  "Oh, 
no.  Moms.  The  sun  is  warm.  It's  really 

morning  now,  isn't  it?" Prudence  stooped  to  hug  her.  "It's 
really  morning,"  she  agreed  happily. 

^W., -That's  what  women  say 
about  the  real -life  dramas  featured  on... 
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MY  TRUE  STORY 
The  High-Spot  of  your  morning  listening 

Monday  thru  Friday 

10:00  EDT— 9:00  CDT— 11:30  MDT— 10:30  PDT 

AMERICi^N  BRfiADCASTING  COMPANY 



^  urveA'e^  loJuate ! 

« 

TRY  the  Lux  Toilet  Soap  facials  screen 
stars  recommend!  Just  smooth  the 

beautifying  lather  well  into  your  skin, 
as  Laraine  Day  does.  Rinse  with  warm 

water,  splash  on  cold.  "With  a  soft  towel 
pat  to  dry.  Now  skin  is  softer,  smoother, 
takes  on  fresh  new  loveliness. 

Don't  let  neglect  cheat  you  of  Ro- 
mance. Be  loveUer — tonight! 

In  recent  tests  of  Lux  Toilet  Soap  facials 
by  skin  specialists,  actually  3  out  of  4  com- 

plexions improved  in  a  short  time! 

My  Beauty  Facials 

bring  quick  new 

Loveliness" 

Lovely  star  of 

METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER  FIGURES     % 

Soon  to  be  seen  in  R.K.C's 
"What  Nancy  Wanted" 

^PCO  will  find  Active-lather  facials  give 
'   fresh  new  beauty  that  wins  Romance ! 

FI6HT  WASTE 

Lux  Toilet  Soap  uses  vital 

materials.  Don't  waste  it! 

9  out  of  10  Screen  Stars  use  Lux  Toilet  Soap \>r/ 



LOVELY 

BONITA 
GRANVILLE 

Featured  in  Monogram's 
"SUSPENSE,"  a  King    / Brothers  Production     f 
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Of  course,  Kay  Daumit's  sensational 
new  Lustre-Creme  gives  an  amazing 
shampoo — makes  hair  fastidiously 
clean — ^rinses  out  so  quickly.  But . . . 
this  wonderful  new  product  is  more 
than  a  shampoo — it's  truly  a  "hair 
cosmetic." 
You  see,  Lustre-Creme  contains 

secret  ingredients  that  bring  out  the 
true  hidden  radiance  of  your  hair — 
that  discipline  your  hair  so  it  stays 
well-groomed  throughout  a  busy  day 
— or  all  evening  long.  Look  charming, 
feel  charming — with  a  chic  new  hair- 

do that  stays  loveUer  longer.  Try  this 

different  cosmetic  —  Kay  Daumit's 
Lustre-Creme;  it's  approved  by  Good 
Housekeeping  Institute. 

The  whole  family  prefers  Lustre- 
Creme — once  they  try  it.  That's  why 
we're  offering  this  sensational  new 
product  in  the  big,  economical,  fam- 

ily-size one-pound  jar  at  $3.50 — as 
weU  as  the  regular  4-ounce  size  at 
$1.00.  Ask  for  Lustre-Creme  at  de- 

partment store  cosmetic  counters  and 
at  all  good  drug  stores. 

Here's  proof!  This  coupon  and  25c  will 
bring  you  a  trial-size  of  Lustre-Creme. 

Money  baci<  if  it  doesn't  please  you. 

Name   

Address   

Post  Office   State   
MAIL  WITH  2Se  TO  KAY  DAUMIT 

Lugthc  •  Cne/nte 
SHAMPOO 

Dept.  MF-7,  540  No.  Michigan  Ave.,  Chicago  (11) 

Start  Young,  Stay  Young 
(Continued  from  page  8) 

food  sources  of  Vitamin  A,  enough  to 
account  for  the  content  of  at  least  three 
vitamin  pills. 

But  the  important  thing  is  this:  pars- 
ley, watercress  and  broccoli  also  con- 
tain Vitamin  C,  as  well  as  certain  trace 

minerals  which  the  skin  needs  to  make 
use  of  Vitamin  A. 

There's  an  important  story  encom- 
passed in  those  last  few  words:  for 

Vitamin  A,  alone  all  by  itself,  may  not 
be  of  much  use  to  the  epithelial  cells 
of  your  skin. 

Vitamins  are  of  value  to  you  only 
when  certain  enzymes  (catalysts)  act 
together  with  them.  Certain  minerals 

are  essential  to  this  process,  too.  That's 
why  foods  may  work,  when  vitamin 
pills  won't,  and  that's  why  the  old-time 
herb  sellers  were  held  in  great  esteem 
for  some  two  thousand  years.  Basically, 
many  of  their  formulas  had  merit. 

Even  in  the  middle  ages,  we  find  the 
mistress  of  the  castle  versed  in  the  art 

of  herb  growing.  She  personally  super- 
intended the  growing  of  parsley,  wa- 
tercress, broccoli,  and'  various  other 

greens  which  were  reputed  to  be  beau- 
ty aids. 
Thus,  these  once  treasured  herbs  be- 

came common  vegetables,  and  human 
nature  being  what  it  is,  familiarity 
bred  contempt. 

Well,  that  was  the  big  mistake,  for 
these  foods  are  still  rich  in  Vitamin  A 
and  the  needed  catalytic  minerals. 
They  will  still  help  you  to  have  a  bet- 

ter-textured, lovelier  skin.  Use  them 
as  salads,  side  dishes,  and  make  them 
part  of  your  daily  fare.  They  will 
help  to  make  you  fair,  too. 
And,  by  way  of  a  guide,  here  are 

some  tasty  dishes  that  will  help  to 

give  you  the  kind  of  a  skin  you  "love 

to  touch." 
Broccoli  with  a  touch  of  Hollandaise 
Escarole  salad  with  French  dressing 
Dandelion  salad 
Swiss  chard  with  a  touch  of  onion 
Kale  ditto 
Deep  green  lettuce 
Sprinkle  parsley  on  any  suitable  foods. 
Green  and  red  peppers  any  style 
Apricots  for  dessert 
Deep-colored  peaches 
Carrots,  especially  when  sprinljiled 

with  parsley 

AND  FOR  SUMMER 
There's  nothing  that  puts  good  looks 

and  good  grooming  to  a  severer  test 
than  does  the  heat  of  summer.  For, 
wonderful  though  the  summer  sun  is, 
botanically  and  otherwise,  it  wilts  your 
make-up,  wilts  your  clothes,  to  say 
nothing  of  your  spirit. 
To  look  cool,  waterlily  fresh  when 

everyone  else  is  sobbing  about  the 
temperature,  wincing  under  siuiburn, 
mopping  his  brow  and  looking  beaten 
in  general,  is  a  very  neat  trick  indeed, 
but  it  can  be  done. 

First  of  all  you  take  to  water  like 
a  duck,  every  chance  you  get.  You 
revel  in  it  and  two  baths  a  day.  One 
can  be  the  real  cleansing  job  with 
lavish  amounts  of  soap  and  the  second 

just  a  refresher.  And  pat,  don't  rub yourself  dry,  for  strong  arm  use  of  your 
towel  will  only  stir  up  circulation.  And 
lean  over  backwards  to  avoid  all  traces 
of  underarm  odor.  Frequent  use  of  a 
deodorant  and  anti-perspirant  is  a  year 
'round  must  but  in  summer  lots  of  us 
need  it  daily.  You  might  keep  two 
types    of   deodorant    on    hand — one    a 
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times  helps  to  switch  around  for  extra 
effectiveness. 
Between  showers  or  baths  during 

summer's  too  too  sticky  days,  you  can 
get  a  quick  refresher  from  skin  tonic 
stored  in  your  refrigerator — or  water 
cooler  at  the  office.  The  cold  storage 
treatment  for  lipsticks  in  summer  is  a 
fine  idea  too.  Cold,  your  lipstick  gives  a 
firmer  outline  to  your  mouth  and  some- 

how or  other  seems  to  last  longer  with- 
out runny  smearing. 

Summer  calls  for  a  lighter  touch  with 
make-up  foundation.  Many  girls  who 
like  the  creamier  types  of  foundation 
in  winter  love  the  pancake  or  oil-free 
liquid  type  in  summer. 

For  the  outward  illusion  of  coolness, 
short,  well-brushed  hair  gives  the  right 
look.  The  simpler  the  hair  style,  the 
easier  its  care.  For  your  scalp  perspires 
too  and  twice  weekly  shampoos  are 
usually  in  order  during  the  summer. 
And  have  occasional  oil  treatments 
during  the  hot  months  to  counteract 
the  drying  effect  of  too  much  sun  and 
salt  water  swims. 

For  the  sake  of  the  cool  look,  it  would 
be  fun  if  some  courageous  woman 
brought  about  the  return  of  parasols. 
With  our  clothes  becoming  less  tailored 
in  line,  ruffly  sunshades  would  be 

mighty  cute.  And  wouldn't  it  be  fun 
to  carry  a  dainty  fan — at  least  on 
special  occasions? 

To  look  cool  to  the  eye  and  feel  cool 
too,  nothing  is  fresher  than  a  cotton 
dress,  carefully  chosen.  Of  course  no 
girl  in  her  right  mind  would  wear  one 
to  an  office  which  was  obviously  meant 
for  the  beach,  kitchen  or  garden.  But 
today — Allah  be  praised,  cottons  are 
being  styled  as  carefully  as  silk  or 
dress-up  rayon.  They  can  go  to  an 
office,  a  tea  party  or  cocktail  date  as 
smartly  as  you  please. 

Practical  and  smart  as  dark  shades 
are  for  wear  in  town,  you  look  and 
feel  cooler  in  the  lighter,  sun-reflect- 

ing shades.  But  whatever  your  taste  in 
clothes,  be  fanatical  about  their  care. 
You  look  wilted  if  your  dress  needs 
pressing  badly  and  if  white  touches 
aren't  quite  white.  Actually  summer 
clothes  need  refreshing  as  much  as  you 
do,  so  treat  them  to  soap  and  water 

or  a  good  dry-cleaning  before  it's  ab- solutely necessary. 

Daisy  Bernier,  who  sings  with  Fred  Waring, 
has  the  most  foolproof  answer  to  the  prob- 1 —  _*  1 — i.i —  — ^j  and  lovely  in  the  """ 
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-with  "/Wake-up" 
for  Uour  hair! 

Complement  yoor  coloring  .  .  .  No  matter  what 
color  your  hair  may  be,  one  of  the  12  smart 

Marchand's  Rinse  shades  is  just  right  for  the 
effect  you  want  to  achieve.  For  example,  you 
can  highlight  and  brighten  your  natural  hair 
color  ...  or  by  using  a  different  rinse  shade,  you 
may  add  an  attractive  coppery  sheen. 

Make  the  most  of  your  hair  .  .  .  This  modem 
hair  cosmetic  not  only  adds  lustrous  highlights 

and  accents  your  natural  hair  coloring,  but  cer- 
tain of  the  Marchand  Rinses  may  be  used  to 

blend  gray  streaks  in  with  your  original  shade. 

Absolutely  harmless,  too .  .  .  that's  Marchand's 
Rinse.  Not  a  bleach  —  not  a  permanent  dye  — 
this  rinse  is  made  with  Government-approved 
colors.  It's  as  safe  to  use  as  lemon  or  vinegar  . . . 
and  does  so  much  more  for  your  hair! 

After  your  next  shampoo . . .  dissolve  a  package 

of  Marchand's  Make-Vp  Hair  Rinse  in  warm 
water  and  brush  or  pour  it  through  your  hair. 
Almost  instantly,  all  trace  of  dulling  soap  film 
vanishes.  Your  hair  is  easier  to  manage,  alive 

with  new  color;  you're  prettier  than  ever. 

Take  Yoiir  Partner 
(Continued  from  page  43) 

ward    if    we    wanted    to    talk    about 

"And  you  went  up?"  I  prompted. 
"I  went  up  and  I  told  'em  about  play- 

ing for  the  boys,  and  Hezzie,  I  guess  it 

was,  said  if  they  weren't  careful  I'd be  cheating  them  out  of  a  job.  I  guess 
I  kind  of  laughed  at  that— all  the  boys 
had  been  telling  me  I'd  be  on  the  radio 
when  I  got  back  home — but  then  I 

looked  at  those  guys,  and  I  didn't laugh  any  more.  I  knew  they  were 
fellows  who'd  started  out  just  like  me 
— and  now  they  were  in  the  big  time — 
and  I  knew  I  could  get  there,  too." 
"Oh,  I  know  you  can,  Tex,"  I 

breathed.    "I  know  you  can." 
His  eyes  were  shining  now,  and  the 

dreams  were  there,  dancing  right 
around  in  his  eyes.  "Do  you  think  I 
can?"  he  asked. 

"Sure,"  I  encouraged,  "didn't  they 

hear  you  over  there?" 
«1¥7ELL,"   he   explained,   frowning   a 
"  little,  "one  night  after  the  show 

we  all  stood  arovmd  and  sang  back- 
stage for  awhile,  and  I  played  and  the 

guys  all  chimed  in,  and  Gil,  I  think,  or 
maybe  it  was  Gabe  said  I  should  be 
sure  and  drop  in  at  the  theater  here 

when  I  got  back." "This  is  going  to  mean  something,  I 
know,"  I  told  him.  "This  string  of 
events — why,  it's  just  like  a  chain  lead- 

ing to  something.  Maybe  you'll  be 

famous,  and — and — " He  didn't  ever  realize  that  my  voice 
trailed  off.  He  wasn't  even  listening, 
so  it  didn't  matter  that  my  dreams  were 
fading,  too.  He  didn't  see  that  my 
happiness  had  dimmed  when  I  thought 
of  his  reaching  for  the  stars  and  going 

to  the  top  alone.  Because  I  wouldn't be  with  him — Not  when  he  was  a  star 
— because  I  wasn't  part  of  that  group — not  really. 

"Did  they  tell  you  you  could  have  an 
audition?"  I  asked  him  softly. 
"Next  Saturday  afternoon,  "right after  dress  rehearsal!  Ken  left  word  at 

the  box  office  tonight." "That's  wonderful,"  I  told  him.  "I 

think  that's  grand." I  began  to  think  of  the  practical  side 
of  this  problem.  That  was  my  early 
training  cropping  out,  you  see.  You 
can't  grow  up  in  a  family  of  six  kids  in 
a  crowded  apartment  over  a  Chicago 
grocery  store  without  having  to  think 
about  money.  And  I  suppose  I  felt 
maternal,  too.  I  suppose  I  wanted  to 
know  that  Tex  was  all  right. 

"Are  you  going  to  stay  here  another 
whole  week  just  waiting  for  an  audi- 

tion?" I  asked. 
"Don't  you  think  I'm  going  to  make 

it?"  Tex  asked  quickly.  "Don't  you 
thing  I'm  good  enough?" 

"Oh,  I  know  you  are,  Tex — it  isn't 
that — it's  just  that  I — well,  hotels  are 
expensive,  and  food,  and — everything." "I'm  not  staying  in  an  expensive 
room,"  he  told  me,  "and  I've  got  a  job 
waiting  on  table  down  the  street  here 
for  my  meals — and  I  want  to  see 

Chicago,  anyway." "You're  awfully  smart,  Tex,"  I  told 
him.  And  I  was  telling  him  what  I 
really  thought.  Tex  was  going  about 
getting  this  job  just  the  way  I  would 
have  done.  He  was  willing  to  stick 

around  and  wait,  but  he  wasn't  spend- 
ing any  money  foolishly  while  he  did  it. 

I  sucked  at  my  straw  until  there 

wasn't  an^^\J^^^^  t.a  little  noise  in  the 

wasn't  anything  to  do  but  go  home. 
And  I  didn't  want  to  go  home — but finally,  I  had  to  say  something. 

"I  have  to  take  my  street  car  across 
the  street  over  there,"  I  explained.  "I 
guess  maybe  I'd  better  be  going." "You  care  if  I  ride  out  on  the  car 

with  you?"  Tex  asked  me.  "I  haven't 
been  any  place  except  in  the  loop." 
We  got  on  the  south-bound  car  to- 

gether, and  we  couldn't  find  a  seat, and  we  had  to  stand  in  a  jostling 

crowd,  so  we  couldn't  even  talk  to  each 
other,  but  that  didn't  matter  either. 
We  just  stood  there,  glad  to  be  to- 

gether. Once  we  lurched  around  a 
corner  and  I  swayed  against  Tex  and 
our  hands  touched.  I  guess  maybe  I 
didn't  take  it  away,  not  for  a  minute  or 
so,  anyway.  We  liked  each  other,  and 
we  both  knew  it,  and  we  were  happy 
in  our  knowledge. 

Tex  kissed  me  that  night  as  we  stood 
in  the  dark  little  hall  which  led  up 
the  stairs  to  the  apartment  where  I 
lived.  It  was  a  very  quick  little  kiss, 
a  nice  one  and  very  sweet.  It  was  just 
kind  of  a  brush  of  a  kiss,  but  it  was 
something  I  could  treasure — it  was  a 
foundation  for  my  dreams. 

"Goodnight,  Tex,"  I  whispered. 
"I'll  see  you  next  Saturday  after- 

noon," he  said.  A  wistful  note  came 
into  his  voice  as  he  added  with  a  little 

laugh,  "Will  you  keep  your  fingers 

crossed?" 

"I'll  even  pray,"  I  answered  truth- 
fully. 

"You  know  what,"  he  said,  touching 

my  cheek  very  softly,  "if  I  make  the 
grade,  maybe  we  can  see  a  lot  of  each 
other — being  in  the  same  show  and 

everything." I  felt  conscience-stricken  again  and 

I  blurted  out  suddenly,  "There's  some- 
thing I've  got  to  tell  you,  Tex — you 

see,  I'm  no  star — I'm  nobody — I'm  just 

an — " 

But  he  wouldn't  listen. 
"That's  what  I  like  about  you.  That 

modesty,"  he  said.  "I  think  it's  mar- 

velous." 
"But,  Tex—" "Goodnight,"  he  said,  as  he  left  the 

door,  "goodnight,  honey." 

TPHAT  "honey"  kept  me  silent  and 
■*•  stayed  with  me  as  I  went  up  the 
stairs  and  undressed  and  lay  down  in 
the  dark  beside  my  sister  in  the  little 
back  bedroom.  It  was  still  with  me 
when  I  awoke  the  next  morning. 

"He  called  me  'honey',"  I  told  myself. 
"He  does  like  me — I  know  he  does." 
I  began  to  count  the  days  until  Satur- 

day— until  time  for  me  to  see  him 

again. I  knew  that  Tex  wouldn't  call  me before  the  audition.  I  knew  that  he 
had  to  prove  himself  on  that  show  first. 
I  wanted  him  to  make  the  grade  for  the 
National  Barn  Dance  so  much  that  I 
prayed  and  cried  a  little  and  tried  a 
lot  of  funny  little  schemes  in  my  head 
all  that  week.  On  the  way  home  from 
church  that  next  morning  I  said  to 

myself,  "If  that  blue  car  passes  me  be- fore I  get  to  the  next  telephone  pole, 

he'll  get  on  that  show."  And,  of 
course,  I  slowed  down  and  let  it  pass 
me.  I  helped  Tex  that  way,  I  thought. 

Silly,  wasn't  it?  The  way  a  woman  in 
love  always  acts  is  silly  iinless  you're 
the  woman.  Or  I'd  say  to  myself,  "If 
I  can  get  across  the  street  before  the 

light  changes,  he'll  be  all  right — he'll 
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beat  the  light  and  win  again.  I  always 
won  in  my  little  games  with  myself, 
but  even  with  my  little  schemes  on  my 
side,  I  felt  uneasy,  afraid.  I  was  in 
love  for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  and 
I  wanted  the  man  who  lived  in  my  heart 
to  be  happy. 

I  guess  maybe  that's  why  I  thought about  Lulu  Belle.  Anyone  can  tell 

that  Lulu  Belle's  happy  just  by  look- 
ing at  her  up  there  on  the  stage  every 

Saturday,  just  by  hearing  her  sing  with 
Scotty,  who's  been  her  husband  since 
1935.  They  both  seem  to  shine  with 
happiness.  People  call  them  the  sing- 

ing sweethearts,  you  know,  and  that 

isn't  just  publicity.  Scotty  and  Lulu Belle  are  sweethearts.  I  know — be- 

cause I've  gone  to  their  pleasant  home 
lots  of  times  to  stay  with  their  little 
boy  and  girl,  Stevie  and  Linda  Lou. 
A  home  reflects  happiness — I  know 

it  does.  There's  a  kind  of  song  in  the 
air  at  the  Wiseman's  even  when  no- 

body's singing. 
I  had  my  second  proof  of  Fate's  med- 

dling that  week,  when  Lulu  Belle 
called  to  see  if  I  could  stay  with  her 

children  on  Thursday  night.  I'd  been 
wanting  to  talk  with  her  and  this  was 
my  chance. 

I  got  to  their  house  early  on  purpose, 
and  Lulu  Belle  did  just  what  I  hoped 
she  would  do.  She  called  downstairs 
in  her  warm,  friendly  voice  and  said, 
"Come  on  up,  Janie,  and  watch  me 
tuck  my  chickens  in." 

I  ALWAYS  like  to  see  Lulu  Belle  with 
•■■  her  children.  She's  so  gay  and  happy and  vital  that  she  just  radiates  warmth 
and  love  and  all  the  things  a  mother 
should  be.  This  night  she  was  dressed 
to  go  out  with  Scotty.  She  looked  won- 

derful, and  I  told  her  so. 
"You're  so  pretty,"  I  said.  "So  slender 

and  tall — " 
"I'm  not  standing  in  a  hole  in  the 

ground,"  Lulu  Belle  said  and  laughed. She  was  thanking  me  and  putting  me 
at  my  ease  with  a  little  joke  on  her- 

self. I  liked  her  very  much  and  that's 
why  I  said,  after  she  had  dimmed  the 
lights  in  the  rooms  with  the  children, 
"Lulu  Belle,  can  I  ask  you  something?" 

I  didn't  have  to  tell  her  what  was 
the  matter  with  me.  She  just  looked  at 

me  and  said,  "Why,  honey,  you're  in 
love." 

I  smiled,  and  I  blushed,  I  guess,  and 
then  I  whispered,  "I  know — I  am." 

"Do  you  want  to  tell  me  who  it  is?" 
That  was  like  Lulu  Belle,  too — not 

asking  for  any  more  than  I  wanted  to 
tell  her.  Just  waiting  there,  ready  to 
listen  to  what  I  wanted  to  say. 

"It's  a  boy  the  Hoosier  Hot  Shots 
met  overseas,"  I  confided.  "A  tall,  won- derful person — who  came  back — and 
wants  to  get  on  the  National  Barn 
Dance.     He  plays  a  guitar." 

"If  he's  got  it,  he'll  get  on,"  Lulu Belle  said,  and  there  was  sympathy  in 
her  eyes.  "If  he  hasn't  got  it — why, 
you  know  we've  got  a  lot  of  listeners 
out  there — " 
"Oh,  I  know,"  I  said.  "I  know  you 

can't  help  him  if  he  doesn't  have  what 
it  takes.  It's  a  break  for  him  to  have 
an  audition  on  a  Saturday." 

"Is  he  going  to  sing  for  the  fellows 
Saturday?" 

"After  dress  rehearsal,"  I  said. 
"You  want  to  be  there?"  Lulu  Belle asked. 

"Oh,  Lulu  Belle — you  know  I  do,"  I whispered  gratefully. 
"He  m^ght  not  make  it,"  she  warned. 

"That  might  be  pretty  hard  for  him." 
"I  know,"  I  said.  "And  if  he  doesn't 

it  will  be — "  my  voice  trailed  off. 

^  uum\ 
A  married  woman's  life  can't  always  be  'a  bowl  of  cherries. 
But  it  needn't  be  just  a  tub  of  dirty  clothes. 

The  up-to-date  housekeeper  tries  to  find  a  happy  medium 
between  work  and  play.  And  on  washday,  her  happy 
medium  is  apt  to  be  Fels-Naptha  Soap. 

To  the  safe  and  thorough  cleansing  assured  by  good, 

mild  soap,  Fels-Naptha  adds  the  faster,  dirt-loosening 
action  of  gentle  naptha.  This  labor-saving 
team  can  bring  relief  from  the  long,  tiring 
hours  of  ordinary  washdays. 

Why  don't  you  do  your  wash  the 
easier,  quicker  Fels-Naptha  way? 
Remember — all  work  and  no 

play  makes  Jill  a  dull 
companion,  too. 

Fels-Naptha  Soap BAAf/SH. sumMMMMk 



you,"  Lulu  Belle  said  softly.  "I  guess 
that's  what  a  woman's  for.  And  any- 

way, if  you're  there,  he'll  try  all  the 
harder." Lulu  Belle  is  awfully  smart — just 
naturally  smart.  Scotty's  smart,  too — 
with  a  quiet  kind  of  wisdom.  Scotty 
went  to  college  and  knows  all  the 
things  a  quiet,  gentle  man  knows  when 
he  reads  a  lot  and  studies.  But  Lulu 

Belle,  well,  she's  the  kind  of  smart  you 
are  when  you  don't  need  a  book — when 
you  can  pick  things  out  of  the  air.  And 
she  was  smart  about  Tex,  and  about 

me.  Because  what  she  said  was  true.  ' 
Tex  did  try  harder  than  anyone  ever 
tried  on  a  stage — ever — when  he  sang 
for  the  gang  on  Saturday.  And  all  of 
the  time  that  he  was  singing  his  heart 
out  on  that  stage,  I  was  listening  back 
in  the  wings,  and  I  was  praying,  and 
crying  a  little. 

AFTER  that  day,  I  know  how  a  wife 
feels  when  her  husband  is  running 

for  president  and  she's  sitting  with him  when  the  votes  are  coming  in  over 
the  radio,  and  I  know  how  a  mother 
feels  when  she  watches  her  son  read 
the  reviews  of  the  critics  after  the  first 

night  of  his  first  play,  and  I  can  ap- 
preciate what  a  girl  goes  through  while 

she  watches  the  boy  she's  engaged  to run  down  the  field  for  a  touchdown. 
Because  when  I  sat  back  there  behind 
the  scenes  and  listened  to  Tex  sing 
those  songs  he  had  sung  overseas,  I  was 

every  woman  in  the  world  who's  ever prayed  for  the  success  of  the  man  she 
loves.  But  even  as  I  sat  there,  I  knew 
that  my  prayers — my  hoping  with  my 
whole  heart — weren't  going  to  be 
enough. 

I'm  not  any  judge  of  talent.  I'm  not 
a  real  critic.  But  I've  been  working 
with  the  National  Barn  Dance  long 

enough  to  know  when  a  new  person's 
got  the  spark,  or  the  talent,  or  the 
drive,  or  whatever  it  is  that  carries 

people  to  the  top.  Lulu  Belle's  got  it 
— you  can  see  it  right  away.  It's  in  her walk,  and  in  her  exciting  face,  and  in 
her  vitality.  I  guess  maybe  you  call 
it  showmanship — or  stage  personality. 
Anyway,  whatever  it  is,  Tex  didn't have  it — and  I  knew  it  as  soon  as  he 
had  sung  his  first  song. 

He  was  sweet — and  there  was  some- 
thing appealing  about  him  even  if  you 

weren't  in  love  with  him.  I  guess  you'd 
say  he  just  missed  having  what 
Scotty's  got.  He  was  as  nice  as  Scotty 
and  you  knew  it,  and  you  liked  him, 
but  you  wanted  him  to  do  something 
else  where  he  could  really  shine.  I 
knew  all  that,  without  looking  at  the 
Hoosier  Hot  Shots  or  Lulu  Belle,  who 
was  sitting  out  in  front  giving  this 
strange  boy  courage  with  the  honest 
sympathy  that  was  in  her  face.  I  knew 
it  before  I  looked  at  Scotty,  who  was 
frowning  with  a  kind  of  grave  concern 
that  changed  his  pleasant  look.  He 
knew  and  Lulu  Belle  and  I  knew  that 
Tex  was  all  right  over  there  with  those 
homesick  boys  who  wanted  to  sing  the 

songs  of  our  country,  but  that  he  wasn't right  for  professional  radio  where 
everybody  has  to  be  topnotch  all  the 
time. 

They  told  him  right  that  afternoon — 
Scotty  did  it — swiftly  and  kindly,  the 
way  a  surgeon  does  his  duty. 

"Look,  kid,"  Scotty  said,  "you've  got a  nice  voice  and  you  might,  after  a 
long  tough  period  of  work,  make  the 
grade.  But  I  don't  think  so.  Your 
voice  is  a  little  thin  for  radio.  It  doesn't 
quite  come  off." I  felt  every  jab  that  Tex  was  feeling. 
Every    word    that    Scotty    had    to    say 

of  course — he  was  that  kind  of  fellow. 
And  yet  I  knew  that  he  was  hurt.  It 
hurts  to  let  a  dream  die.  And  he  was 
burying  his  dream  right  in  this  theater 
on  Eighth  and  Wabash  in  Chicago.  He 
was  tucking  it  away,  forever. 
He  managed  a  smile  and  a  thank 

you,  though.  And  he  gripped  Scotty's hand  hard  when  he  said,  "Thank  you, 
Scotty.    You're  a  great  guy." The  Hoosier  Hot  Shots  talked  to  Tex, 
then,  and  all  of  them  wished  him  luck 
in  some  other  field.  Only  Lulu  Belle 

didn't  go  to  him.  A  woman  knows  that 
at  a  time  like  that  a  man  wants  to  get 

away  and  be  alone.  I  saw  her  flash  him 
a  quick  smile  of  encouragement  and 
belief  and  then  turn  around. 

I  stood  there,  numb,  waiting  for  Tex 
to  walk  up  that  aisle  and  out  of  my  life, 
forever. 

Then  I  found  my  tongue.  "Tex,"  I 
cried.  "Wait  for  me!"  And  then  we 
were  out  on  the  street,  and  I  was  beside 
him,  matching  my  steps  to  his. 

"Tex   " "Don't  talk  about  it,"  he  commanded. 
His  voice  was  tight. 

I  walked  along  silently  beside  him 
until  we  came  to  the  drugstore  where 
we'd  gone  last  Saturday  night  after 
the  show.  "Look,"  I  said,  stopping  by 
the  door,  "I  don't  think  I'd  better  go 

any  farther." "That's  right— you've  got  to  go  back 

and  get  ready  for  the  show,  haven't you?"  he  asked  bitterly. 
"Please  come  in  here  with  me,  Tex," 

I  urged.  "I  want  to — I  have  to — talk 

to  you!" 
"Sometimes  it  doesn't  do  any  good  to 

talk." 

"But  sometimes  it  does.     Oh,  Tex — 

He  managed  to  smile.  "I'm  sorry, 
honey.  I'm  not  being  very  nice.  This 
isn't  your  fault.    Sure,  I'll  come." I  felt  a  quick  stab  of  relief  as  we 
walked  across  and  took  seats  at  the  end 

of  the  counter.  It  wasn't  very  crowded — too  near  dinner  time  for  most  people 
to  be  bothering  with  sodas. 

But  I  still  felt  shut  out.  I  put  my 
hand  over  his,  but  Tex  was  withdrawn, 
like  a  stranger.  He  had  taken  his  hurt 

into  a  secret  place  where  I  couldn't follow. 
"Tex — listen  to  me." 
"Why  do  you  even  want  to  talk  to 

me?"  he  asked  suddenly.  "I'm  a  wash- 
out.   I'm  no  good!" 

MY  hand  closed  tightly  on  his. 
"You're  not!  Don't  say  that!  Tex— 

nobody  ever  starts  at  the  top.  You 
haven't  had  any  experience  or  any- 

thing. Maybe  you'd  be  all  right  on  a 
smaller  station,  to  start.     Maybe—" 
"And  maybe  I'd  better  go  back  to 

farming,  where  I  belong." "Whatever  you  do,"  I  managed  to  say 
levelly,  "you'll  be  all  right.  I'll  be 

proud  of  you." His  voice  mocked  me.  "A  lot  I  am 
to  be  proud  of.  The  way  I  let  you 

down  in  front  of  your  friends." 
"Tex,  darling."  I  leaned  closer  to 

him.  "You  couldn't  let  me  down.  It 
takes  a  lot  more  than  that  to  let  a 

woman    down    when   she    loves   you." He  just  sat  there,  looking  down  at 
me.  "The  hurt  was  still  in  his  eyes,  but 
I  knew  that  the  bitterness  was  fading 
out,  to  make  way  for  tenderness. 

"You're  sweet,  honey,"  he  said  at  last. 
"But  it's  no  good.  You're  in  the  big 
time.  I'm  not  going  to  make  that  kind 
of  money  for  years,  and — " Well,  now  was  the  time  to  tell  him. 
"Tex — I've  been  trying  to  tell  you.  I'm 
not  in  the  big  time.     I'm  not  on  the 
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"You're — you're  lying,  to  make  me 
feel  better,"  he  accused,  and  he  was 
very  angry. 

"I'm  not,"  I  hurried  on.  "Tex — look 
at  me.  I'm  not  lying.  It's  the  truth, 
now.  I  didn't  mean  to  lie  to  you  before, 
about  being  on  the  show.  Truly  I 
didn't.  It  was  just  that  the  show  meant 
so  much  to  you,  and  I — I  was  afraid  you 
wouldn't  like  me  if  you  thought  I  was 
just  an  usher.    Please,  Tex!" 

All  he  said  was,  "As  if  anything  in the  world  could  make  a  difference  in 

the  way  I  feel  about  you!"  but  the words  made  my  heart  begin  to  sing 
again. 

I  THINK  my  relief  and  the  warmth 
that  was  going  through  me  must  have 

been  contagious.  Because  his  next 
words  came  out  in  a  sort  of  rush  of 

release.  "You  know,  honey,  I  guess 
maybe  I  never  was  as  sure  of  getting 
on  the  show  as  I  pretended  to  be.  I 
guess  I  never  really  thought  I  was 

good  enough." 
I  didn't  say  a  word.  I  just  let  him talk. 

"When  you  said  maybe  I  could  get  a job  on  another  station,  I  understood 

what  I've  been  feeling.  Let  me  see  if 
I  can  explain  it  to  you.  I — well,  I'm  a farmer.  I  grew  up  on  the  land,  and  I 
never  had  a  thought  of  doing  anything 
after  the  war  but  going  back  to  the 
land  I  came  from,  until  Gabe  and  Ken 
and  the  others  came  overseas,  and 
talked  to  me.  And  then — well,  I  never, 
even  then,  thought  about  getting  into 
radio.  I  just  thought  about  getting  on 
the  National  Barn  Dance.  It  was — 
well,  sort  of  separate  in  my  mind.  See? 

I — I  don't  want  to  be  in  radio,  if  I  can't 
be  on  the  Barn  Dance,  honey.  And 

that's  not  just  sour  grapes,  either.  None 
of  the  rest  of  it  interests  me.  I'm — 
well,  as  I  said,  I'm  a  farmer.  I'm  not  a 
radio  performer." I  looked  at  him  in  amazement. 

"I  love  the  show,  honey.  The  friend- 
liness of  it,  the  way  it  takes  me  back  to 
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the  times  when  I  was  a  kid,  in  Texas. 

It's  the  show  I  love,  not  radio." Our  sodas  came  then,  and  we  sat 
and  stirred  them  up,  and  put  our  straws 
into  them,  not  saying  anything.  And 
then  the  most  wonderful  thing  hap- 

pened.   Lulu  Belle  and  Scotty  came  in! 
And  they  knew  just  what  to  do,  bless 

them!  They  didn't  try  to  avoid  us,  or leave  us  alone.  As  soon  as  Lulu  Belle 
had  raade  her  purchase  at  the  counter, 
they  came  right  over  and  climbed  up 
on  the  stools  beside  us.  Lulu  Belle  at 
one  end  and  Scotty  at  the  other,  just  as 
if  we  were  all  young  people  living  in 
a  little  town  in  Minnesota  or  Arkansas 
or  somewhere.  Just  as  if  we  were  the 
best  of  friends — and  all  of  a  sudden  I 
knew  that  we  were. 

It  was  Lulu  Belle  who  put  Tex  at 

ease.  She  didn't  talk  about  the  pro- 
gram but  she  didn't  avoid  it,  either. 

And  pretty  soon  Tex  was  telling  her 
all  about  his  life.  About  the  war. 

About  the  farm  in  Texas  where  he'd 
been  brought  up,  and  which  his  mother 

had  sold  because  she  couldn't  keep  it 
going  alone,  after  he'd  gone. 
DUT  it  was  Scotty  who  put  into  words 
■■-*  what  had  really  happened  to  Tex. 

You  know,  I  told  you  that  Scotty's 
quiet,  but  really  awfully  wise.  He  was 
going  to  be  a  teacher  once,  and  he 
graduated  from  college  and  took  all 
kinds  of  courses  in  psychology  before 
he  got  on  the  networks  back  in  1933. 
Well,  now  he  just  looked  at  Tex  and 
said  something  that  sounded  like  a  sage. 
He  said,  "You  know,  Tex,  we  all  get 
about  what  we  want — and  I  don't 
think  you  really  wanted  to  live  in 

Chicago  and  get  in  radio  at  all." 
"I  thought  I  did,  sir,"  Tex  told  him. 

"I  thought  it  more  than  anything  else 
in  the  world.  But  it  was  just  the  show 
— I  didn't  stop  to  think  that  I'd  have 
to  live  in  Chicago,  along  with  it — that 
the  show  would  only  be  one  night  .out 
of  the  week,  and  the  rest  of  the  time — " 

Scotty  nodded.  "I  knew  it.  I  think 
you  just  wanted  the  world  that  those 
songs  made  you  lonesome  for.  You 
were  homesick,  Tex.  You  wanted  to 
get  back  to  the  country.  I  guess  you 
still  do.  I  could  tell  that  when  you 
were  talking,  just  now,  to  Lulu  Belle 
about  the  place  in  Texas,  and  all  the 
things  you  used  to  do  on  the  farm. 
You  sound  like  a  fir st-r class  farmer, 
Tex — and  believe  me,  I  mean  it,  there's 
nothing  better  than  the  land." 

"There  isn't  any  land  for  me  to  go 
back  to,"  Tex  said,  slowly. 

Scotty  shook  his  head.  "There's  al- 
ways a  place  for  a  good  man  on  a  farm, 

somewhere,"  he  said.  "There's  always 
a  home  and  a  job  for  a  fellow  who  likes 
working  out  in  the  open  air — who  likes 
to  be  a  farmer  and  wants  to  be  a 

farmer,  and  isn't  ashamed  to  admit  it." 
And  then  Scotty  went  on  to  tell  us 
that  the  Hoosier  Hot  Shots  and  most 
of  the  other  Barn  Dance  folks  owned 

farms.  "All  the  fellows  are  putting 
their  money  into  land,"  he  told  us. 
"They  aren't  fooling  about  liking  the 
wide  open  spaces.  They  love  the 

country." "Shall  we  tell  them  about  our  farm?" 
Lulu  Belle  asked  Scotty,  and  when 
I  turned  to  look  at  her  I  saw  that  her 
eyes  were  dancing. 

"We've  got  a  farm,"  Scotty  explained. 
"Down  in  North  Carolina — in  the 
Smoky  Moxmtains,  where  I  was  born." 
"And  Lulu  Belle  was  born  there, 

too,"  I  told  Tex.  "Just  thirty  miles 
away.  But  they  never  knew  each  other 

until  they  got  together  on  the  show." 
"They  didn't?"  Tex'  eyes  were 

bright    now,    and    t'^e    hurt,    closed-in 

look  was  completely  gone  from  his  face. 
"We've  got  a  big  log  house  there," 

Scotty  went  on,  "and  we  keep  putting 
in  improvements  each  year." 
"When  'Boyer  of  the  Barn  Dance' 

here  gets  too  old  for  romance,  we're 
going  to  live  down  there,"  Lulu  Belle added. 

"Pat  Buttram's  Boyer  of  the  Barn 
Dance,"  Scotty  protested,  "not  me. 
But  that's  what  we're  planning  on,  Tex 
— going  down  there  to  live  when  our 

show  days  are  over.  And  you — hadn't you  ought  to  think  about  going  back 
to  the  country  yourself,  Tex?  Back 
where  you'll  be  happy?" Lulu  Belle  was  leaning  across,  now, 
her  eyes  full  of  amusement  and  im- 

patience. "You're  taking  an  awfully 
long  time  about  it,"  she  told  Scotty. 
"Why  don't  you  go  ahead  and  say  it?" 

Scotty  looked  straight  at  Tex.  "This farm  I  was  telling  you  about,  Tex.  Lulu 
Belle  and  I  thought — well,  we  won- 

dered if  you'd  like  to  go  down  there 
and  live  for  a  while.    Oversee." 

"We   need   a   manager,"   Lulu   Belle 
put  in.    "We  need  a  fellow  we  can  trust  \ 
to  see  that  things  get  done." Tex  just  sat  there,  not  saying  a  word 
— but  one  look  at  him  told  the  rest  of 
us  how  he  felt  better  than  any  speech 
he  could  have  made.  When  at  last  he 

found  his  voice,  it  was  to  say,  "But 
you  hardly  know  me!  I  might  not  be 

any  good.  Why,  you're  trusting  a 

stranger  .  .  ." "I  know  you,"  Scotty  said.  "I  know 
you  very  well  indeed.  I  watched  you 
take  it  on  the  chin  this  afternoon.  I 
watched  you  walk  out  of  the  theater 
like  a  man.  I  heard  you  making  new 
plans  when  we  walked  in  here — after 
a  blow  like  that  one  must  have  been 

to  you.    I  know  you  all  right." 
"Besides,  we  like  your  girl,"  Lulu 

Belle  told  him,  giving  my  hand  a  little 
squeeze  under  the  counter. 
Tex  looked  down  at  me  and  sud- 

denly he  linked  his  arm  through  mine. 
"I  like  her,  too.    Terribly.'! 

"HPHAT  farm   of   ours   needs   a  wo- 
■■•  man's  touch  w;hen  I'm  not  there," 

Lulu  Belle  went  on,  but  Scotty 
wouldn't  let  her  finish. 

"Lulu  Belle  won't  let  a  man  alone 

once  she's  got  an  idea  into  her  head," 
Scotty  told  us.  Then  he  slid  off  the 
counter  stool  and  took  his  wife's  hand. 
"Come  along — let's  get  out  of  here. 
Maybe  they'd  like  a  little  time  to  make 
a  few  decisions  for  themselves." 
We  sat  there,  silent,  for  a  few  min- 

utes. I  was — well,  I  guess  I  was 
counting  my  chickens.  I  was  thinking 
how  wonderful  the  farm  sounded. 
How  more-than-wonderful  it  would  be 
with  Tex.  I  was  thinking  about  keep- 

ing house,  and  never  having  to  wait 
counter  at  the  grocery  store  again,  and — 

And  then  do  you  know  what  Tex 
did,  as  soon  as  Lulu  Belle  and  Scotty 

were  out  of  sight?  Yes,  that's  right. 
That's  what  he  did.  And  he  said, 
"Do  you  think  you're  going  to  like  the 
Smoky  Mountains,  honey — do  you  think 
you're  going  to  like  it  away  from  the 
city,  living  down  there  all  alone?" 

"I  won't  be  alone,"  I  whispered.  "I'll 
never  be  alone  again  as  long  as  I  live." And  do  you  know  what  he  did,  then? 
That's  right — he  kissed  me  again.  And 
just  then  the  soda  clerk  slid  two  more 
chocolate  sodas  across  the  counter. 

"On  the  house,"  he  said,  and  winked. 
Somehow,  that  wink  put  a  period 

on  the  whole  thing.  Nothing  could  be 
wrong  in  such  a  wonderful,  beautiful, 
friendly  world.  Everything  had  to  be 
right  for  us — and  it  would  be,  because we'd   makat«ajL»so! 



Glorious  Fourth 
{Continued  from  page  50) 

cottage    cheese    and    dill    adding    sour 
cream  to  make  desired   consistency. 

Stuffed  Curried  Eggs 
6  hard  cooked  eggs 
%  tsp.  curry  powder 
2  tsps.  lemon  juice 

Sour  cream 

Combine  egg  yolks,  curry  powder 
and  lemon  juice,  adding  enough  sour 

cream  to  make  mixture  of  desired  con- 
sistency.    Stuff    whites    with   mixture. 

Pickled    Beets 
1  can  beets   (sliced  or  whole) 
1  cup  vinegar 
1  tbl.  minced  onion 
1  tsp.  mixed  pickle  spices 

Drain  liquid  from  beets.  Combine 
spices,  which  have  been  tied  in  small 
cheesecloth  bag,  onion  and  vinegar. 
Simmer  for  5  minutes,  add  beets  and 
simmer  for  5  minutes  more.  Remove 

spice  bag,  pour  beets  and  vinegar  into 

jar  and  let  stand  over  night.  Chill  be- fore serving. 

Boiled  Dressing 
(for  Cole  Slaw  or  Cold  Asparagus) 

1  tbl.  "flour 
1  tsp.  salt 
1  tsp.  dry  mustard 
1  tsp.  sugar 
%  cup  hot  milk 
1  egg 

V2  cup  vinegar 
3  tbls.  butter  or  margarine 
Combine  dry  ingredients  in  top  of 

double  boiler.  Stir  in  hot  milk  slowly. 
Add  egg  and  mix  well.  Cook  over  hot 
water,  stirring  constantly,  until  mix- 

ture begins  to  thicken.  Add  vinegar. 
Continue  cooking  and  stirring  until 
mixture  is  smooth  and  creamy.  Blend 
in  butter  or  margarine.  Chill  before 
serving.  To  use  with  cole  slaw,  add  Vz- 
tsp.  celery  seed  to  other  dry  season- 

ings. To  serve  over  cold  asparagus,  add 
V4  tsp.  mace  and  2  tsps.  shredded  al- 

monds when  adding  butter. 

Vanilla   Fruit  Pudding 
1  package  prepared  vanilla  pudding 
2  cups  milk 
1-2   cups  fruit 
Combine  pudding  powder  and  milk 

and  cook  as  directed  on  package.  Re- 
move from  fire.  Strawberries  or  other 

small  berries,  uncooked,  may  be  used. 
Currants  and  gooseberries  should  be 
cooked  before  blending  with  the  pud- 

ding mixture.  Sweet  cherries  (pitted) 
may  be  used  uncooked,  but  the  sour 
ones  will  be  improved  by  cooking. 
When  using  uncooked  fruits,  allow 
pudding  mixture  to  cool  before  con^- 
bining  or  topping  with  the  fruit. 

IIV  NEIV  YORK 

Once,  on  NBC's  Honeymoon  in  New 
York,  there  was  a,  couple  whose  story 
was  very  different  from  the  usual  boy- 
meets-girl  affair.  What  Honeymoon 
In  New  York  meant  for  these  two 
people  is  told  in  the  August  issue  of 
RADIO  MIRROR,  on  sale  at  your 
newsstand  on  July  12. 

"Me  marry? 
I  like  my  freedom 

too  mnch" 

KEEP  FRESH!  After  you  bathe— dust  your  body 

with  Cashmere  Bouquet  Talc.  Quickly  it  dries  that 

lingering  moisture.  Leaves  you  ravishingly  fresh. 

FEEL,  SMOOTH!  Sprinkle  extra  Cashmere  Bouquet 

Talc  over  chafable  places.  It  imparts  a  satin-smooth 

sheath  of  protection  to  sensitive  skin. 

STAY  DAINTY!  Keep  your  feminine  appeal  on 

high.  Use  Cashmere  Bouquet  often  for  coolness, 

comfort  and  for  the  dainty  way  it  scents  you  with 

the  fragrance  men  love,  ^^* 

In  IO<!,  20(!  and  3S*  sizes 
For  the  luxury  size 

with  velour  puff  ask  for 
Cashmere  Bouquet 

Dusting  Powder  65fi 



HAIR    REMOVING    CREAM 

Yes!   In  jys)  6  io  8  minutes  your  Itgs 

and  underarms  can  he  hair-fr«^e  qnd  fovi»ly 

—  H  you  use  sweet,  snowy-white  X-Bazin! 

Every  troce  of  bod  "depilatory  odor" 

is  gone  from  the  new,  iinproved  XBazin. 

Yet  tf's  just  o»  effective  as  always. 

No  razor  nicks.  No  stubbly  after-grovvth. 

Dainty,  frogront  X  Bozin  is  as  easy  and 

pleasant  to  use  as  your  fac«  cream t 

Use  X-6aiir>  regoiarly  this  summer  to  k.e«p 

legs  of  ton  —  spk  and  span! 

25c,  60c,  and  $1.00  sizes 
at  drug,  variety  ond  department  stores 

and  beooty  salons. 

HALl       &       RUCKEL,       fNC. 

122  Hudson  St.,  New  York  13,  N.  Y. 

So  Far  Away 
(Continued  from  page  39) 

thing  during  the  downhill  dips  of  the 
roller  coaster.    He  eggs  me  on. 
A  great  deal  of  our  love  takes  the 

form  of  kidding.  And  we've  never 
quarreled  but  once.  After  that  one 
time  I  walked  off  with  an  Army  flier. 
A  week  or  so  later  Bill  and  I  were 
back  together  again.  That  flier  just 
couldn't  kid  around  like  Bill  does.  For 
one  thing,  he  thought  double  talk  was silly. 

But  don't  be  led  astray  by  our 
double  talk.  We  have  deeper  bonds 
too.  We  are  fond  of  music — particularly 
Rachmaninoff  and  his  Second  Concerto. 
The  music  angle  is  just  right  since  all 
my  life  I've  been  surrounded  by  it.  I 
love  concerts,  ballets  and  opera  and 
taught  Bill  to  enjoy  them  with  me. 
The  happy  thing  is  that  he  responded 
so  willingly.  Music  is  in  his  blood  too 
— but  he  just  hadn't  had  time  to  find out  about  it. 

'T'HE  thing  I  miss  most  in  New  York 
-*■  — ^next  to  Bill — is  my  record  collec- 

tion which  numbers  almost  twenty 
thousand.  I  have  everything  from  boo- 

gie-woogie to  Bach. 
I  have  no  fears  about  our  happiness. 

People  who  like  to  do  things  together 
— love  to  dance,  to  drink  tea  and  to 
bowl — can  always  get  along.  The 
bowling  part  came  hard  for  me  though. 
It  was  Bill  who  taught  me — and  who 
still  teases  me  because  the  first  time 
I  tried  it  I  fell  flat  on  my  face. 
We  adore  sitting  by  the  fireplace 

reading  poetry.  Recently  we  have 
fallen  in  love  with  E.  B.  White's  book, 
"Stuart  Little".  And  how  I  mail  fairy- 

tales to  Bill  every  week. 
Cats  and  dogs  like  us  and  we  like 

them.  Bill  has  two  of  the  former  and 
four  of  the  latter.  As  you  see  there  are 
many  things  which  we  can  enjoy  to- 

gether. And  mutual  interests  make  a 
happy  marriage. 

It's  lonely  in  New  York.    I  fill  in  the 
time  when  I'm  not  working  by  walking 
and  window  shopping.     Tony's  and  El Borracho  are  my  favorite  restaurants. 
I've   only   been   on   the 
subway  once  and  con-      -^^^-^^^— ; 
fess  that  I  have  never 
been  in  Brooklyn. 

But  my  chief  amuse- ment in  New  York  is 

seeing  "The  House  on 
92nd  Street."  To  date 
I  have  seen  it  seven 
times.  With  that  and 
the  twenty  pictures  of 
Bill  that  I  carry  in  my 
wallet  I  feel  a  little 
closer  to  him. 
And  another  thing 

that  is  a  constant  re- 
minder is  the  silver 

bullet  he  gave  me  when 
I  left.  It  has  a  paper 
dollar  rolled  up  inside 
and  a  good  luck  charm 
dangling  from  one  end. 
The  special  significance 
it  has  for  us  stems 
from  the  fact  that 
he  invariably  borrowed 
money  from  me  when 
we  were  dating.  Then 
he  used  to  tease  me  by 
asking  if  I  had  any  mad 
money  left.  He  always 
paid  me  back,  of  course. 
I  hold  the  silver  bullet 
in  my   hand   whenever 

NO    ONE-YEAR 

^(imoriMc 

Because  of  the  unprecedented  de- 
mand for  RADIO  MraROR,  we 

cannot  possibly  print  enough 

copies  to  supply  all  who  "want subscriptions  for  RADIO  MIRROR. 

New  and  renewal  subscriptions  may 
be  deferred  as  much  as  two  months 
until  places  on  our  subscription 
list  are  available. 

Therefore,  to  limit  subscriptions  to 
the  number  that  can  be  supplied 
each  month,  RADIO  MIRROR  is 
reluctantly  iTorced  to  refuse  both 
new  and  renewal  one-year  sub- 

scriptions. Hoivever,  «re  are  accept- 
ing, subject  to  delay  in  servicing, 

two-year  subscriptions  at  $3.60  and 
three-year  subscriptions  at  $5.40. 
These  prices  apply  to  U.  S.  and 
U.  S.  Possessions  and  Territories, 
Canada  and  Newfoundland.  For 
subscription  prices  to  all  other 
countries  see  information  at  foot 
of  page  3. 

We  will  continue  to  accept  one- 
year  subscriptions  for  the  members 
of  the  armed  forces. 

me  think  of  Bill  and  I  feel  that  it 
brings  me  good  luck. 

Since  I've  met  Bill  I've  had  two  am- 
bitions. One  is  to  be  a  terrific  singer 

— the  best  in  the  business;  two  is  to 
have  three  kids  and  keep  right  on  with 

my  career. Speaking  of  careers,  I  doubt  that  I 
would  have  amounted  to  anything  if 
it  hadn't  been  for  Bill.  He  used  to 
shout  at  my  mother,  "You've  got  to make  this  girl  do  something!  She  has 
a  wonderful  voice  and  should  be  starred 

in  a  radio  show."  Well,  I  finally  made 
it.  And  a  lot  of  it  is  due  to  Bill's insistence  that  I  strike  out  for  a  career 
of  my  own. 
None  of  it  is  due  to  Marymount  Con- 

vent. When  Daddy  came  to  Hollywood 
in  1929  to  work  for  Paramount,  he  and 
Eleanor  put  me  in  a  series  of  private 
schools.  I  stayed  in  Marymount  Con- 

vent for  the  longest  period  of  time  and 
I  did  learn  Latin,  German  and  French. 
What  amuses  me  now  is  that  during 
the  years  I  spent  at  Marymount  a  great 
number  of  operettas  were  produced 
there.  But  they  never  let  Margaret 
Whiting  sing  even  a  tiny  part  in  one 
of  them. 

By  next  Christmas  I  hope  Bill  and  I 
will  be  married.  We  have  so  many 
plans  for  our  house  and  a  wonderful 
life  together.  We  celebrated  last 
Christmas  separately — and  it  was  the 
last  to  be  so  celebrated.  I  gave  Bill 
champagne  glasses — he  loves  cham- 

pagne. And  he  gave  me  an  antique 
gold  buckle  which  contains  another 
good  luck  charm:  my  sign  of  the 
zodiac,  Cancer;  and  a  small  gold  record 
on  which  is  engraved  "It  Might  As  Well 
Be — well,  you  know  what.  Love,  Ham- 
bone."  As  you  know,  my  theme  song 
on  the  show  is  "It  Might  As  Well  Be 

Spring". 
WT^HEN  Bill  is  in  the  mood  for  cooking 
"  he  does  an  excellent  job— particu- 

larly with  stuffed  cabbage.  On  the  coast 
he  used  to  cook  in  my  kitchen  some- 

times.   Whenever   I   said,    "That's    not right,"    Bill    invariably 

1;^^^^^==;:^;^      retorted.      "You      don't know    anything     about 
cooking.     Get     out     of 
here."  He  was  right.  I 

don't. 
I  miss  him  terribly 

and  think  often  of  the 
rides  we  used  to  take 

out  to  the  ocean.  Some- 
how the  Atlantic  is  not 

like  the  Pacific — per- 
haps because  it  comes 

without  Bill. 

Most  of  all  I'm  crazy 
about  Bill  because  of  his 
unexpectedness.  We 
might  be  on  the  way 
home  from  a  party  at 
two  A.M.  and  Bill  wiD 

say  suddenly,  "How about  it?  Let's  drive  to 
Santa  Barbara  for 
breakfast — ^it's  only  two 
hours  away."  Nothing 
ever  gets  done  in  a  rou- tine way  with  Bill.  It 
might  start  out  that 
way,  but  the  end  will 
have  a  twist! 

I  know  our  marriage 

will  be  a  happy  one  be- 
cause with  Bill  there 

will  never  be  any  bore- 

tmw 



Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
{Continued  from  page  49) 

almost  too  hard  to  think  about.  We  went 
to  Lynn  Havenj  Florida,  on  the  afternoon 
before  Christmas.  We  got  nice  rooms  at 
the  one  hotel  in  this  little  peninsula 
town.  We  were  told  there  was  to  be  a 

program  at  the  church  that  evening,  Christ- 
mas Eve.  We  went,  to  find  a  crowded 

house.  The  program  was  lovely.  At  the 
close  of  the  program  the  Sunday  School 

Superintendent  said,  "Now  we  think  we 
have  provided  enough  treat  for  everyone, 
but  the  children  will  be  served  first  as  usual. 
However  we  are  happy  to  have  with  us 

tonight  some  friends  from  Illinois — let's  give 
them  a  welcome."  Everyone  applauded. 
Well,  we  felt  happy  of  course  but  somewhat 
embarrassed — but  to  top  it  all  off,  this  well- 
meaning  Superintendent  said,  "Our  gifts 
will  be  carried  through  the  aisles  in  baskets 
— will  the  person  at  the  end  of  the  seat  take 
enough  sacks  to  supply  that  row  of  people 
and  give  all  children  theirs  and  hold  the 
others  until  all  children  have  received  theirs. 
Now  first,  boys,  I  want  you  to  take  a  basket 
to  our  Illinois  friends — we  are  mighty  happy 
to  have  you  with  us,  God  bless  you."  And 
when  he  insisted  on  my  husband  and  me  ac- 

cepting a  treat  along  with  the  children,  we 
almost  felt  out  of  place — but  when  we  were 
dismissed  it  seemed  every  person  there  tried 
to  speak  to  us  and  make  us  welcome.  We 
went  back  to  our  hotel  rooms.  At  midnight, 
from  our  windows  we  could  both  see  and 
hear  the  carol  singers.  We  were  both  sad 
and  happy. 

Never  had  I  wanted  to  cook  a  Christmas 
dinner  as  on  that  Christmas  day,  but  no 
place  where  I  could  even  bake  a  cake  or 
Christmas  cookies  for  my  darlings.  At  noon 
on  Christmas  day  we  went  down  to  the  hotel 
dining  room  for  our  dinner,  trying  to  be 
brave.  The  hotel  manager  met  us  and  asked 
us  to  go  into  a  small  room  adjoining  as  the 
large  dining  room  would  be  full.  We  fol- 

lowed the  manager  into  a  pretty  little  room 
and  to  our  utter  amazement,  there  was  a 
dining  table  set  for  just  us  six — laden  with 
a  golden  brown  turkey  and  every  thing  any 
one  could  think  of  or  wish  for  on  a  Christ- 

mas table. 

We  certainly  realized  and  appreciated 

God's  goodness  and  the  kindness  of  those 
fine  people. 

Mrs.  A.  O.  G. 

Dear  Papa  David: 
My  father  was  a  very  successful  drug- 

gist in  a  small  town.  I  was  an  only  child 
about  ten  years  old  and  I  was  very  happy. 
I  had  about  everything  that  could  make 
life  beautiful.  I  even  had  a  doll  imported 
from  Paris  which  made  me  an  important 

member  of  our  club — the  "Big  Doll  Club." 
Yet  with  all  this  I  would  often  worry  about 

many  things  that  didn't  seem  to  have  an 
answer.  One  was  Ella — her  father  was  a 
barber  in  a  little  shop — her  family  was 
very  poor  because  it  was  whispered,  some- 

times loud  enough  for  Ella  to  hear — "her 
father  drank  and  was  no  good."  I  liked 
Ella — but  she  couldn't  belong  to  the  "Big 
Doll  Club"  because  she  didn't  have  the 
first  requisite — a  Big  Doll. 

That  Christmas,  as  a  center  of  attraction 

in  one  of  my  father's  store  windows  was 
a  large  doll.  My  father  would  say  "That's 
the  biggest  doll  in  town — and  Christmas 
Eve  after  the  exercises  start  at  the  church 

I'll  take  her  home  and  she  is  yours". 
On  the  night  before  Christmas,  at  the 

dinner  table  I  asked  my  father  if  I  could 
take  my  doll  before  the  church  pro- 

gram because  I  wanted  Santa  Claus  to 
put  her  on  the  tree  for  Ella.  I  think  my 
father  was  a  little  disappointed  because 

I    didn't    want    her    myself    but    he    said ii 

^  Cash  mere  "    •'" 

Here's  the  right  Cashmere 
Bouquet  shade  for  you! 
FOR  LIGHT  TYPES 
Natural,  Rachel  No.  1 
Rachel  No.  2 

FOR  MEDIUM  TYPES 

Rachel  No.  2,  *Rose  Brunette 
FOR  DARK  TYPES 
*Rose  Brunette,  Even  Tan 

Famous  artist,  Coby  Whitmore, 

sho'cvs  how  subtle  brunette 

skin  tones  come  alive  ivith  original* 
^^Floiver-fresh"  shade  of 

Cashmere  Bouquet  Face  Poivder 

How  can  a  brunette  become  more  beautiful? 

Here's  hoiv:  apply  Rose  Brunette,  an  excit- 

ing new  'Tlower-fresh"  shade  of  Cashmere 
Bouquet  Face  Powder.  A  joyous  shade  to 

brighten  your  brunette  coloring.  And  do  see 

how  this  smooth,  smooth  face  powder  masks 

your  skin  with  a  silk-like  finish.  It  veils  tiny 

blemishes,  clings  for  hours  on  end.  There 

are  other  "Flower-fresh"  shades  of  Cashmere 

Bouquet  to  complement  every  complexion. 
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I'll  never  forget  Ella's  face  when  Santa 
took  that  big  doll  from  the  tree  and  hand- 

ed it  to  her.  I  began  to  learn  what  it  is  to 
be  truly  happy  at  Christmas  as  I  watched. 

Many,  many  years  after  there  was  a 
Christmas  Eve  which  due  to  the  misfor- 

tunes of  depression  wasn't  so  happy.  On 
this  evening  I  worked  late.  I  lived  with 
mother  and  daddy.  They  were  both  ill 
from  worry  over  the  loss  of  all  of  our 

savings.  In  fact  at  that  moment  I  couldn't go  home  with  a  simple  little  gift  for  them. 
There  was  no  money. 

The  janitress  came  in  to  clean  my  office 
— she  was  going  home  early  to  her  little 
girl.  How  I  wanted  to  send  something 
home  to  that  sick  child  and  I  cursed  my 
luck  and  all  the  world. 

Then  a  knock  sounded  and  as  I  stepped 

into  the  reception  room  a  well-dressed 
woman  and  a  young  man  entered.  She 

said — "Oh  you  don't  know  me — you've  for- 
gotten me — I'm  Ella  and  this  is  my  son 

who  is  attending  military  school.  I  just 

wanted  to  see  you  again  and  we  were  go- 
ing thru  the  city  and  I  decided  to  look 

you  up." 

We  talked  and  then  she  said,  "I  have  a 
little  Christmas  gift  I  want  to  leave  for 

you.  I've  never  forgotten  the  biggest  doll 
in  town!  You  know  that  doll  changed  my 
whole  life — it  made  me  think  I  could 
amount  to  something.  It  was  a  wonder- 

fully kind  thing  you  did  and  I  could  never 
thank  you  before  because  I  was  ashamed 
to  let  you  see  me  cry.  But  thank  you  now 

— and  a  Merry  Christmas." She  was  gone.  I  called  the  janitress  and 
we  opened  the  little  Christmas  box  and 
there  was  a  hundred  dollar  bill. 

I  went  to  the  window   and  looked  out 
across  the  city  and  told  God  with  all  my 
heart  that  come  what  may  I  would  always 
believe  thh  world  was  a  beautiful   world. 

Mrs.  M.  B.  S. 

Dear  Papa  David: 
Because  of  an  unkindness  toward  me  in 

the  past,  I  had  come  to  hate  the  entire 
human  race  .  .  .  and  had  lost  interest  in 

life.  Not  feeling  well  enough  to  be  em- 
ployed, and  not  attempting  anymore  to 

secure  medical  aid,  I  neglected  my  personal 

appearance,  became  anti-social,  and  as  time 
went  by,  I'  came  to  have  a  double  reason  for 
keeping  my  lips  pressed  together  at  all times. 

Mrs.  G.  and  I  often  used  to  see  one  an- 
other at  the  neighborhood  grocery  where  I 

did  most  of  the  markebing  for  my  mother, 
brother  and  myself.  That  was  our  only 
introduction.  One  day  I  was  surprised  when 
she  brought  me  a  fresh  cherry  pie  she  had 
baked.  I  took  it  without  comment.  I  was 

surprised  when  she  sent  me  a  New  Year's 
card.  For  this  I  said  "thanks."  I  was 
astonished  when  she  came  to  ray  house  and 

said,  "I  want  you  to  have  your  teeth  fixed." 
She  went  on  hurriedly,  "A  woman  across the  street  from  me  has  had  such  beautiful 

work  done,  that  I  got  the  name  of  her 
dentist,  and  called  him,  saying  I  was  calling 
for  a  friend,  and  asked  when  he  could  see 
you  in  regards  to  what  has  to  be  done,  and 

to  send  me  the  bill." A  few  days  after  my  first  visit  to  the 
dentist,  I  asked  Mrs.  G.  what  the  amount  of 

the  bill  would  be,  and  she  answered  "Some- 
day, when  you're  in  a  position  to  pay,  I'll tell  you  the  amount,  and  you  can  repay  me, 

or  better  still,  you  can  do  the  same  for  some- 

body  else." 

"After  your  teeth  are  fixed,"  she  said, 
"I'll  take  you  to  my  hair  dresser  for  a 

permanent  and  a  hair-do;  then  we'll  buy 
you  a  new  outfit  and  some  make-up."  But 
why?  I  wondered.  "We're  all  human  be- 

ings," she  answered. 
Mrs.  G.  is  a  housewife  of  moderate 

means,  and  her  friendly  interest  in  me  and 



kindlier  feelings  towards  people.  Mrs.  G. 
has  found  and  gathered  up  the  lost  threads 
of  my  life,  and  put  them  in  my  hands  again. 

Miss  A.  F. 

Dear  Papa  David: 
This  story  I  am  about  to  tell  is  about 

two  women  who  were  neighbors  of  mine 
and  whom  I  loved  as  sisters  because  they 
both  treated  me  as  such. 

I  had  just  moved  into  a  three-story 
apartment  house.  I  had  noticed  the  wo- 

man on  the  floor  above  me.  She  was  the 

most  regal-looking  woman  I  had  ever 
seen.  I  thought  to  myself — she  would  never 
give  me  a  tumble  as  a  friend.  She  looked 
so  proud.  I  was  so  ordinary  looking.  I 

thought  I'd  never  feel  at  ease  with  her. 
The  neighbor  who  lived  on  the  first 

floor  was  also  proud  looking,  although  a 
different  type.  She  was  short.  A  very  nice 
looking  woman.  Would  either  of  them  be 
friendly  to  me.' 

Here  is  what  happened:  I  had  lived  in 
this  house  about  three  weeks  when  both 
of  them  called  on  me,  because  their  chil- 

dren had  informed  them  that  I  was  ill. 

I  told  them  that  I  really  needed  an  opera- 
tion, but  I  hated  to  leave  an  unknown 

housekeeper  in  charge  of  my  children 
while  I  would  be  in  a  hospital.  Without 
any  hesitation  whatsoever,  and  with  in- 

sistence, both  of  them  offered  to  take  my 
children  into  their  homes.  I  was  sur- 

prised at  such  a  generous  offer  and  I 
thanked  them  both  for  being  so  kind,  but 

I  really  couldn't  expect  strangers  to  do 
such  a  thing  for  me,  a  new  tenant.  They 
repeated  their  offers  every  time  they  called 
on  me  after  that,  which  was  every  day. 
Finally,  I  got  so  ill  that  I  had  to  go  for 
the  operation.  Each  woman  took  one  of 
my  children  to  care  for. 

As  if  they  weren't  doing  enough  already, 
they  sent  me  flowers  and  gifts  at  the 
hospital.  When  I  came  home  my  children 
were  clean  and  neatly  dressed.  Their 
clothes  were  brought  to  me  all  laundered 
and  ironed.  One  woman  had  baked  a  large 
cake  to  celebrate  my  arrival.  Both  were 
helping  around  the  house  to  make  me 
comfortable  until  a  hired  girl  could  come. 

Neither  one  seemed  to  realize  how  much 
they  had  done  for  me. 

Mrs.  M.  M. 

Dear  Papa  David: 
At  the  age  of  20  I  married  a  swindler  and 

crook,  to  spite  a  boy  I  imagined  myself  in 
love  with.  I  lived  with  the  man  seven  years. 
In  these  seven  years  I  brought  three  sweet 
little  boys  into  the  world.  My  husband 
wanted  to  give  the  second  boy  up  for  adop- 

tion, and  would  have,  hut  I  fought  for  dear 
life  itself,  and  finalfy  won. 

One  of  my  babies  was  born  while  my  hjis- 
band  stayed  in  jail  six  months.  He  would 
have  gone  to  the  penitentiary,  had  it  not 
been  for  me.  We  never  had  decent  clothes 
to  wear  or  had  enough  food  to  eat.  I  could 
have  gone  home  to  my  parents,  but  pride 
kept  me  with  this  man,  as  everyone  in  our 
community  had  predicted  an  Unhappy  end- 

ing when  I  got  married. 
My  baby  was  one  year  old,  when  my  hus- 

band left  me  for  a  blonde.  This  was  a 

terrible  blow  to  my  pride,  but  I  didn't  care 
anything  for  my  husband.  I  gave  him  a 
divorce  under  the  condition  that  I  have  full 
custody  of  the  children, 

•  So  I  started  my  new  life  with  three  little 
boys,  just  enough  clothes  to  cover  our  bodies, 
and  not  one  penny  in  my  purse.  I  went 
home  to  my  parents.  My  brothers  and  sister 
were  married,  so  there  was  no  one  else. 

My  father  gave  me  a  job  working  in  the 
field  with  the  hired  boy  for  a  dollar  a  day. 
I  topped  fodder,  pulled  corn,  shocked  cane. 
Helped  round  up  the  cattle,  doctor  calves, 
drenched  sheep  and  goats,  and  helped  during 
the  lambing  season.  I  began  to  feel  free  once 

more.  I  enjoyed  meeting  my  former  friends. 
My  boys  were  healthy  and  so  was  I.  Our 

wardrobe  was  beginning  to  look  like  what 
I  wanted  it  to.  People  were  beginning  to 
say  I  looked  ten  years  younger.  Some  even 
called  me  pretty. 

The  war  came  along,  and  one  hired  boy 
after  another  was  drafted,  so  I  did  the  work 
of  the  hired  boy  and  mine  too.  I  was  un- 

usually healthy,  so  I  donated  blood. 
Then  I  met  a  man.  A  man  who  had  known 

suffering  similar  to  mine,  for  he  had  lost  his 
wife  and  had  to  look  after  his  two  girls.  We 
seemed  to  understand  each  other  from  the 
start.  He,  like  I,  lived  with  his  parents  in 
the  country,  and  loved  to  watch  things  grow. 

A  year  ago  he  gave  me  a  lovely  diamond 

ring,  and  soon  we'll  be  married.  We  will, 
I'm  sure,  have  many  problems  to  face,  with 
our  fast  growing  children,  but  I  truly  be- 

lieve we  will  meet  each  one  squarely. 
I.  T. 

Dear  Papa  David: 
I  had  infantile  paralysis  when  I  was 

five  months  old  and  it  left  me  so  severely 
handicapped  that  I  had  to  attend  a  school 
for  the  physically  handicapped. 

One  of  the  boys  whom  I  graduated  from 
grammar  and  high  schools  with,  became 
good  friends  with  me.  And  as  we  got  older 
our  friendship  developed  into  love.  My 

family  ̂ idn't  encourage  this  love  affair  be- 
cause my  friend  was  quite  handicapped  too. 

We  decided  to  get  married,  if  he  could 
get  a  job.  It  took  him  a  year  to  get  the 
first  and  only  job  he  has  ever  had.  Due  to 
the  good  judgment  and  faith  his  boss  has, 

he  has  risen  from  a  jeweler's  apprentice  to 
a  full-fledged  jeweler  and  designer. 
We  did  get  married  and  have  been  very 

happy  because  people  (our  families  in- 
cluded) have  given  us  the  chance  to  prove 

to  ourselves  and  them  that  despite  any 
handicap  we  can  all  become  useful  citizens 
and  live  a  normal  happy  life.  This  I  think, 
is  a  good  example  for  our  wounded  soldiers 
to  follow.  These  boys  who  fought  and 
were  injured  for  us  deserve  our  faith. 

Our  latest  conquest  of  ourselves  and  so- 
ciety is  our  own  home  which  we  just 

bought.  It's  a  lovely  little  house  almost 
made  to  order  for  our  special  needs.  The 
people  that  were  the  most  shocked  over 
our  marriage,  are  the  proudest  of  our  new 
home  and  our  successful  career.    . 

Mrs.  E.  B.  G. 

Dear  Papa  David: 

I'm  a  schoolgirl  of  fifteen  and  I  live  with 
my  mother.  My  mother  works  in  a  laundry, 

and  I'm  not  ashamed  to  say  it.  I'm  very 
proud  of  my  mother  because  she  is  a  woman 
in  her  fifties,  who  stands  and  sweats  all  day 
at  work  pressing  clothes. 

Her  feet  aren't  taken  care  of  very  well 
and  they  are  very  sore  when  she  comes 
home  from  a  hard  day  at  work.  We  live 
in  a  three-room  apartment,  in  fact  it  re- 

sembles a  shack.  I  always  dreamed  of  hav- 
ing a  lovely  comfortable  apartment,  some- 

day. If  I  ever  get  married,  I'U  want  to  be 
settled  in  a  house  all  complete  and  fur- 

nished. I  never  like  to  invite  my  girl  friends 

up  to  my  apartment  because  I'm  embar- rassed for  them  to  see  it. 

I  want  to  quit  school  after  I'm  sixteen  so 
I  can  help  my  mother  out  a  little,  for  she's 
been  working  since  my  father  died,  when  I 

was  a  baby.  She  used  to  clean  people's 
apartments  to  raise  money  to  put  me 
through  school. 

I  appreciate  all  my  mother  is  doing  for 

me.  For  some  day,  please  God,  if  she'll  live 
till  then,  I'm  going  to  take  over  where  my 
mother  left  off.  If  I  were  rich,  complete 
with  clothes  and  a  beautiful  home  I  would 
regret  it  as  long  as  I  lived  because  I  like 

coming  up  the  hard  way  and  I'll  know  I  did 
something  in  my  life. Miss  G.  T. 

ous   you  ,   .   . 

perfection    for 

A  flawless  looking,  dewy-fresh, 
complexion... your  first  step  to 
lasting  beauQT.  A  finger-smooth- 

ing application  of  this  feather- 
light,  star-bright  skin  lotion  and 
presto  .  .  .  your  mirror  will 
picture  a  radiant,  more  glamor- the  foundation  of  complexion 
those    important   years    ahead. 

FURNULA   301  COMPLEXION  BEAUTIFIER 
Conceals  tiny  lines  and  niinor  blemishes  effectivtiif 

ANTISEPTIC  -  ASTRINGENT  •  PROTECTIVE 

^Ip'Jf's^^el  39c  •  n,00  •  $1.50 
At  all  Ten  Cent  Stores — ^Trial  Sizes  10  and  20c 

If  unavailable  in  your  locality,  order  from  us.- 
10c  □  20c  n  39c  n  $100  D  $1^0  Q 
(Add  20%  tax)  JY  3 
Name   ;   
Address   

City  &  State   

KAY  PREPARATIONS  CO.,  522  5tli  AYtnue,  New  York  18 

:ed  H«i' 

is 

naturally
  «"r«»'

'^ 

Thdusands  at 

leading  hair 
stylists  use  it 

professionally. 

POMATEX  is  a  delicate  ALL  PURPOSE 
dressing  for  keeping  your  hair  always  weil 
groomed.  It  glorifies  all  types  of  hair-dos, 
maintaining  natural  softness.  Ends  fuzziness, 
keeps  hair  in  place,  makes  combing  easier, 
wa\ies  last  longer.  Adds  life,  lustre  to  dull, 
dry  hair.  Non-greasy,  no  sticky  after  use.  Is 
beneficial  to  hair  and  scalp.  Effective  for  men 
and  children,  too!  If  not  obtainable  at  local 

drug,  dep't.  store  or  beauty  shop,  mail 
coupon  NONX'.  Youll  like  POMATEX. 

  
^ 

'  Menlru-for-B«auly,  160— 5lh  Av*„  New  York         | 
{     Please  send  me  large  size  Jar  of  POMATEX  | 
II  . . .  .Enclosed  Is  $1.  You  pay  postage  and  tax.         - ....Send  C.O.D.  I  will  pay  postman  on  receipt! 

II  plus  postage  and  tax.  ' 
I  Name   j' 
I  Address   |  I City   State   I  I 
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ffti  When  eager  youngsters  get  together  to  grab  and  gulp  at 

y^  picnic,  snack  or  party — ^you're  likely  to  find  the  Federal 
"Park  Avenue"  tumbler  sharing  their  hand-to-mouth  adventure. 

rtrt  And  no  wonder!  Its  smart,  practical  and  arresting  beauty  has  made 

Vt/  the  Park  Avenue  an  AU-American  favorite.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  the 
Park  Avenue  has  been  raised  to  more  lips  than  any  tumbler  ever  made. 

rti^  In  millions  and  millions  of  American  homes  you'll  find  Federal- 
ly  fashioned  Tumblers,  Tableware,  Beverage  Sets,  Occasional  and 

Ornamental  Pieces  adding  their  brilliant  luster  to  everyday  living. 

X f'S^  When  you  buy  glassware — look  for 
\y  the  Shield  ̂   of  Federal.  It  tells  you 
that  each  piece  which  wears  it,  is  the  proud 

product  of  46  years  of  precision-engineered 

quality  manufacture.  What's  more,  the 
Federal  Shield  ̂   assures  you  glassware  of 

modern  design,  matchless  color  and 
clarity  at  very  low  cost. 
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What  About  Television? 
{Continued  from  page  19) 

though  related  fields — broadcasting, 
manufacturing,  Government,  and  pub- 

lic— there  is  increasing  evidence  that 
ultra-high  frequency  television  is  in- 

evitable. Not  only  is  clear  home  re- 
ception within  a  station's  service  area 

assured,  but  it  is  also  possible  to  send 
the  new  pictures  over  long  distances 
through  coaxial  cable.  Columbia 
demonstrated  the  process  on  April  19, 
when  its  color  pictures  were  sent  from 
New  York  to  Washington  and  back — a 
distance  of  544  miles — over  the  A.  T.  & 
T.!s  cable  link  connecting  these  two cities. 

The  industry  has  not  yet  fully  agreed 

as  to  when  the  move  "upstairs"  to  the 
high  frequencies  should  be  made.  Co- 

lumbia believes  it  shotdd  be  made  as 
quickly  as  possible,  and  that  it  can  be 
made  within  a  year's  time. 

But  if  the  public  is  asked  to  buy  low- 
frequency  black-and-white  receivers,  a 
later  move  into  the  high  frequencies 
could  cause  a  great  deal  of  ill  will  and 
confusion.  For  the  low-frequency  re- 

ceivers can  never  be  made  to  pick  up 
the  vastly  improved  pictures  in  the 
high  frequencies,  either  in  black-and- white  or  in  color. 

AS  recently  as  a  year  ago,  there  was 
■'^  considerable  doubt  as  to  when  the 
better  high-frequency  pictures  would  be 
brought  out  of  research  laboratories 
and  demonstrated  as  commercially 
practical.  Guesses  ranged  from  five  to 
ten  years,  and  even  longer.  Yet  CBS 
demonstrated  the  practicality  of  its 
new  color  television  within  five  months 
after  V-J  Day.  The  pictures  were  in- 

finitely better  than  the  color  pictures 
Columbia  had  first  demonstrated  in 
1940.  The  transmitter  radiated  a  signal 
far  more  powerful  than  the  most  pow- 

erful black-and-white  television  sta- 
tion operating  in  New  York. 

At  the  end  of  the  war,  there  were 
high  hopes  that  a  product-starved 
America  would  have  at  least  a  part 
of  its  appetite  satisfied  in  1946. 
Strikes,  material  shortages,  and  un- 

certain price  regulations  have  post- 
poned the  expected  feast.  To  the 

extent  of  this  postponement,  the  gap 
between  production  of  black-and-white 
television  receivers  and  production  of 
color  receivers  has  been  closed.  It  is 
certain  that  viewers  who  wish  to  wait 

for  color  will  not  have  to  wait  "indefi- 
nitely." They  need  not  even  wait  "one 

year." 

Since  fewer  than  ten  thousand  peo- 
ple in  the  United  States  now  own  tele- 

vision sets,  the  chances  are  that  you 
have  never  seen  television — ^to  say 
nothing  of  color  television.  Perhaps  a 
little  test  will  bring  the  case  for  color 
television  closer  to  home,  for  it  is  stated 
most  eloquently  in  the  direct  testimony 
of  your  own  eyes. 

Let  your  imagination,  if  it  can,  drain 
all  color  from  the  objects  that  now  sur- 

round you.  In  your  mind's  eye,  how much  of  the  life,  reality,  and  interest 
of  your  surroundings  is  lost  with  the 
loss  of  color? 
Try  another.  As  you  read  the  fol- 

lowing words,  try  to  think  of  them  in 
terms  of  the  single  word  "gray."  Red, 
orange,  yellow,  green,  blue,  viglet  .  .  . 
rose,  zinnia,  dandelion,  holly,  forget- 
me-not,  lilac  .  .  .  apple,  orange,  lemon, 
lime,  huckleberry,  grape. 

The  case  for  color  television,  in  the 
last  analysis,  is  the  case  for  color,  itself. 



r Once  We're  Married 
(Continued  from  page  27) 

known  would  be  there — a  regret  for 
having  hurt  his  parents  so  deeply.  He 
remembered  a  time,  long  ago,  when  he 
had  been  sick;  his  mother  had  sat  at 
his  bedside  night  and  day,  never  leav- 

ing, and  his  father  had  brought  toys 
home  with  him  in  the  evenings  ,  .  . 
What  power  they  had  over  him, 

simply  because  they  loved  him!  He 
could  break  that  power  only  by  fight- 

ing, ruthlessly,  as  he'd  fought  tonight 
— and  he  was  sick  of  fighting,  he'd  had more  than  enough  of  it  in  the  last  two 
years. 

After  a  long  time  he  got  up,  un- 
dressed in  the  dark,  and  went  to  bed. 

Sally  was  in  the  drugstore,  the  next 
afternoon,  when  the  telephone  rang 

and  a  voice  she  didn't  recognize  said, 
"Miss  Burnett?  This  is  Berg  Ruskin, 
at  the  bank.  Could  you  spare  a  few 

minutes  to  come  over  to  my  office?" 
The  telephone  jerked  in  her  hand. 

All  day  long  she  had  been  pushing  her- 
self mechanically  from  one  familiar 

duty  to  another,  feeling  nothing  but  a 

dull  unhappiness.  Now,  at  Berg's  re- 
quest, she  was  suddenly  alive  again. 

She  had  never  spoken  to  him  in  her 
life,  but  she  knew  him  by  sight,  knew 

the  spare,  wiry  figure,  so  like  Phil's, 
the  lined  face  and  sharp  eyes.  She 
wasn't  afraid  of  him.  She  wanted  to 
talk  to  him.  Because,  after  all,  Phil 
must  have  told  his  parents  they  were 
in  love  and  wanted  to  be  married;  this 
was  her  opportunity  to  make  a  good 
impression. 

"I'll  be  right  over,  Mr.  Ruskin,"  she promised. 

'T'HE  bank  was  closed,  but  one  of  the 
-■-  tellers  let  her  in  at  the  side  door-  and 
led  her  to  Berg's  private  office.  She had  her  first  qualm  of  uneasiness  at  the 
sight  of  him  sitting  behind  his  neat 
desk,  waiting  for  her  with  an  impassive 
face.  She  had  wanted  to  make  a  good 
impression  on  him,  but  now  she  sensed 
that  there  was  no  way  for  her  to  make 
any  sort  of  impression  on  him,  either 
good  or  bad— =that  he  had  his  mind 
made  up  about  her  in  advance. 

"Good  afternoon.  Miss  Burnett,"  he 
said.  "Please  sit  down.  I  asked  you 
to  come  over  because  last  night  Philip 
told  me  you  and  he  want  to  be  mar- 
ried." 

Sally's  heart  gave  a  single  great  leap. 
"Oh,  I'm  glad,"  she  said.  "I  hoped  that 
was  it.    I  wanted  him  to  tell  you." 

"0id  you?"  Berg  asked  in  his  dryest 
most  unbelieving  voice.  "Frankly,  his 
mother  and  I  cannot  approve  of  this 
marriage.  He  is  of  age,  and  there  is  no 
way  we  can  prevent  it.  But  if  Philip 
does  marry  you,  it  will  be  without  our 
consent  and  without  our  help.  Do  you 
understand  what  that  means?" 

Sally  seemed  to  shrink  in  her  chair, 
but  she  kept  her  eyes  unwaveringly  on 
his.  "Yes,  I — I  guess  I  do,"  she  said. 
"You  mean  you  wouldn't  help  him  to 
finish  his  education,  you  wouldn't  give 
him  any  money  or — or  let  him  visit 

you." Sally  pressed  her  hands  together. 
"Did  you  ask  me  to  come  over  here  just 
to  tell  me  that?" 
"No.  Not  entirely.  I  thought  it might  perhaps  affect  your  decision. 

But  there  is  something  else,  too.  In 
view  of  the  possible  connection  be- 

tween your  family  and  mine,  I  took 
the  trouble  this  morning  to  visit  your 
brother." 

Sally  looked  uncomprehending. 

%^ ONE  MOTHER  TO  MOTHER 
Vacation  time  this  year  brings  more  opportu- 

nities to  travel*  If  you  happen  to  be  near 
Fremont,  Mich.,  please  stop  in  for  a  visit 
and  see  how  baby  foods  are  made. 

Wfiaf  makes 

a  babj^  im\i(b  f 
Food,  of  course !  Naturally,  you  make  it  your 

loving  responsibility  to  feed  him  quality  foods. 
We  make  it  our  responsibility  to  supply  those  quality  baby 
foods  to  you.  We  select  just  the  right  kinds  of  fruits  and  vege- 

tables, wash  them  in  pure,  artesian  water,  then  cook  them  the 
Gerber  way  hy  steam  ...  to  retain  precious  minerals  and  vita- 

mins. That  same  stress  on  quality  produces  "just-right" 
texture,  and  pleasant  taste.  Be  sure  to  get  Gerber's— with 
"America's  Best-Known  Baby"  on  every  label! 

Ready  for  Cereals? 

Start  your  baby  on  Gerber's  Cereal  Food  and  Gerber's  Strained 
Oatmeal— two  cereals  which  are  made  to  sitit  baby's  needs, 

from  the  start  right  through  babyhood.  Both  cereals 
are  enriched  with  added  iron  and  B  complex 

vitamins,  Both  are  pre-cooked,  ready- 
to-serve,  just  add  milk  or  formula. 

baby's  feeding  progron ith  your  doc 

"J^tee  sei'fnpie , erber^s 
niEMONT,  MKH.  OAKLAND.  CAl. 

Gvraalt        Strain«d  Foods       Chopood  Foodt 

19  kinds  of  Straimtd 
Foods,  9  kinds  of 

Chopped  Foods,  2 
specif  Baby  Cereals. 

©  1946,  G.  P.  C. 

My  baby  is  now   months 
old;  please  send  me  samples  of 
Gerber's  Cereal  Food  and 
Gerber's  Strained  Oatmeal. 

Address:  Gerber  Products  Co.,  Dept.  W7-6,  Fremont,  Micb. 

Name.. 

Address   City  and  State.. 
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"He  tells  me  he  had  no  idea  the  other 
two  men  were  planning  to  hold  up  the 
cafe — he  thought  they  were  going  in  to 
collect  some  money  they  said  Art 
Powers  owed  them." 

"That's  true,  Mr.  Ruskin!"  Sally  said 
eagerly.  "I  know  it  is.  Oliver's  a 
little  wild  and  reckless,  but  he  isn't 
bad.    He  wouldn't  commit  a  crime — " 

"It  may  be  true,"  Berg  interrupted 
her.  "I  rather  believe  it  is — your 
brother  didn't  strike  me  as  a  criminal 
type.  He's  badly  frightened,  and  it seemed  to  me  that  if  he  could  get  out 

of  this  difficulty  he'd  be  a  great  deal more  careful  in  the  future.  He  said 
something  about  expecting  to  go  into 

the  Army  soon." 
"Yes — he's  eighteen.  We  both  are, 

you  know,  we're  twins.  And  he  ex- 
pects to  be  called  almost  any  day.  He 

used  to  be  awfully  anxious  to  go." 

"IF  he  should  be  convicted  of  being 
■'■  an  accessory  to  an  attempted  rob- 

bery," Berg  said,  "and  were  sent  to 
prison,  he  of  course  could  never  join  the 
armed  forces."  He  picked  up  a  pencil 
and  tapped  it  thoughtfully  on  the  glass 

top  of  his  desk.  "It  would  be  a  pity  if he  had  to  serve  a  prison  term.  A  thing 
like  that  could  ruin  his  whole  life.  It 
occurred  to  me  that  I  could  talk  to  the 
district  attorney  about  him — I  have  a 
little  influence  there — and  under  the 
circumstances  it  might  be  possible  to 
get  him  released  at  the  preliminary 

hearing." Sally  leaned  forward,  her  eyes  shin- 
ing. "Oh,  Mr.  Ruskin,  if  you  only 

could!  But — "  She  hesitated,  taken 
aback  by  the  continuing  indifference  of 
his  face  and  manner.  "I  don't  under- 

stand. You  mean  you'll  do  all  this — 
just  because  Phil  and  I — are  going  to  be 

married  .  .  .  and  Oliver's  my  brother?" 
"Not  at  all,"  he  told  her.  "I'll  do  it on  the  understanding  that  you  and  my 

son  ̂ ^ill  not  be  married." 
Sally  understood  then,  and  she  sank 

limply  back  in  her  chair.  "Oh,"  she 
whispered.  "Oh,  I  see."  There  was silence  in  the  little  oflfice,  while  Sally 
thought  of  Oliver,  who  had  always  been 
so  close  to  her  until  these  last  few 
months,  Oliver  with  his  light-hearted 
grin  quenched  now  in  the  ugly  cell  at 
the  jail.  Everything  Berg  had  said  was 
true:  if  Oliver  were  sent  to  prison  it 
would  ruin  him,  turn  him  bitter  and 
sullen  and  angry  at  the  world.  She 
thought  of  her  father  and  mother  too, 
of  their  easy-going  ways,  their  stimned 
bewilderment  at  Oliver's  arrest.  She 
could  save  Oliver,  she  could  give  hap- 

piness back  to  her  parents.  She  could 
— if  she  would  accept  the  bargain 
Phil's  father  was  offering  her. 
She  felt  trapped,  hemmed  in  by 

events.  The  rapture  of  a  few  minutes 
before,  when  she  had  learned  that  Phil 
had,  after  all,  had  the  courage  to  face 
his  parents  and  tell  them  he  loved  her 
— that  rapture  had  turned  into  despair. 

"This  isn't  fair!"  she  said  desperately. 
"I  can  tell  Phil  I  won't  marry  him — but 
I  can't  stop  him  from  loving  me.  And he  does  love  me.  He  showed  that  he 
does,  last  night,  when  he  went  and 

told.you  so!" "I'm  sorry,  but  I  doubt  that.  If 
Philip  still  loves  you  after  he  has 
finished  college  and  decided  what  he 
wants  to  do  with  his  life,  then  his 
mother  and  I  will  withdraw  our  ob- 

jections. Actually,  I  believe  he'll  have 
forgotten  about  you  by  then." He  was  so  positive  and  assured  that 
in  spite  of  herself  she  was  infected  with 

doubt.     It  could  happen.     Phil's   love 

was  real  now,  but  even  real  things  died 
if  they  were  starved.  Away  from  Lit- 

tleton, Phil  would  meet  other  girls, 
dance  with  them,  laugh  with  them;  he 
would  find  other  interests,  in  which  she 
would  have  no  part.  Imperceptibly, 
their  lives  would  separate,  and  when 
he  came  back  to  Littleton  they  would 
meet  on  the  street  and  be  strangers. 

"TVO!"  she  said  violently — and  it  was 
■••  '  as  if  she  hadn't  thought  the  answer 

out  herself  at  all,  as  if  it  came  out  of 

her  flesh  and  bones  and  blood.  "I  won't do  it!  I  love  Phil,  and  if  he  loves  me 

and  wants  to  marry  me  I  won't  do  any- 

thing to  stop  him." "And  let  your  brother  be  sent  to 

prison?" 

"He  hasn't  been  sent  there  yet!  You 
said  yourself  that  you  believed  him 
when  he  said  he  didn't  know  about 
the  hold-up.  Maybe  the  judge  will  be- 

lieve him  too.  I'll  get  a  lawyer  for  him, 
and  do  everything  else  I  can  to  help 

him — but  I  won't  do  this!" Her  voice  broke,  and  she  jumped  to 
her  feet,  keeping  her  face  turned  away 
from  him  so  he  wouldn't  see  the  tears. 
Back  in  the  drugstore,  she  went  to 

the  washroom  and  did  what  she  could 
to  repair  the  damage  tears  had  done  to 
her  eyes.  She  still  had  two  hours  of 
work  ahead  of  her,  and  people  would 

be  quick  to  notice  that  she'd  been  cry- ing, if  she  gave  them  a  chance,  and  to 
speculate  on  the  reason  why.  And  now 

that  she  had  thrown  Berg  Ruskin's  bar- gain back  at  h^m,  she  was  terrified.  If 
Olivor  were  actually  sent  to  prison,  it 
would  be  as  if  she  herself  had  sent 
him  there.  She  had  told  Berg  bravely 
enough  that  she  would  find  a  lawyer 
for  Oliver,  but  that  was  easier  to  say 
than  to  do. 

AN  ADVERTISEMENT  OF  PEPSI-COIA  COMPANY 
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"Why,  Minnie  HifJ>Heberry I  Hollywood  hasn't  changed  you  a  bit!'* 



People  came  into  the  store  and  she 
waited  on  some  of  them  and  they  went 
out  again.  Mr.  Simpson  looked  at 

her  quizzically,  but  she  didn't  notice. When  the  clock  hands  finally  reached 
six,  she  was  out  of  the  store  in  a  flash 
and  hurrying  down  the  street  to  my 
house — to  tell  me  everything. 

"Of  course  you  weren't  disloyal!"  I 
said,  and  I  meant  it.  "I  never  heard  of 
such  a  thing,  and  I'll  tell  Berg  Ruskin 
so  myself,  next  time  I  see  him!  Trying 
to  interfere  with  the  due  process  of  law, 
just  to  get  his  own  way!  The  idea! 
You  did  perfectly  right  to  refuse  him, 

Sally  Burnett,  and  I'm  proud  of  you." 
"That  makes  me  feel  better,"  Sally 

said  with  a  wan  smile.  "But  it  still 
doesn't  help  Oliver." 
"You  go  down  tomorrow  morning 

and  talk  to  old  Judge  Lawton,"  I  told 
her.  "The  Judge  doesn't  practice  much 
any  more,  but  he's  still  smart  as  a 
whip,  and  he'll  let  you  take  your  time 
about  paying  him.  I  wouldn't  even  be 
surprised  if  he'd  do  it  for  nothing." 
I  chuckled.  "So  Phil  walked  right  out 
of  here  last  night  and  told  his  folks  he 
wanted  to  marry  you!  I  hoped  that 

was  what  he  had  in  mind,  but  I  wasn't 
sure." 
SALLY  clasped  her  hands  arotihd  her 

knees.  "Aunt  Jenny,"  she  said  timid- 
ly, "you  say  I  was  right  to  tiurn  Phil's 

father  down,  and  I'm  glad  you  think 
so,  only — how  does  anyone  know  what's 
right?  1  don't  mean  what's  smartest, 
or  best  for  yourself — but  really  right 
all  around.  For  instance — "  The smooth  white  skin  of  her  forehead 

puckered  into  a  frown.  "I  love  Phil 
and  he  loves  me,  but  maybe  ̂ t  isn't really  right  for  us  to  get  married. 

Maybe  he'd  be  better  off  without  me — 
considering  who  he  is,  and  who  I  am, 
and  how  his  parents  feel  about  me — 
and  everything.  I  don't  want  to  marry 
him,  if  it  would  be  bad  for  him — if 
someday,  a  year  or  ten  years  from  now, 
he  was  going  to  be  sorry.  Do  you  see 
what  I  mean?" 

"I  see,  yes,"  I  told  hef.  "It's  a  ques- 
tion wise  men  have  been  puzzling  over 

since  the  world  began,  I  guess,  and  it 
does  you  credit  to  be  thinking  about 
it  too.  I  don't  know  that  I  can  answer 
it,  except  to  say  that  you  just  have  to 

follow  your  heart.  If  it's  a  good  heart 
— and  yours  is,  Sally — it'll  steer  you 
right,  nine  timies  out  of  ten." 
"Maybe  that's  'true,"  Sally  mused. 

"That's  what  happened  this  afternoon. 
I  didn't  think  about  Mr.  Ruskin  plan- 

ning to  interfere  with  any  due  process 
of  law  to  help  Oliver,  or  anything  like 
that.  I  just  knew  I  couldn't  let  him 
bribe  me  into  giving  up  Phil.  Not  even 
for  Oliver.  That  was  following  my 
heart,  wasn't  it?" 

She  called  a  neighbor  of  her  mother's 
on  the  telephone,  and  sent  a  message 
that  she  was  going  to  have  supper  with 
me.  It  was  a  quiet  meal,  just  the  two 
of  us  sitting  at  the  kitchen  table,  eating 
Irish  stew.  Now  and  then  Sally  would 
glance  at  the  clock  and  once,  just  after 

she'd  done  this,  she  caught  my  eye  and 
smiled.  "Phil  will  come  here  tonight," 
she  said.     "I  know  he  will." 

He  did,  soon  after  seven.  Sally  was 
on  her  feet  at  the  sound  of  the  door- 

bell, and  I  let  her  answer  it.  I  heard 
the  murmur  of  their  voices  from  the 
front  of  the  house,  and  I  smiled  hap- 

pily to  myself.     I  didn't  disturb  them. 
But  when  I  finally  went  into  the 

front  room  I  knew  something  had  gone 
wrong. 

Phil  was  standing  beside  the  center 
table,  flipping  the  pages  of  one  of  the 

■  magazines  that  lay  there — just  turning 

BORDERLINE  ANEMIA' can  ruin  your  looks  and  good  times! 

How  thousands  who  are  pale  and  tired  because  of  this  blood 

deficiency  may  find  renewed  energy  with  Ironized  Yeast  Tablets 

ALMOST  EVERYWHERE  you  gO,  yOU 
•  see  pale  people,  listless  people, 

people  whose  enjoyment  of  life  seems 

at  low  ebb.  Yes,  and  so  often  it's  a  Bor- 
derline Anemia— resulting  from  a  f  erro- 

nutritional  deficiency  of  the  blood— that 
deprives  them  of  vigor  and  fun. 

Medical  records  reveal  that  up  to 

68%  of  the  women  examined  —  many 
men— have  such  a  Borderline  Anemia. 
Their  red  blood  cells  are  too  small  to 

supply  full  vitality.  Your  red  blood 
cells  are  your  supply  line  of  energy! 

Ironized  Yeast  Tablets 

to  build  up  red  blood  cells 

So,  if  you're  tired  without  good  reason 
—if  your  color's  poor  —  you  may  need 
the  help  of  Ironized  Yeast  Tablets. 
Ironized  Yeast  Tablets  are  specially 
formulated  to  help  combat  Borderline 
Anemia  and  its  effects  on  your  red 
blood  cells  .  . .  appearance  . . .  energy. 
Of  course,  continuing  tiredness,  listless- 
ness  and  pallor  may  be  caused  by  other 

conditions,  so  consult  your  physician 

regularly.  But  when  you  have  this  Bor- 
derline Anemia  and  envy  others  their 

energy  and  good  looks,  take  Ironized 
Yeast  Tablets.  They  can  help  you  build 

up  your  blood— and  along  with  it  your 
natural  vitality  and  attractiveness. 

^BORDERLINE  ANEMIA 

resulting  from  a  ferro-nutritional 
blood  deficiency  can  cause 

TIREDNESS  •  LISTLESSNESS  •  PALLOR 

Energy-Buildine  Blood.Tlug 
is  a  microscopic  view  of 
blood  rich  in  energy  ele- ments. Here  are  big, 

plentiful  red  cells  that release  energy  to  every 

muscle,  limb,  tissue. 

Borderline  Anemia.  Thou- sands have  blood  like 
this;  never  know  it. 
Cells  are  puny,  faded. 

Blood  like  this  can't  re- lease the  energy  you 
need  to  feel  and  look 

your  best. 

Ironized  Yeast 
TABLETS 
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YOU  CAN  BE  A 

ON  THE  HOHEST  DAYS 

T/m'soMiijiixtW^/ 
After  each  bath,  pat  yourself 
all  over  with  Mavis  Talc! 

You're  cool,  sweet,  alluring! 

for  Body  Beauty 

Talcum  Powder  59c,  39c, 
23c,  lOc 

Bo^y  Beauty  Powder  $1.00 

Dusting  Powder  59c 
(each  with  targe  puff) prices  p\ui  tax V.VIVAUDOU,  INC   Distr.,  New  York 
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1 1  L  II    creamy,  white 

P...S..  LOTION Safely 

REMOVES  HAIR 
Leaves  akin 
smooth, alluringt 

1.  A  pleasant  white  lotion  without 
bad  clinging  depilatory  odor. 

2.  Painless  .  .  .  not  messy,  quick 
to  use.  As  simple  to  remove  as 
cold  cream. 

3.  No  razor  stubble.  Keeps  legs 
hair-free  longer.  Economical! 

4.  Does  not  irritate  healthy,  nor- 
mal skin. 

5.  Removes  hair  close  to  skin, 
leaving  skin  soft, smooth, 
and  alluring. 

Cosmetic  lotion  to 
remove  hair 

NAIR 
49^ 

plus  tax   /x^ 

Al  Drug,  Dipartmtnl  and  lOrStom 

them  over,  without  any  purpose,  and 
I'd  have  sworn  not  seeing  them.  Sally 
sat  on  the  Chesterfield,  watching  him, 
her  lips  barely  parted  as  if  words  were 
trembling  on  them  which,  once  spoken, 
could  never  be  called  back.  I  tried  to 

act  as  if  I  didn't  notice  anything;  I  said 
hello  to  Phil  and  patted  Sally's  shoulder 
as  I  went  past  to  my  own  chair.  Phil 
answered  my  greeting  absently,  closed 
the  magazine,  and  started  on  another. 

"Aunt  Jenny,"  Sally  said  suddenly, 
"do  you  remember  what  we  were  talk- 

ing about — about  following  your 
heart?"  She  was  still  looking  at  Phil. 
"I'm  beginning  to  see  what  you  meant. 
But  sometimes  it's  hard  to  do." 

Phil  glanced  up,  frowning.  "Follow 
your  heart?"  he  asked. 

Sally  didn't  answer  him,  at  least  not 
directly.  "Phil  told  his  father  and 
mother  last  night  that  he  wanted  to 

marry  me,"  she  said.  "But  he's  not 
very  happy  about  it." "Well,"  Phil  exclaimed  angrily,  "did 
you  expect  me  to  be?  I  haven't  even 
seen  my  mother  today — she's  been  in her  room  with  a  sick  headache.  And 
Dad  came  back  at  me  tonight  with  a 
long  argument  about  how  we  could  at 
least  wait  a  couple  of  years.  Lord 

knows,  he's  trying  to  be  decent." 
An  'almost  imperceptible  smUe 

touched  Sally's  lips,  and  I  knew  she 
was  thinking  of  Berg  Ruskin's  proposal 
to  her.  Evidently  she  hadn't  men- tioned that  to  Phil.  Naturally,  she 

wouldn't. "Do  you  want  to  wait,  Phil?" 
"No,  I  don't!  But  I  don't  want  to 

cut  myself  off  from  my  father  and 

mother,  either.  Don't  you  see?"  Phil 
demanded.  "I'm  sorry  for  them — I'm fond  of  them,  and  I  hate  to  make  them 

unhappy.  It's  a  terrible  thing  to  break 
off  with  your  parents.  How  would  you 
feel,  Sally,  if  marrying  me  would  cut 

you  off  from  yours?" "I — I'd  feel  the  same  as  you  do.  I'd 

hate  it." "TTT'ELL,    then.    I   don't   know   what 
"  you're  complaining  about.  You 

wanted  me  to  tell  them,  and  I  did.  But 

I  didn't  promise  to  walk  arotmd  shout- 

ing with  joy  afterwards." "No,  Phil.  I  know  you  didn't.  I 
don't  blame  you,"  Sally  said  in  that 

oddly  quiet  voice.     "I'm  only — sorry." 
"The  main  thing  is  still  that  we're 

going  to  be  married." Sally  shook  her"  head.  "No,  we aren't,"  she  told  him.  She  stood  up. 
"I  was  wrong,  Phil.  I  thought  that 
if  you  simply  went  and  told  your 
father  and  mother  what  you  intended 
to  do,  that  would  be  the  end  of  it.  Of 

course  it  isn't.  They  won't  let  it  be 
the  end.  They  love  you,  you're  their 
only  child,  and  they  want  you  to  have 
the  best  girl  in  the  world  for  your  wife. 
I'm  not  surprised  that  they  don't  think 
I'm  her.  And  I  know  they'll  never 
change.  They  won't  ever  accept  me. So — "  She  took  a  deep,  quivering 
breath.  "I'm  not  going  to  come  be- 

tween you  and  your  parents,  Phil.  I 

won't  do  it.    It  would  be — wrong." 
"Sally!"  Phil  took  one  step  toward 

her,  and  stopped.  "Wait,  Sally.  You're 

upset — we  both  are — " "I'm  not  at  all  upset,  Phil.  1  have 
been.  But  not  now.  The  minute  I  saw 
you  tonight  I  knew  I  was  going  to  have 

to  let  you  go.  We're- not — we're  just 
not  meant  to  be  together.  And  don't 
think  I'm  angry  at  you,  or  disappointed. 
I'm  not.  I  simply  see  how  things  are. 
Right  now  I  could  make  you  leave  your 
family  for  me.  But  later  on,  maybe  a 
year  from  now,  or  two,  you  might  look 
at  '"'^  and  wonder  why  on  earth  you 



ever  did  it.  I  couldn't  stand  that.  I 
couldn't  stand  living,  day  after  day, 
waiting  for  the  time  w^hen  it  would 
happen — being  afraid  of  it.  Even  now, 
I  know  you'd  be  relieved  if  I  suggested 
taking  your  father's  advice  and  waiting 
ixntil  you've  finished  going  to  scfiool." 

Sally  paused,  and  Phil  didn't  answer. 
"There's  no  chance  for  us."  Her 

voice  was  almost  a  whisper.  "No 
chance  at  all.    So  you'd  better  go  now." 

"Sally!"  He  tried  to  take  her  in  his 
arms,  but  she  shook  him  off. 

"Please — go  away!"  She  sounded 
furious,  and  maybe  Phil  thought  she 
was;  maybe  he  wasn't  old  enough  to have  found  out  that  unhappiness  can 
make  your  voice  as  harsh  as  anger.  He 
stepped  back,  hesitantly,  and  then  he 
made  up  his  mind,  and  he  was  gone. 

Sally  sank  down  on  the  couch  and 
leaned  back,  her  eyes  closed.  "I  did 
it.  Aunt  Jenny,"  she  said.  "I  did  what 
seemed  right.    And  I'm  sorry  already." 

Well,  it  was  over  between  Sally  and 
Phil,  and  things  ought  to  have  gone  on 
for  them  just  about  the  same  as  before 
they  met.  Only,  as  a  friend  of  mine 

says,  "Time  is  a  one-way  street." 

SALLY  tried  her  best  to  go  back.  She 
concentrated  on  Oliver — I  went  with 

her  several  times  to  see  him.  He'd  had 
a  shock,  that  boy — one  that  had  done 
him  a  world  of  good!  And  fortunately, 
he  was  released  at  the  preliminary 
hearing  for  him  and  the  other  two  men 
(who  pleaded  guilty,  incidentally,  and 

got  one-year  sentences  each).  "Do  you 
suppose  Mr.  Ruskin  did  it?"  Sally  asked 
me.  "Even  though  I  turned  him  down, 
dd  you  think  he  went  ahead  and  helped 
Oliver  when  he  found  out  I'd  sent 
Phil  away?" 

"Maybe,"  I  said.  "But  in  my  opinion 
it's  more  likely  the  district  attorney 
saw  he  didn't  have  any  case  against 
Oliver,  and  let  him  go,  all  by  himself." 
Anyway,  whatever  the  reason,  and 

none  of  us  could  be  sure  of  it  then, 
Oliver  was  free  again,  and  he  didn't 
wait  to  be  drafted,  but  went  off  to 
Metropole  the  very  same  day  and  en- 

listed in  the  Army.  So  as  I  said,  Sally 
had  nothing  to  worry  about.  She  took 
up    with   all   her    old   friends   again — 

=••••= 

It    doesn't    look 
like    the    nniforms 

you've  been   seeing 
on      our      fighting 

men,    because    this 

small    bronze     insigne     is     another 

kind  of  uniform — ^the  badge  of  the 
honorably   discharged  veteran. 

The  man  who  wears  it  in  the 

lapel  of  his  civilian  suit  may  bear 

a  visible  wound,  or  a  wound  you 

cannot  see,  but  in  every  case  it 

speaks  of  suffering  and  sacrifice 

endured  on  your  behalf.  Learn  to 

recognize  the  Honorable  Service 

Emblem  as  instantly  as  you  do  ~a 

uniform,  so  that  to  every  veteran 

you  meet  you  can  give  the  respect 
and      consideration      he      deserves. 

  '  •^•^•^    

SERVING     THROUGH     SCIENCE 

HAIR  DRY  SWIM  CAP 

IS  BACK! 

J-nelamous  U.u.  idowland  xlair  keeps  your   Lair   dry.    iStunning 

JJry  Owim.   Cap   you  ve   missed  styles.    JVlade   in   sizes  to  nt  all 

so   mucn — witn   tne  suction-cup  neads.  At  your  lavorite  depart- 

oand  tnat  protects  your  ears  and  ment  or  specialty  store. 

^'   HAIR  DRY  SWIM  CAP 

E WITH    THE    EXCLUS/TT SNU6-ftT  FBATU^y 

Tke  only  cap  -witli  the  V-snapea  reinforc- 
ing rios  tnat  turn  tne  flaps  inward  to  make 

a  perfect  seal.  To  get  this  patented  feature 

look  for  tne  name  "U.  O.  xlowlana. 
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UNITED    STATES    RUBBER    COMPANY 
1230    AVENUE    OF   THE    AMERICAS,  NEW   YORK    20,  N.  Y. 
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perspiration  odor 
Me 

'  Made  on  a  jace  cream  hose.  Yodora  is 
actually  soothing  to  normal  skins. 

'  Entirely  free  from  irritating  salts.  Can 
be  used  right  after  under-arm  shaving. 

•  Its  soft,  cream  consistency  stays  that  way 
indefinitely.  Never  gets  stiff  or  grainy. 

•  Contains  no  chemicals  to  spoil  clothing. 
■  Tubes  or  jars,  10<f,  30<f,  60<f. 

Yes,  Yodora  is  a  genUe  /-jS^^'^ViP^'fev 

deodorant.  T>y  vi-fed^'^'**^^^ the  wonderful  difference! Ste* 

McKesson  &  Bobbins,  Inc.,  Bridgeport,  Conn, 
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PEERLESS 

PLUS  FED.  TAX 

These  ore  the  new 

streamlined  pen  and 

pencil  sets  that  are 
literally  flying  over 

paper  to  moke  writ- ing  history. 

New  York  11,  N.Y.-Dept.  W 

dropping  in  to  see  me  about  once  a 
week,  but  otherwise  being  busy  going 
dancing  and  for  automobile  rides  with 
half-a-dozen  different  boys.  She  used 
a  bit  more  make-up,  and  bought  some 
new  clothes — on  credit,  she  told  me 
defiantly — and  when  you  went  into  the 
drugstore  you  would  likely  as  not  find 
her  joking  with  some  young  fellow  sit- 

ting at  the  soda  fountain. 
It  was  Phil  who  changed.  He  took 

a  job  in  the  bank,  to  keep  busy  until 
time  to  go  back  to  school  in  the  fall, 
and  from  being  a  friendly,  pleasant 
youngster  he  turned  morose  and  un- communicative. He  did  his  work  all 
right,  as  far  as  anyone  could  tell,  but 
when  it  was  over  he  went  straight 
home;  and  at  home  he  spent  most  of 
his  time  in  his  own  room,  reading  and 
studying.  He  was  polite  to  Berg  and 
Helen,  but  that  was  all.  If  Helen  sug- 

gested that  he  ought  to  go  out  and  see 
some  of  his  old  friends,  the  boys — and, 
Helen  really  meant,  the  girls — he'd 
gone  to  school  with,  he  would  say,  "I 
don't  feel  like  it.  Mother,"  in  a  tone 
that  was  so  indifferent,  but  so  final  too, 

that  Helen  couldn't  pursue  it. 

XJELEN  herself  wasn't  feeling  entirely -*-■-  secure  these  days.  Seeing  the  way 
Phil  had  withdrawn  into  himself,  she 
found  herself  wondering,  against  her 
will,  if  she  and  Berg  had  been  wrong. 
Perhaps  they  should  have  given  their 
consent,  let  Phil  go  ahead  and  marry 
his  Sally  .  .  .  But  then  she  would  pass 
Simpson's  drugstore,  on  one  of  her 
shopping  trips  downtown,  and  see  Sally 
leaning  over  the  counter,  laughing  with 
Harry  Todd  or  Charlie  Edwards,  and 
her  resolution  would  come  back,  as 
strong  as  it  had  ever  been.  A  girl  like 

that — why,  she'd  have  made  Phil's  life one  unending  torment,  once  the  first 
bloom  of  marriage  had  worn  off! 

Yet  Phil's  dejection  nagged  her  con- 
science, and  as  the  weeks  went  by  and 

he  showed  no  signs  of  shaking  it  off 
she  went  on  trying  to  help  him.  She 
invented  reasons  for  going  to  Metro- 
pole  on  Saturday  afternoons,  and  asked 
Phil  to  drive  her  there  in  the  car.  He 

always  agreed,  as  if  it  didn't  matter where  he  was  or  what  he  was  doing. 
He  sat  in  the  car  or  walked  along  the 
Metropole  streets  while  she  was  shop- 

ping, and  when  she  was  through  and 
suggested  that  they  stay  for  dinner  he 
answered,  "All  right,  Mother.  If  you'd 
like  to."  They  would  go  to  the  best 
places,  and  Phil  would  order  and  eat, 
and  answer  Helen's  remarks  with  the 
proper  words;  but  she  always  had  the 
feeling  that  he  wasn't  actually  there with  her  at  all,  that  his  thoughts  were 
somewhere  else. 
She  finally  did  something  she 

shouldn't  have  done. 
It  was  toward  the  end  of  April,  and 

they  were  driving  home  from  one  of 
their  excursions  to  Metropole.  The 
fields  on  each  side  of  the  road  stretched 
away,  dim  under  a  half  moon.  By  day 
they  were  green,  but  now  the  green 
was  like  a  pale  mist  hugging  the 
ground.  Phil  had  put  the  top  of  the 
roadster  down,  although  it  was  cool, 
and  the  air  was  damp  and  filled  with 
the  smell  of  things  growing.  To  Phil, 
on  a  night  like  this,  the  thought  of 
Sally  was  nearly  unendurable.  He 
wanted  to  go  to  her,  feel  her  slim  body 
in  his  arms,  put  his  lips  against  the 
velvet  of  her  skin.  But  a  queer  inertia 

kept  him  away.  She  had  said,  "We're 
not  meant  to  be  together,"  and  the words  had  struck  him  with  a  dull 
finality. 
They  were  halfway  home  when 

Helen  said,  above  the  hum  of  the  motor, 

"Phil — I've  got  to  talk  to  you.  I  know 
you — you  blame  your  father  and  me 

because  we  opposed  your  marriage." 
"You  didn't  just  oppose  it,"  Phil  said. 

"You  prevented  it.  I  told  you  Sally 
had  refused  me  because  she  didn't  want 
to  come  between  me  and  my  family." 

"Yes,  I  know,"  Helen  said  nervously. 
"But  you  must  believe  it  was  only  for 

your  own  good- — " "I  believe  you  thought  it  was,"  Phil 
broke  in.    "I  wish  I  didn't." 

"A  girl  like  that —  You've  seen  how 
she's  been  acting  lately,  going  around 

with  any  boy  that  asks  her.  She  isn't 
worth  grieving  over,  Phil." Unconsciously,  Phil  began  driving 
faster.  "Sally  has  a  right  to  go  out 
with  anyone  she  pleases.  After  the 

way  I  treated  her,  I  certainly  haven't 
any  voice  in  what  she  does!" "I  don't  know  what  you  mean  by 
that,  Phil.  She  was  the  one  who  said 

she  wouldn't  marry  you." "And  the  reason  she  said  it  was  that 
she  saw  how  miserable  I  was  over  dis- 

obeying you  and  Dad — because  she  saw 
that  I  was  still  a  kid,  tied  to  you  both, 

without  any  will  of  my  own!" 
There.  He'd  put  it  into  words  at 

last — the  ugly,  humiliating  secret  that 
he  had  tried  to  keep  even  from  himself. 
He  felt  a  wave  of  relief,  a  slackening 
of  the  tension  that  had  made  him  move 
carefully  and  speak  as  little  as  possible 
all  these  weeks. 

His  mother  sat  up  straight  beside 
him,  her  eyes  on  the  road  ahead. 
"That's  not  why  she  said  she  wouldn't 

marry  you,  Phil,"  she  told  him.  "It's 
time  you  knew  the  truth." His  head  jerked  toward  her,  then 
back  to  the  road. 
"Your  father  called  her  in  to  his 

office  and  talked  to  her.  He  promised 
he'd  get  the  charges  against  her 
brother  dismissed  if  she  would  give  you 
up.  At  first  she  refused — or  pretended 
to.  But  that  night  she  broke  off  with 

you." 

Phil's  hands,  gripping  the  steering 
wheel  so  tightly  the  skin  was  stretched 
over  his  knuckles,  pulled  the  car 

around  a  curve.  "If  that's  true — "  he said  harshly,  and  stopped. 
"It's  true,  Phil.     Every  word  of  it." 
"She  could  have  told  me  that  was  the 

reason!"  he  burst  out  bitterly.  "That 
would  have  been  the  honest  thing  to  do 
— instead  of  letting  me  think  it  was  my 

fault!" 

"She  was  ashamed,  of  course." 

"I'D  have  understood — "  Phil  began, 
■■-  and  stopped.  Would  he  have  under- 

stood, or  would  he  have  been  as  bit- 
terly angry  as  he  was  now,  at  this  very 

minute — angry  at  Sally,  and  at  his 
father  too?  Because  there  had  been  | 
other  ways  to  help  Oliver,  honest  ways,  I 
involving  none  of  this  behind-the- 
scenes  maneuvering. 

"Very  clever  of  Dad,"  he  said  scorn- 
fully. That  was  the  last  time  he  spoke 

until  he  stopped  the  car  in  front  of  the 

Ruskin  house.  "Go  on  in,  Mother,"  he 
said  coldly.   "I'm  going  downtown." "But — "  Mechanically,  Helen  opened 
the  door  and  stepped  to  the  curb. 
"Why?     What  are  you  going  to  do?" 

Phil  leaned  over  to  slam  the  car  door* 
shut.      "I    don't    know,"    he    said.      "I 
have  a  hunch  I'm  going  to  get  drunk." 

In  the  final  chapter  of  Once  We're 
Married,  Aunt  Jenny  tells  how  every- 

thing exploded  between  Phil  and  Sally 
— exploded  in  a  crash  that  involved 
family,  friends — Aunt  Jenny  most  of 
all.  Read  it  in  the  August  Radio  Mir- 

ror, on  sale  Friday,  July  12. 



Murder  for  Two 
(Contimied  from  page  37) 

"I  thought  you  might  feel  a  bit  odd 
here,  under  the  circumstances,"  she 
said.  "But  I  guess  you  agree  with  me 
that  evil  things  don't  live  after  they're 
done."  Then  suddenly  she  gasped  and 
put  a  hand  against  her  mouth.  "My 
iron!  I  left  it  on— I  must  be  going." She  started  toward  the  door,  stopped 

on  the  threshold  and  called  back,  "It's 
nice  to  have  this  place  rented  again. 
Everyone  else  was  so  cowardly  about 
it.  I'm  glad  you  brave  people  came 

along!" She  was  gone.  They  could  hear  her 
footsteps  moving  carefully  down  the 
hall  as  Jerry  shut  the  door.  He  found 
himself  holding  both  the  door-handle 
and  his  wife,  who  had  suddenly  thrown 
her  arms  around  his  neck. 

"Oh,  darling,  let's  get  out  of  here!" 
she  said.  "I  have  a  streak  of  woman's 
intuition  that  otherwise  we're  going  to 
be  very  unhappy!" 

Jerry  took  her  arms  away.  "Non- 
sense!" said  he.  "I'm  going  out  now 

and  get  our  bags  from  our  latest  hotel. 
I'll  be  right  back.  We  have  a  home 
now,  Pam,  and  that's  all  that  matters!" 
He  re-opened  the  hall  door — and  a 

handsome  young  man  whose  eye  had 
obviously  been  glued  to  the  keyhole 
fell  into  the  room. 

"Better  watch  that!"  Pam  told  him 
as  he  regained  his  balance.  "You'll have  a  keyhole  mark  on  one  eye  and 

not  on  the  other." 

HE  paid  no  attention  to  her.  "I'm  Mr. Stone,  from  the  apartment  beneath 

you,"  he  said,  offering  a  hand  to  Jerry. 
"Oh,  your  gloomy  mother  just  left," Pam  said. 

"Not  my  mother,  my  wife,"  said 
young  Mr.  Stone.  Then  he  turned  back 
to  Jerry.  "I  guess  you  don't  know  how 
to  read  or  you  wouldn't  be  here,"  he remarked  flatly. 

"Of  course  we  can  read — almost  any- 
thing  in   English,   that   is,"    Pam   said. 

"Well,  then — read  this,"  said  Mr. 
Stone.  He  pulled  a  folded  newspaper 
from  his  pocket,  presented  it  to  Jerry, 
bowed,  and  left  abruptly.  The  door 
slammed  hollowly  on  his  quick  exit. 

"The  Stones  are  so  abrupt,"  Pam 
lamented,  staring  at  the  door. 

But  Jerry,  unfolding  the  newspaper 
Stone  had  given  him,  whistled  sud- 

denly, and  Pam  rushed  to  his  side.  She 
saw  a  newspaper  with  a  month-old 
dateline — and  the  headline:  "YOUNG WOMAN  FOUND  MURDERED  IN 

PARK  AVENUE  APARTMENT."  The 
story  read:  "Beautiful  Mrs.  Maria 
Lombardy,  26,  was  found  murdered  to- 

day in  her  richly  decorated  Park  Ave- 
nue apartment.  Her  body,  clad  only  in 

a  nightgown,  lay  beside  her  bed.  The 
murder  weapon,  an  ordinary  steel 
kitchen  knife,  was  still  buried  in  her 
back.  She  had  apparently  been  killed 
around  1  A.M.  Her  son  Robert,  aged 
three,  had  been  found  only  a  few  min- 

utes after  the  murder  by  other  re- 
sidents of  her  apartment  house, 

crowded  in  the  box  of  the  dumbwaiter 
shaft.  The  murderer  had  evidently 
started  to  strangle  him,  been  fright- 

ened by  the  child's  screams,  and  had shoved  him  into  the  dumbwaiter  box 
for  some  purpose  of  his  own. 

"The  dead  woman's  husband,  Cor- 
poral Sam  Lombardy  of  the  United 

States  Army,  arrived  in  New  York 
City  from  overseas  duty  the  day  of  the 
murder,  but  at  present  cannot  be  lo- 

How  to  bring  out  the  natural 

sparkling  beauty  o\foi/r\[a\r  like 

Leaves  Hair  So  Silken-Soft  — Bright  and 
Glossy  For  Days.  If  you  want  something  really 

worth  while  in  shampoos  —  by  all  means  'glamour- 
bathe' jour  hair  with  Kreml  Shampoo — it's  positively seductive  in  intent. 

Those  stunning  'million  dollar'  Powers  Models  know 
the  secret.  Long  ago  they  discovered  how  Kreml 
Shampoo  thoroughly  cleanses  hair  and  scalp  of  dirt, 
grease  and  loose  dandruff — how  it  actually  brings 
out  all  the  hair's  natural  sparkling  highlights  and 
lustre — how  it  leaves  hair  shining  bright  for  days — 
so  silken  soft — easier  to  arrange. 

Helps  Keep  H^ir  From  Becoming  Dry 
or  Brittle.  Kreml  Shampoo  never  leaves  any 
excess  dull,  soapy  film.  It  positively  contains  no 
harsh  caustics  or  chemicals  which  rob  hair  of  its 
natural  oils.  It  never  dries  the  hair.  Instead,  Kreml 
Shampoo  is  one  shampoo  that  has  a  beneficial  oil 
base  which  actually  helps  keep  hair  from  becoming 

dry  or  brittle.  It's  such  a  mild,  gentle  shampoo — even 
for  kiddies'  soft  baby  hair. 

^  Guaranteed  b)j  "^ L  Good  Housekeepi'ngy 

So  why  not  wash  your  hair  to  its  natural  shining 
loveliness  with  Kreml  Shampoo — 
a  frankly   conniving  shampoo  for 
stealing  'his'  head  and  heart  away ! 
At  all  drug,  dept.,  and  10^  stores. 

KREML  SHAMPOO 
A  product  ofR.B.  Semler,  Inc. 

FOR  SIIKEN-SHEEN  HAIR— EASIER  TO  ARRANGE 

Miss  Phylis  Ernst  finds  Kreml 
Shampoo  never  dries  her  lovely 

golden  hair  or  mattes  it  brittle 

First  wash  hair  with  Kreml 

Shampoo  to  bring  out  all  its 
natural  sparlding  lustre.  Set 
hair  in  pin.  curls  as  indicated. 

Take  down  pin  curls.  Twist 
hair  high.  Notice  how  Kreml 
Shampoo  leaves  hair  more  pli- 

able— so  ready  to  fall  in  place. 

Roll  twist  over  and  around. 
Tuck  in.  Kreml  Shampoo  is 
unsurpassed  for  every  type., 

color  and  texture  of  hair. 



Here's  the  first  step  toward  new  beauty 
for  your  skin.  Spread  Hopper  White  Clay 
Pack  over  clean  face  and  neck.  Relax. 

Enjoy  the  stimulating  effect  of  your  beauty 

mask  on  your  tired,  tense  skin  ...  so  help- 
ful to  loosen  blackheads  and  deflake  aging 

"top  skin." 

Next,  in  8  minutes ...  or  when  mask  has 

"set."  Slosh  on  cool,  clear  water.  How 
wonderfully  soft  your  skin  feels  now  — 

looks  smoother,  finer  in  texture.  It's  ac- 
tually glowing,  brightened  by  the  gentle 

blushing  action  of  White  Clay  Pack.  Not 

a  rough  patch  left  to  cause  "bumpy"  make- 
up. Now  you're  a  smoothie  for  fair! 
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for  coarse  dry  skin  flakes 

and  clogging  dirt 

Then,  every  day  ...  to  help  keep  that 
underskin  beauty  bright.  Pat  on  Hopper 
Homogenized  Facial  Cream  with  upward, 
outward  strokes  —  ever  -  so  -  gently  around 
the  eyes.  (See  diagram.)  This  rich  cream 
is  an  ideal  make-up  base  — adds  such  a 
flattering  finish!  And,  lady— what  a  night 

You  can  start  rejoicing,  any  day,  about  the 
new  loveliness  your  Twin  Treatment  care 
reveals.  For,  day  after  day,  this  super 
beauty  cleansing  will  help  to  keep  your 

skin  brighter,  more  youthful  in  appear- 
ance. Yours  will  be  the  true  beauty  of  a 

clean  skin! 

Mitutmmmmm^iiUikim 

Army  authorities  report  that  he  went 
absent  without  leave  during  debarka- 

tion from  his  troopship,  and  have  no 

clue  as  to  his  present  whereabouts." 
"I  remember  that  case,"  Pam  said 

slowly  and  thoughtfully.  "It  wasn't solved.  The  police  finally  decided  to 
call  it  'murder  by  person  or  persons 

unknown.'  " 
"I  remember  it  too,  now,"  Jerry 

agreed.  "And  it  certainly  explains  why Mr.  Bower  was  so  anxious  to  rent  us 
this  joint.  Even  in  these  times,  most 

people  don't  want  an  apartment  with 
such  a  new  and  grisly  history." 
Pam  gave  a  little  hopeful  hop.  "Lis- ten, Jerry,  we  can  still  get  out  of  the 

lease.  All  we  have  to  do  is  remind 
Mr.  Bower  that  he  signed  us  up  with- 

out telling  all  the  facts.  .  .  ." 
"Nope,  we're  staying,"  Jerry  said 

flatly.  "Murder  or  no  murder,  it's  an 
apartment."  He  started  toward  the 
door.  "I'm  going  now  to  our  hotel  and 

get  our  things.  I'll  be  right  back."  This time  he  opened  the  door  to  an  empty 
hallway,  and  closed  it  decisively  on  a 
dejected  Pam. 

ALONE,  she  instantly  felt  a  rush  of nerves.  She  looked  uneasily  out  the 
window  into  the  growing  darkness, 
wrung  her  hands  unhappily — and  went 
hurriedly  to  the  bar.  "I'll  mix  me  a 
drink  to  keep  up  my  courage,"  she  said aloud.  She  mixed  it,  sipped  it,  and 
said  aloud  again,  "My  courage,  you  are 
keeping  up!" — when  suddenly  there was  a  tinkle  and  a  rush  of  sound.  A 
rock  landed  on  the  rug  at  her  feet.  It 
had  been  thrown  through  the  window, 
probably  from  the  dark  rooftop  next 
door,  and  there  was  a  note  fluttering 
from  it  by  a  piece  of  twine. 

Pam,  her  knees  weak,  went  over  and 
picked  up  the  rock.  The  note,  written 
in  ink  in  rough  printed  letters,  said. 

Get  out  while  you're  still  alive! 
"Just  as  you  say!"  Pam  told  it,  and 

began  running  hysterically  for  the 
door.  She  flung  it  open — and  saw 
Jerry  outside,  sagging  under  number- less suitcases.  He  came  staggering  in 
under  his  burden,  talking  brightly. 

"Pretty  quick  trip  I  made,  huh?"  he 
said.  "Reason  for  it  was  I  found  the 
hotel  had  obligingly  packed  our  bags 
and  left  'em  in  the  lobby.  We'd  been thrown  out  of  our  room.  Pam,  we  got 

this  place  in  the  nick  of  time,  and  it's got  to  be  our  happy  home  from  now 

on!" 

"Change  that  to  unhappy  home,  and 
you're  quite  right,"  said  Pam  faintly. She  shoved  the  rock  and  note  forward 
for  his  study,  and  then  sat  down  sud- 

denly in  the  nearest  chair. 
But  her  sour  omen  seemed  wrong  for 

the  next  few  hours,  during  which  they 
had  dinner  at  a  cheerfully-lit  restau- 

rant, and  returned  to  a  comfortable 
bed.  "A  bed  that's  ours  for  the  next 
year,  instead  of  the  night,"  Jerry  told her  just  before  they  both  fell  asleep. 
But  he  was  wrong  about  the  bed  being 
theirs  for  much  of  that  night. 
Pam  awoke  to  find  herself  sitting  up 

in  sheer  terror.  She  had  begun  shak- 
ing Jerry  awake  before  she  saw  the 

reason  for  her  fear.  An  unexpected 
visitor  was  just  entering  their  bedroom 
via  the  fire  escape  outside  their  win- 

dow— a  man,  silhouetted  against  the 
pre-dawn  gloom.  He  was  dressed  in  a 
huge  overcoat,  and  Pam  saw  the  white 
blur  of  a  handkerchief  over  his  face — 
and  the  gleam  from  the  gun  in  his 
hand. 

His  voice,  when  he  spoke,  was  low 
and  hoarse.  "Just  stay  in  bed  with  your 



search  the  place,  and  I  won't  hurt  you 
unless  it's  necessary." 
Even  as  the  Norths'  arms  rose  m 

unison,  Jerry's  foot  kicked  Pam's  ankle under  the  bedclothes.  Then,  suddenly, 

he  shouted,  "Look!"  Pam  instantly 
picked  up  the  cue  and  screamed  at  the 
top  of  her  lungs.  The  stranger 
whirled— and  at  that  moment  Jerry 

leaped  from  the  bed  and  enveloped  the 
masked  intruder  in  his  long  arms. 

He  had  the  gun  wrenched  away  in  a 

second.  In  the  struggle,  the  stranger's hat  fell  off  and  his  handkerchief 

slipped  down — and  as  Pamela  snapped 
the  bedside  light  on,  he  was  revealed 
as  a  she.  And  a  very  beautiful  blonde 
she. 

"It's  a  woman!"  said  Jerry,  amazed. 
"Then  come  out  of  that  clinch  with 

it,"  said  Pam  coldly. 
Jerry  stepped  back,  still  clutching 

the  gun,  and  immediately  the  lovely 
burglar  burst  into  tears. 

"I'm  Maria  Lombardy's  sister  Lola," 
she  sobbed,  "and  I  just  got  here  today 
from  my  home  in  Oregon.  I  came  to 
try  and  clear  up  the  mystery  of  my 
sister's  death,  which  the  police  didn't 
seem  able  to  solve."  She  looked  at 
both  of  them  through  wet  lashes.  "The 
superintendent  wouldn't  let  me  into 
the  apartment.  I  thought  it  was  empty, 
so  I  came  up  to  search  it  by  way  of  the 
fire  escape — disguised  just  in  case  of 
emergency." 

«¥T   would   have   been   nicer   to    ring 
■•-  the  bell,"  Pam  said  from  the  bed. 
The  girl  ignored  her,  turning  to 

Jerry.  "And  I  can't  help  wondering 
about  my  brother-in-law,  Maria's  hus- 

band. He's  back  in  the  country,  you 
know.  He  came  back  the  day  of  the 
murder.  But  he's  disappeared.  I — I 
just  thought  maybe  I  could  straighten 
out  a  lot  of  things  if  I  came." 

"I  think  so  too,"  Jerry  beamed  at 
her.  A  glance  from  Pam  changed  him 
hastily  back  into  the  role  of  loyal  hus- 

band. Pam  said  sharply,  "And  now 
what  can  we  do  for  you?" 
The  girl  looked  at  her  appealingly. 

"You  could  let  me  stay  on  your  living- 
room  couch  until  morning.  Then  I 

could  search  for  clues  by  daylight.  It's 
only  another  couple  of  hours."  The 
amiable  Norths  eyed  her  tear-stained 
face — and  shrugged.  "Okay,"  they  said 
in  chorus,  and  Pam  rose  to  settle  her 
in  the  livingroom. 

In  another  few  minutes,  the  dark- 
ened apartment  was  filled  once  more 

with  the  symphony  of  snores.  But  then 
again  Pam  found  herself  sitting  bolt 
upright  in  bed,  again  peering  at  a  dark, 
muffled  figure  coming  in  from  the  fire 
escape — again  with  a  concealing  hand- 

kerchief over  his  face,  and  with  a  gun 
in  his  hand.  , 

-  This  time  Pam  didn't  bother  to  shake 
Jerry.  "Here's  that  man  again,"  she told  him  wearily. 

"You  should  change  your  costume 
for  the  second  act,  Lola,"  Jerry  mut- 

tered sleepily.  But  he  too  sat  up,  no 

longer  sleepy,  when  Lola's  frightened voice  called  from  the  next  room.  This 
was  a  completely  new  intruder!  And 
a  much  more  business-like  one  than 
Lola. 

In  no  time  he  had  the  Norths  and 
Lola  crowded  in  a  comer  of  the  bed- 

room with  his  gun  trained  on  them, 
while  he  began  a  systematic  search  of 
the  room.  He  had  qiiickly  and  skill- 

fully covered  half  the  room  when  Lola 
suddenly  gasped  in  reaction.  Then  she 
ran  forward  a  few  feet  and  said  accus- 

ingly, "You're  my  brother-in-law — 
Maria's  husband!" 

LOVE  WENT  PACKING 

Through  .  .  .  done  for  ...  all  our 
dreams  and  sharing,  and  our  little 
"love  nest"  of  a  home!  .  .  .  Foolish 
me— not  to  realize  it  was  my  fault 
our  happiness  was  spoiled.  I  thought 
I  understood   about  feminine  hy- 

giene. But  it  took  my  doctor  to  save 
tKe  day  for  us.  He  pointed  out,  oh 

so  emphatically:  "Once-in-a-while 
care  just  isn't  enough".  .  .  and  told 
me  to  use  "Lysol"  brand  disinfect- 

ant for  douching— always. 

BUT  CAME  HOME  TO  STAY 
New  lease  on  love  at  our  house  now 

. . .  and  a  so  happy  Mr.  and  Mrs.!  Of 

course  I  took  the  doctor's  advice  .  .  . 

always  use  dependable  "Lysol"  now, 
for  douching.  No  more  salt,  soda  or 
other  homemade  solutions  for  me. 

after  the  doctor  said  "Lysol"  is  a 
proved  germ-killer  that  cleanses 
thoroughly,  yet  gently.  So  easy  and 

economical  to  use,  too  —  there's  no 
reason  to  be  careless  .  .  .  risk  happi- 

ness .  .  .  ever! 
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easy  directions.  Cleanly 
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use;  deodorizes.  More 
women  use  "Lysol"  for feminine  hygiene  than 
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He  moved  so  quickly  the  Norths 
hardly  knew  what  happened.  Without  a 
word  he  stepped  forward  and  hit  Lola 
on  the  jaw.  By  the  time  she  had 
sagged  to  the  floor  he  had  run  out 
through  the  livingroom,  and  the  Norths 
heard  the  front  door  slam  behind  him. 

"Tarzan  with  clothes  on!"  Pam  said, 
rushing  to  Lola's  aid.  But  Lola  was  al- 

ready sitting  up,  rubbing  her  jaw 

thoughtfully.  "No,  I'm  not  hurt  much," 
she  assured  Pam.  Then  she  added,  al- 

most to  herself,  "Of  course,  I  could  be 
wrong  about  him.  .  .  ." Meanwhile  Jerry  had  the  telephone 
in  a  strangle-hold  and  was  yelling  at 
the  police  to  canvass  the  building  and 
nearby  streets.  It  was  only  a  half  hour 
before  the  telephone  shrilled,  with  a 
police  sergeant  on  the  other  end  of  the 

wire.  "Not  a  thing,  Mr.  North,"  he 
rumbled.  "Nobody  we  could  find  in 
the  neighborhood  but  several  men 
walking  their  dogs.  And  one  dog  walk- 

ing its  drunken  man." 
"Okay,  thanks  for  calling,"  Jerry  told him. 
Again  the  North  apartment  settled 

to  quiet.  Again  three  peaceful  snores 
were  the  only  sound  in  the  dawn- 
graying  air.  And  then,  suddenly,  the 
doorbell  began  to  ring.  It  kept  on  peal- 

ing insistently. 
"Tomorrow,"  Pam  said  wearily  as 

she  followed  her  husband  out  of  bed, 

"I  suggest  we  move  to  Times  Square." 

AT  the  door,  Jerry  looked  surprised  at 
■^  what  seemed  to  be  an  empty  hall. 
"Why,  there's  no  one  .  .  ."  he  began. 

"Look  down,"  Pam  advised. 
He  did — and  saw  a  baby  boy,  not 

dressed  for  calling.  He  wore  a  striped 
flannel  bathrobe  and  blue  pajamas.  Be- 

hind Jerry,  Lola  cried  warmly,  "It's 
Maria's  son  Robbie!  Hello,  baby,  you 
look  just  like  your  pictures!"  she 
hugged  him.  Meanwhile  Jerry  began 
interviewing  the  baby  over  her  shoul- 
der. 

"How'd  you  get  here,  son?"  he  asked. 
Robbie  lisped  an  answer  at  once. 

"The  Tones,  downthairs,  have  been 
takin'  care  of  me.  My  mummy  went 

away,  you  know." Jerry  persisted,  "I  know,  but  how  did 
you  happen  to  come  up  here  now?" 

"I  dot  up  and  unwocked  the  door, 
and  tame  up  here,"  Robbie  lisped,  sen- 

sibly enough.  "I  wanted  to  thee  if 
Mummy  was  back  yet." "She's  not — and  I  think  you'd  better 
come  back  to  bed,  Rob,"  a  positive voice  cut  in.  The  Stones  stood  in  the 

open  doorway,  both  dressed  in  bath- 
robes. It  was  Mr.  Stone  who  had 

spoken,  and  now  he  stepped  forward 
and  took  a  firm  hold  on  Robbie's  small 
hand.  "We  missed  you,  and  thought 
maybe  you'd  come  calling  at  your  old 
home.  But  now  you  have  to  finish 

sleeping,"  he  said. 
"Oh,  no!"  Lola  said,  her  voice  plead- 

ing. She  kept  one  arm  locked  around 
Robbie.  "Let  him  stay  here  for  break- 

fast— it's  almost  time  for  breakfast. 
And  I  haven't  seen  him  ever  before. 
I'm  his  aunt,  you  know.    Let  him  stay!" Old  Mrs.  Stone  said  to  her  husband, 

"Yes,  dear,  let's  let  him — " 
"Absolutely  not,"  Mr.  Stone  told  her 

flatly.  He  turned  back  to  Robbie. 
"Come  on,  boy.  Back  to  your  crib." 

Lola  turned  to  Pam  helplessly,  and 

Pam  rallied  hastily.  "Let  him  stay," 
she  said.  "But  don't  give  him  any  false 
hope  about  breakfast.  We  haven't  any 

foo.  .  .  ." She  got  that  far  when  Jerry  cut  in. 
"I  demand  that  Robbie  stay  here  for 
breakfast,"  he  told  Stone.  "Frankly,  I 
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won't  take  no  for  an  answer."  His  tone 
was  belligerent.  So  belligerent  that 
Mr.  Stone,  scowling,  reluctantly  backed 
out.  He  nodded  imperatively  at  his 
wife  to  follow  him.  Pam  hastily  shut 
the  door  on  them.  Then  she  stood 
watching  her  husband  rush  to  the 
baby's  side. 
"What  did  you  see  the  night — the 

night  you  were  put  in  the  dumb- 
waiter, Robbie?"  he  demanded. 

Robbie,  who  had  been  smiling  up  at 
him,  suddenly  looked  as  if  a  mask  had 
fallen  before  his  face.  He  gazed  back 
in  utter  blankness.  "Don't  'member," 
he  said  indifferently. 

"Yes,  you  do.  Try,  Robbie,"  Jerry 
insisted.  "What  did  the  man — or  wom- 

an—look like?    Think." 
Still  blank-faced,  little  Robbie  tried 

to  inch  away  from  him.  "Don't  know," he  muttered. 

Pam  interrupted.  "Little  as  I  know 
about  children,  Jerry,"  she  said,  "I  can see  that  the  shock  of  that  night  has 
made  him  forget  everything.  His  mem- 

ory is  gone.  You  might  as  well  give 

up." Jerry  rose  to  his  feet,  shaking  his 

head  in  disappointment.  "I'm  afraid 
you're  right.  Children  often  forget 
something  that  terrified  them — it  just 
blots  out  in  their  minds."  He  paced  the 
floor,  thinking.  "But  he  might  know the  answer  to  the  whole  tragedy  .  .  . 

and  there's  some  way  to  make  him  re- 
call it.  There's  something  that  will 

bring  it  all  back." 

TTHEN  he  got  an  idea.  Jubilantly  he 
•■-  turned  to  Robbie,  swung  him  off  the 
ground.  "I  have  it!  The  dumbwaiter! 
We'll  put  him  in  it — maybe  that  will 
do  the  trick!" 
Robbie  gurgled  happily  as  Jerry  ran 

with  him  to  the  dumbwaiter  shaft, 
with  Pam  and  Lola  behind  them.  But 
the  minute  Jerry  slid  wide  the  door  of 
the  dark  shaft,  the  little  boy  began 

whimpering  and  straining  away.  "Don't 
wanna  go  in  there!  Dark!"  he  said, 
kicking  and  wrestling  in  Jerry's  arms. And  by  the  time  Jerry  had  pulled  the 
big  dumbwaiter  box  into  view,  the 
baby  was  screaming  in  terror. 
Pam  took  a  stand,  with  Lola  back- 

ing her  up.  "Jerry,  little  as  I  still  know 
about  children,  I  can  see  he  doesn't 
cotton  to  that  idea."  Then  she  took 
an  even  firmer  stand.  "I  shall  get  in 
the  box — me  and  my  flashlight,"  she 
decided.  "Maybe  the  murderer  dropped 
something  in  the  way  of  clues  down 
the  shaft  when  he  was  stuffing  Robbie 

into   it — anyway,   we'll   see.     It   won't 
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denia,    (yellow)    chypre,    (pink) 

apple  blossom.  Bright  shades  in 

matching  colors. 

A  handy  emergency  light. ..an  ideal 

night  light... popular  for  gifts... 

especially  appropriate  in  pairs. 

Protected  by  U.S. 
Patents  and 
Patents    Pending, 

At  drug,  chain,  gift  and  department 
stores 

The  Latest  Household  Word! 

Individual 

SIILT^PEPPER  SHRKERS 
WITH 

HOSTESS  TRHY 

They  Look  Expensive,  Yef  They're  Only 
i^^      Complete 

^^L      Postpaid 

Mail  Your  Order  Today!  Satisfaction 

Guaranteed  or  Your  Money  Refunded. 

A  beautifully  designed,  individual  set  to  grace  yo.ur  table 

with  elegance  The.-S  inch  tray  is  richly  silver  plated  or 
chrome  plated  .  .  .  the  shakers  are  attractively  designed 

glass    with    silver    plated    or    chrome    plated    trimming. 

When  Ordered  in  Quantities  of    C|75 
4   or   More   Sets,   Price   Per   Set       | 

C.O.D.'s  accepted.  Pay  postman  plus  a  few  cents 
R  postage  or 

M  Send  Check  or  Money  Order  to- 

LYNDALE   PRODUCTS 

30  W.  Washington  St.  Chicago  2,   Illinois 

HRISTMRSCRRDS 
WITH  SEMDERS  NAME 

Smartly  styled.  Super  Values.  Everybodv  buys.  Others  to 
$2.50.  56  designs.  Sell  Nationally  Famous  21  Christmas 
folders  $1.  Costs  50c.  Currier  &  Ives,  Grandma  Moses,  Glit- 

ter, Oilette  Boxes.  Gift  Wraps,  Everydays.  Personal  Line,  21 
Ass't  and  Sunshine  Notes  on  approval.  FREE  SAMPLES  of Imprint  Lines.  No  investment.  Start  today.  SUNSHINE 
ART  STUDIOS,    115    Fulton   St.,    Dept.    IHA,    New  York  City 

Got  a  second'  That's 
oil  it  takes  to  whisk  off 

your  old  make-up  with  a 

QUICKIE — yes,  even  coke 

make-up!  Suddenly,  you 

look  clean  and  radiantly 

fresh  again — your  skin 

feels  soft  and  smooth. 

QUICKIES  are  the  new 

lotionized   pads  for  quick 

make-up  changes  wher- 

ever you  are.  Keep  fhe 

hand/  QUICKIE  com- 

pocf  in  your  purse  or  desk 
drawer  always. 

Big  jor  with  compact  $1 
ot  drug  and  dept.  stores 

hurt — the  least  it  will  do  is  show  Rob- 
bie there's  nothing  to  be  afraid  of. 

Then  maybe  we  can  get  something  out 
of  him."  Once  she  had  the  idea,  she 
could  hardly  wait  for  Jerry  to  finish  his 
careful  testing  of  the  ropes.  Then,  pull- 

ing her  flapping  pajamas  tightly  around 
her,  she  climbed  into  the  box.  A  second 
later  she  had  manipulated  the  ropes  and 
had  sunk  out  of  sight  into  the  dark 
shaft.  "I'm  going  down  a  little,"  she 
called  up  through  the  gloom,  "Maybe 
I'll  find  something — a  stain  on  the  walls, 
at  one  of  the  other  floors,  or  something 

like  that.  A  clue!"  Lola  joined' Jerry  at the  opening,  with  Robbie  clinging  to 
her  hand.  They  watched  the  ropes 
moving  in  front  of  them,  and  heard 
Pam's  cheerful  call  float  up,  "First 
floor  down — and  all's  well!"  Then,  it 
seemed  only  a  second  later,  the  ropes 
in  front  of  their  eyes  went  dead  still. 
A  second  after  that  and  they  heard 
Pam's  voice,  muffled  but  terrified. 

"Jerry!  Help!"  she  was  shrieking. 
"I  think  somebody's  cutting  the  ropes!" 

Jerry  turned  sheet-white.  Over  his 
shoulder  he  shouted,  "Lola,  call  the 
police."  Desperately  he  began  work- 

ing hand-over-hand  on  the  rope  that 
pulled  the  box  upward.  But  his  voice, 

as  he  called  down  to  Pam,  didn't  match 
his  sweating  face  at  all.  "Don't  look 
now,"  he  called  lightly,  "but  it's  the 
old  man  to  the  rescue."  He  went  on 
doing  the  only  thing  he  could — heaving 
on  the  rope,  praying  it  wouldn't  sever before  he  could  drag  her  up  to  safety. 
Then,  far  below  in  the  shaft,  there  was 
another  scream  from  Pam  and  a  crash. 
The  rope  on  which  Jerry  was  heaving 
leaped  from  his  hands,  almost  pulling 
him  into  the  shaft  after  it. 

"DUT  he  managed  to  keep  his  hold, 
-*-*  bracing  himself  against  the  sides  of 
the  dumbwaiter  door.  Meanwhile  he 

yelled  Pam's  name  down  the  shaft,  his voice  quavering. 
Muffled,  embittered,  her  voice  floated 

up.  "Yes,  my  dear  husband.  What  do 
you  want? — And  before  you  tell  me, 
let  me  say  I  want  to  get  out  of  here. 
I'm  stuck  in  the  shaft — and  somehow 
this  box  has  fixed  it  so  I'm  sitting  on 

my  head!" 

Jerry  almost  grinned  in  his  relief. 
Then,  straining,  he  began  lugging 
again  at  the  rope.  In  between  pulls,  he 

called  down  to  her,  "There's  no  killing 
you  off — the  cltimsy  fool  cut  the  wrong 
rope!  Which  dooms  me  to  haul  your 
hundred  and  fifteen  pounds  upward  all 

by  myself!" 

And  finally  the  box  appeared  in  sight 
again,  with  Pam  balancing  it  in  the 
middle  of  the  shaft  with  her  hands. 
And  Pam  talking  copiously  about  the 
rope-cutter  in  particular  and  dumb- 

waiters in  general.  And  Pam  adding, 
as  she  clambered  back  into  the  apart- 

ment, "Another  thing — my  pajama  coat 
has  been  over  my  face  most  of  my  up- 

side-down trip.  Remind  me  to  buy 
sonie  new  pajamas — I  kept  chewing 

thoughtfully  on  these,  and  I  don't  like 
the  fiavor  of  the  material!" 

Shaking  and  sweating  from  his  re- 
cent efforts  though  he  was,  Jerry  stared 

at  her  as  if  she  had  spoken  with  the 
wisdom  of  Solomon.  Then  he  snapped 
his  fingers  with  an  idea  and  said  aloud, 
"Over  your  face!"  A  second  later  he 
had  grabbed  a  handkerchief  out  of  his 
pocket  and  hastily  tied  it  under  his 
eyes.  While  Lola  and  Pam  stared  at 
him  in  amazement,  he  bent  down  to 

small  Robbie.  "Who  am  I,  Robbie?" he  asked  through  the  handkerchief. 
Robbie  stared  at  him  only  for  a  sec- 

ond.   Then  he  said,  "Mither  Tone,"  and 



burst   into   noisy,   heartbreaking  tears. 
Everything  happened  fast  from  then 

on.  Jerry  ran  into  the  hall,  with  Pam 
on  his  heels.  As  they  headed  for  the 
stairs,  four  policemen  got  out  of  the 
elevator.  "Follow  us!"  Jerry  yelled, 
and  all  of  them  ran  down  the  stairs  to 
the  floor  below.  A  second  later,  they 

were  poiinding  on  the  Stones'  door. 
They  were  only  just  in  time.  Stone, 
hastily  dressed  and  carrying  a  small 
bag,  was  caught  half-way  to  his  own 
door  as  they  knocked  it  in. 

"Arrest  that  man,"  Jerry  said,  "for the  murder  of  Maria  Lombardy  and  the 

attempted  murder  of  her  small  son." 
Then  both  the  Norths  jumped  for- 

ward to  catch  old  Mrs.  Stone,  as  she 
toppled  to  the  floor  in  a  dead  faint. 

Later,  after  Stone  had  been  taken  to 
police  headquarters,  Pam  and  Jerry 
sat  in  a  sunny  window  of  their  apart- 

ment eating  a  tray  breakfast. 

"You  can  now  explain  everything," 
Pam  said  through  a  mouthful  of  egg. 

JERRY,  through  his  bacon,  explained 
that  young  Mr.  Stone,  who  had  mar- 

ried old  Mrs.  Stone  for  her  money,  had 
seen  in  the  lovely  young  Maria  Lom- 

bardy a  chance  for  even  more  money 
and  love  to  boot.  So  he  had  wooed  her, 
in  the  absence  of  her  soldier  husband, 

and  had  thought  he'd  won  her.  But when  she  heard  that  her  husband  was 

coming  home,  she'd  changed  her  mind. 
Infuriated,  Stone  had  murdered  her — 
by  coming  in  with  a  handkerchief  over 
his  face  in  the  dead  of  night  and  knif- 

ing her.  Little  Robbie  had  seen  the 
whole  thing  sleepily  from  his  crib,  and 

recognized  Stone's  familiar  voice  when 
Stone  spoke  to  him  through  the  hand- 

kerchief. So  Stone,  whose  murder 

weapon  was  sunk  deep  in  Maria's heart,  had  hastily  attempted  to  choke 
the  boy  and  had  wildly  put  him  in  the 
dumbwaiter  box — meaning,  no  doubt, 
to  complete  the  job  from  his  own 
apartment's  dumbwaiter  opening  in  a few  minutes  and  then  toss  the  lifeless 
body  down  the  shaft. 

But  the  boy's  cries  had  roused  kindly 
old  Mrs.  Stone,  who  had  already 
dragged  him  from  the  box  when  young 
Mr.  Stone  reappeared.  Then,  in  the 
excitement  of  the  police  investigation, 
Stone  had  decided  to  do  away  with 
the  boy  after  the  spotlight  was  off  the 
case.  He  and  Mrs.  Stone  (she  in  inno- 

cence) had  kept  the  police  from  ques- 
tioning the  little  boy  too  fully  by  say- 

ing that  the  shock  of  it  would  affect 
his  mind  indefinitely.  In  any  event, 
Robbie  remembered  nothing  of  the 

horror  night  until  Jerry's  questioning. 
Meanwhile,  Robbie's  father's  mys- 

terious disappearance  in  New  York  had 
been  much  like  Lola's  visit — 'both 
wanted  to  find  Maria's  murderer  with- 

out being  hampered  by  the  police.  It 
was  the  father  who'd  come  in  via  the 
fire  escape  and  hit  Lola  (gently)  when 
she  identified  him.  But  Stone  was  re- 

sponsible for  the  rock  thrown  through 
the  window  with  the  scare-note  at- 
tached. 

"And  now  Robbie  will  find  a  home 
with  his  father  and  all  will  be  well," 
Jerry  wound  up.  Then  he  looked 
sharply  at  his  wife,  whose  nose  was 
buried  rudely  in  a  newspaper.  "Just 
what  are  you  doing?"  he  demanded. 

"Looking  at  the  housing  ads,"  she 
said  without  emerging  from  behind  the 
newspaper.  "This  place  will  be  too 
monotonous  from  now  on.  But  here's 
one  that  sounds  promising.  It's  an  80- 
year-old  house,  with  a  history  of 
ghosts,  located  in  a  Florida  swamp- 

land. ..." 

// 

"M"^^ 
the 
Q^lt^sf^someli 

LILY:  For  beeyootiful,  Wealthy  skin,  Mom 
smoothes  Mennen  Antiseptic  Baby  Oil  on  us 
daily,  gives  us  these  twin  blessings  ,  ,  . 
LOLA:  First,  Mennen  Baby  Oil  is  better  for 

preventin'  diaper  rash,  mrine  irritation  and  ̂ ' 
lotsa  other  troubles,  'cause  it's  antiseptic. 
Second,  this  mild,  soothin'  oil  keeps  skin  love- 

lier by  preventin'  rough,  dry  skin  .  .  . 
LILY:   Most  doctors,  hospitals,  nurses  say 
Mennen  is  best.  Makes  us  smell  sweet,  too. 
Have  Mennen  Baby  Oil  and  Baby  Powder 

ready  for  baby's  first  day  home! 

TAN  MORE  BEAUTIFULLY,  SAFELY,  COMFORTABLY  ...  new  beauty  secret- mothers 
rave  about  their  beautiful  suntans  (and  baby's,  too)  with  soothing,  protective 
Mennen  Antiseptic  Baby  Oil.  Try  it  yourself  now— best  for  baby,  best  for  you! 

You'll  find  a  unique  and  delightful 
sensation  in  this  new  antiseptic  . . . 
pleasing  taste,  plus  the  thrilling  feeling 
of  complete  oral  cleanliness.  For  health 
protection,  breath  protection  and  an 
exhilaration  never  known  before,  try 
Lanteen  Antiseptic  as  a  mouth  wash  and 
gargle  today.  In  three  sizes— 25c,  49c, 
89c.  Ask  your  druggist. 

See  yoxu:  dentist  regularly. 

<j^^ 
MOUTH    WASH 

Pleasant  and  Refreshing 

LANTEEN  MEDICAL  LABORATORIES,  INC.,  CHICAGO  10 

MINDATOm 
by  Starcross *  Twice  as  absorbent 

*  Dries  in  a  jiffy 

*  Washes  like  a  hanky 

*  Practically  lintless 

Al  Belter  Stores  Everywhere 

STARCROSS,  Inc. 
N  E  W  Y  O  R  K,  N.  Y. 

GRpENVILLE,  S.  C) 



yOUR  SHOES 
Mt  SHOWINQI 

EMBARRASSING,  ISNt  IT? 

/^>ShinolA 
•  You're  not  expected  to  stop  what  you're 
doing  to  rush  out  and  buy  Shinola.  But  it  is 
a  good  idea  to  keep  a  supply  on  hand.  The 
oily  waxes  in  Shinola  help  preserve  leather- 
give  your  shoes  a  neat-looking  shine.  Why 
not  KEEP  'em  shining  with  shinola.' 
./TV.-'  Shinola  White  works  wonders  with 

"VSi,'  white  shoes— all  types,  leather  or  fab- 
ric. It's  easy  to  put  on  yet  hard  to  rub  off. 

SHINOLA 
ff :  Ji    PASTE  OR  LIQUID 

IN  CANADA  IT'S  2  IN  I 

R 

M 

84 

Brings  Golden  Highlights 
To  Dull,  Faded  Hair 

Blondes!  Here  it  Is  at  last!  The  new  Rinse 
and  Tint  made  specially  for  blondes.  Gives 
dull,  faded  hair  lovely  extra  lustre  and  that 
little  touch  of  color  blonde  hair  often  needs. 
Called  BLONDEX  GOLDEN  RINSE,  it  is  not 

a  ijermanent  dye  or  bleach  —  washes  off  as 
easily  as  make-up.  Made  by  the  makers  of 

BLONDEX,  the  world's  largest  selling  blonde shampoo.  Costs  little  to  use.  Sold  at  all  good 
10c,  drug  and  department  stores. 

Don't  You  Know  I 
Love  You? 

{Continued  from  page  47) 

"Run  along,  you  peacock,"  I  said  gaily. 
"Let   a   woman   have    a   chance." 

I  went  to  the  wardrobe,  and  took 
from  its  hanger  the  yellow  dress  I  had 
worn  the  night  Dick  proposed  to  me. 
How  tenderly  I  had  cherished  it! 

"Dear  God,"  I  prayed  softly,  "please 
help  him  to  remember  just  the  dear, 
lovely  things!  For  this  one  night,  any- 

how.  Please,  God!" Dick  was  waiting  for  me  in  the 
livingroom.  "Remember  me?"  I  asked, 
smiling  shyly  at  him  from  the  door- 

way. But  Dick  didn't  smile  back.  In- stead, he  got  slowly  to  his  feet,  and  his 
face  was  white  as  he  stared  at  me. 
"That's  the  way  you  looked  when  I 
married  you,"  he  said,  his  voice  seem- 

ing to  accuse  me.  "You  look  just  ex- 
actly the  same,"  he  repeated,  staring. So  he  had  remembered! 

I  WANTED  to  hold  out  my  arms  to 
*-  him,  to  tell  him  I  was  the  same,  to 
let  him  hold  me  in  his  arms  as  he  had 
then,  but  I  knew  I  must  not.  He  would 
do  it,  it  was  what  he  wanted,  but  later 
he  would  hate  me  for  it.  It  was  enough 
now  that  he  found  me  beautiful.  As 

through  some  inner  mirror,  I  saw  my- 
self through  his  eyes.  In  that  dress  the 

color  of  soft  sunshine,  with  my  hair — 
brushed  so  hard  for  so  many  weeks! — 
waving  away  from  a  face  in  which  there 
must  be  still  some  sparkle  of  excite- 

ment, with  my  eyes  masking  their 
pleading  with  gaiety — he  thought  me 
lovely.  He  wanted  me  close.  It  was 
there,  in  his  face,  in  his  involuntary 
movement  toward  me.  But  I  stepped 
back. 

"Oh,  no,  not  really,"  I  said  lightly. 
"That's  a  coincidental  resemblance,  as 
they  say  in  the  stories.  I'm  far  from 
being  the  same,  really.  Come  on — fried 
chicken,  cream  gravy,  hot  biscuit, 

everything  you  like." Dick  grinned  as  he  followed  me  into 
the  diningroom  and  held  my  chair. 
"How  are  you  different?"  he  challenged. 
The  grin  was  in  his  voice!  too,  as  though 
he  were  just  making  conversation,  but 
I   thought   I   sensed   a  tenseness. 

"Better,"  I  said,  looking  into  his  eyes. 
"Much  better,  Dick.  Less  selfish,  less — 
my  goodness.  I'm  getting  light-headed 
myself.  Might  be  starvation,  don't  you 

think?" 

Laughing,  chatting,  deliberately  keep- 
ing on  the  surface  of  things,  we  ate 

our  dinner.  I  kept  looking  around  the 
cheerful  room  with  its  pale  blue  and 
ivory  paneling,  which  we  had  planned 
together  with  such  pride;  the  delicate 
flowery  draperies,  the  china,  the  can- 

dles in  their  silver  holders  that  had 
been  a  gift  from  the  Pads.  Everything 
spoke  of  shared  happiness.  Of  lives 
knitted  together  through  hours  of  inter- 

woven thinking,  planning,  habits.  Could 
they  be  broken  as  lightly  as  Dick 
thought?  Was  that  what  he  really 
wanted? 

It  wasn't  until  we  finished  dinner,  and 
were  sitting  on  the  couch  in  front  of 
the  fire,  that  anything  definite  was  said. 

Dick  spoke  slowly,  reluctantly.  "I  guess 
we'd  better  get  it  all  said,  Merry.  It's 
— nothing  new,  it  shouldn't  be  hard  to 
bring  it  out  and  face  it.  After  all," 
he  turned  to  me,  but  he  didn't  look  at 
me;  his  eyes  were  remote,  remember- 

ing, "we  both  knew  we'd  made  a  flop of  our  marriage.  We  talked  about  it 
before   I   went.    It   was   plain   enough 

If  Baby  is  cranky  and  irritable  he  may 
have  a  personal  problem  all  his  own.  Per- 

haps his  food  is  all  wrong,  or  it  may  be 
his  clothing,  lack  of  proper,  restful  sleep — 
any  one  of  a  dozen  things.  The  little  fellow 
can't  tell  you  what's  wrong  but  you  can  be 
certain  he  doesn't  enjoy  being  unhappy  !  It's 
up  to  you,  Mother,  to  find  the  trouble.  A 
fretful,  listless  child  may  often  be  a  sick  one. 
And  these  problems  of  baby  care  and 

training  are  of  vital  importance.  If  you 
want  your  baby  to  be  healthy,  happy  and 
grow  up  to  be  a  superior  person,  you 
must  know  how  to  handle  every  problem 
during  the  formative  years  of  your  baby's life. 

Dr.  Dafoe  On  Baby  Care 
Here  is  your  opportunity  to  get  expert,  de- 

pendable advice  from  a  doctor  that  really 
knows  about  babies !  In  his  book,  How  to 
Raise  Your  Baby,  Dr.  Allan  Roy  Dafoe, 
physician  to  the  famous  quintuplets,  tells 
you  all  you  need  to  know  about  your  child 
—from  infancy  right  through  the  difficult 
growing  stages.  All  about  baby  ailments, 
childhood  infections,  breast  and  bottle  feed- 

ing, first  solid  foods,  training,  important 
facts  about  vitamins.  "Teaches  you  to  under- stand and  what  t«j, 

do  about  shy,  nerv- 
ous youngsters — the child  who  refuses 

to  eat.  Here,  moth- 
ers, is  the  very  book 

you  have  been  look- 
ing for! 

Order  your  copy 

TODAY 
Only  25c 

Contents:  About  Quintuplets — Twins  and  Premature 
Babies  .  .  .  The  Newborn  Infant — How  it  Should  be 
Fed  .  .  .  Feeding  the  Growing  Baby  .  .  .  Sleep — How 
Much  a  Child  Needs  .  .  .  Early  Training  in  Toilet 
Habits  .  .  .  Growth  of  the  Child  .  .  .  Sunshine  and 
Vitamins  .  .  .  Clothing  and  Health  .  .  .  Summer  Care 
and  Feeding  .  .  .  Guarding  Against  Illness  and  Injuries 
.  .  .  When  the  Child  is  Backward  or  Nervous  .  .  . 
One  to  Five-Year  Olds — Care  and  Growth  .  .  .  Train- 

ing Hints  as  Child  Grows  Up. 
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I    BARTHOLOMEW   HOUSE.   INC. 

I    DepL    RM-746 I   205   East  42nd  Street,   New   York   17,   N.   Y. 

I   Send   me    postpaid.    Dr.    Dafoe's    book    How  to    Raise 
I   Your  Baby.  I  enclose  25e. 
f  Name   
I  (Pleast  Print) 
I   Address   

j  City    State   



then,  and  the  past  three  years  haven't changed  what  went  before.  We  just 

weren't  any  good  together."  When  I 
didn't  answer,  he  repeated  almost  an- 

grily, "We  weren't,  were  we?" 
I  took  a  deep  breath  over  the  tight- 

ness in  my  throat.  "No.  No,  we  weren't 
Dick.  But  maybe — three  years  is  a  long 
time.  I've  thought  a  lot  about  us,  tried 
to  discover  where  we  went  wrong — 
where  I  went  wrong." 

"It's  over!"  Dick  jumped  up  restlessly, 
walked  about  the  room,  sat  down  again. 
"It'll  hurt  too  much  to  drag  it  all  up again.  We  decided  on  divorce,  and  we 

were  right." 
"Yes,"  I  whispered.  Everything  in  me 

was  tight,  strained,  hope  and  my  des- 
perate need  of  him  tangled  with  the 

fear  that  I  couldn't  find  words  to  reach 
him.  "But  maybe  it  was  a  mistake.  If 
we'd  been  more  patient,  given  each 
other  more  time.  .  .  .  Don't  you  see, 
Dick,  I  understand  better  now.  I've 
grown  up.  I  didn't  mean  to  be  selfish. 
I  just  didn't  want  our  marriage  to  be 
like  so  many  others;  like  Mother's.  I 
guess  I  was  a  little  unbalanced.  I  wanted 
the  right  thing — but  I  went  about  it 
all  wrong.    I  know  that  now." 

"I'LL  say  you  did."  Dick  was  grim.  He 
-■•  wasn't  meeting  me  half  way — not 

any  of  the  way,  in  fact.  He  shook  his 

head.  "It  wouldn't  work.  I  know  you 
mean  it  for  the  best.  Merry,  but  it  just 

wouldn't  do.  We  don't  see  things  alike." 
"We're  older.  People  do  change.  We — 

we  loved  each  other  very  much,  once." 
It  was  the  wrong  thing  to  say.  I  knew 
it  as  soon  as  the  words  were  out.  He 
didn't  want  to  be  reminded.  "We  did." 
His  voice  was  unsteady  with  anger.  "I 
loved  you  more  than  was  good  for 
either  of  us,  I  guess.  I  couldn't  see  that 
the  friendly,  happy  feeling — like  to- 

night— was  just  an  accident,  that  basi- 
cally we  had  nothing  to  build  on.  Oh, 

what's  the  use  of  this.  Merry!"  I  turned from  the  look  in  his  eyes,  the  twist  of 
his  mouth.  "Let's  stop  this.  It's  dead, 
and  I  want  to  forget  it.  Let's  just  let 
each  other  go,  and  start  out  free." 

His  words  were  like  the  official  seal 

on  a  death  sentence.  "All  right,"  I  said, 
quietly.  "We  won't  say  any  more  then." 
I  got  up.  "Would  you  like  some 
music?"  I  walked  steadily  toward  the 
piano,  careful  to  keep  my  head  turned 

so  he  couldn't  see  my  face.  My  eyes  felt as  if  someone  had  thrown  a  handful  of 
sand  in  them.  It  was  all  I  could  do  to 
keep  from  sobbing.  So  this  was  to  be 
the  end  of  all  my  dreaming!  I  had 
asked  for  it,  of  course,  but  it  didn't 
make  it  any  easier.  I  sat  down  at  the 
piano  and  began  playing.  That  always 
helped  me. 
While  I  was  playing,  the  Pads  ar- 

rived. I  had  forgotten  to  call  Darling, 
and  had  time  only  for  a  mutely  apolo- 

getic glance  at  Dick  as  breathless  and 
excited  they  crowded  around  him,  all 
talking  at  once.  There  were  still  a  few 
missing  from  the  old  crowd,  some  who 
were  still  in  service.  Some  wouldn't 
come  back  at  all.  I  saw  Dick's  eyes 
take  quick  note  of  this,  and  a  swift 
shadow  crossed  his  face,  before  he 
joined  in  the  fun. 

"Didn't  we  hear  music  while  we  were 
pounding  at  the  door?"  Darling  beamed 
around  at  me.  "Look,  Merry,  girl,  when 
you're  celebrating,  this  is  how  you  do 
it."  She  popped  down  at  the  pjano, 
began  pounding  out  all  the  raucous,  gay 
old  melodies  the  Pads  had  loved  to  sing 
in  the  old  days,  the  ones  that  had  al- 

ways made  me  wince.  I  saw  Dick 
glance  at  me,  and  look  away,  puzzled  at 
the  expression  on  my  face.  He  didn't 
know — I  hadn't  had  time  to  tell  him — 
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how  I  had  changed  about  the  Pads,  how 
much  Darling  and  her  wonderful,  zest- 
ful  personality  had  changed  my  way 

of  living,  while  he'd  been  gone.  The 
girl  he'd  left  would  have  been  shrink- 

ing in  a  corner,  in  a  ladylike  way,  ob- 
viously waiting  for  her  guests  to  go 

home.  Now,  if  it  hadn't  been  for  the 
emptiness  inside,  I  would  have  been  en- 

joying myself.  I'd  learned  how,  these past  three  years. 

Mentally  I  shrugged.  But  he  didn't 
care,  I  reminded  myself.  He  didn't 
want  me,  changed  or  no.  He  wouldn't wait  to  give  us  another  chance. 
While  someone  else  took  over  the 

piano,  and  I  took  coffee  round,  Dar- 
ling fell  into  earnest  conversation  with 

Dick.  The  snatches  I  heard  only  made 

me  more  hopeless.  "Merry  thought  she 
was  a  one-woman  army,  the  way  she 
pounded  the  piano  day  and  night  for 
those  boys,"  was  one  bit.  Then  there 
was  something  about  Dick's  mother, and  the  Red  Cross  work  .  .  .  but  Dick 

wasn't  really  listening.  Half  an  ear turned  to  Darling,  half  to  the  singing, 
his  eyes  on  her  vivacious,  mobile  face, 
he  smiled  as  though  whatever  she  had 
to  say  would  please  him,  even  if  he 
wasn't  really  listening  to  it. 

nPHE  Pads  didn't  stay  long.  Dick  got 
•*-  up  when  they  started  to  leave.  "I'm 
coming  along,"  he  said  loudly,  almost as  if  he  expected  someone  to  object. 
"If  you'll  wait  a  minute,  I  want  to 
speak  to  Merry,  before  I  leave.  I've  got 
to  push  on  to  Mother's  tonight.  She's 

been  sick." "Isn't  Merry  going  with  you?"  Dar- 
ling's voice  was  as  short  as  Dick's,  as 

uncompromising.  "After  all,  it's  your first  night,  and  I  know  your  mother 
will  want  Merry,  too — "  Something  she saw  in  my  face  must  have  stopped  her. 
"Oh,  well,"  she  finished  lamely,  "I  guess 
you  and  Merry  know  what  you  want  to 

do." 

"It's  all  right,"  I  said  softly.  "I  have 
a  headache,  so  I'd  better  stay  home.  If 

you'll  excuse  me — " I  followed  Dick  into  our  bedroom,  my 

heart  beating  as  if  I'd  been  racing.  My 
eyes  fiew  to  his  face. 

"I'm  going  now,  Merry,"  he  said 
abruptly.  "It's  better  this  way.  Easier 

and — quick." I  held  my  head  high,  forcing  my  lips 
to  smile.  "You  mean  you  won't  be 

back?" 

He  nodded. 

"I'm  sorry."  Sorry!  That  was  a  fool- 
ish, empty  word  for  the  way  I  felt. 

"Let's  see  each  other,  sometimes." 
He  nodded  stifHy,  almost  reluctantly. 
After  that,  time  ceased  for  me.  I 

hardly  heard  what  the  Pads  said  as 
they  left.  I  noted  almost  indifferently 
the  compassion  in  Darling's  eyes,  the 
half  promise.  She  would  do  what  she 
could  of  course,  but  what  could  anyone 
do? 

I  stood  alone  in  our  livingroom,  look- 
ing about  it,  seeing  the  ghost  of  a  thou- 

sand dreams  trailing  through  it,  mock- 
ing me.  I  couldn't  stand  it,  I  thought 

desperately,  I'd  have  to  do  something, 
go  somewhere.  But  where  would  I  go? 
Back  to  mother's?  I  knew  from  experi- 

ence that  wouldn't  help.  Ghosts  have 
wings,  they  follow  you.  You  can't  get away  from  them.  No,  I  might  as  well 
stay  right  here.  Maybe  there  were 

happy  ghosts,  too.  Maybe  they'd  finally come  to  my  rescue,  if  I  gave  them  time. 
I  walked  slowly  back  to  the  piano, 

and  sat  down.  What  had  I  been  play- 
ing? Chopin,  of  course.  He  knew  about 

heartbreak,  wreckage.  I  had  been  play- 
ing a  Chopin  prelude  for  a  radio  pro- 

gram when  Dick  first  saw  me.    I  don't 
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know  what  he  was  doing  in  the  broad- 
casting room.  He  wasn't  supposed  to be  there,  but  Dick  was  always  bobbing 

up  where  he  wasn't  supposed  to  be.  I 
looked  up,  after  finishing  my  number, 
my  face  lighted  with  the  loveliness  of 
the  music,  my  spirit  caught  by  its  glory, 
and  there  was  Dick  smiling  down  at 
me.  Somehow,  his  face  and  the  music 
got  all  mixed  up  together  right  then 
and  there,  in  my  heart.  And  from  that 
time  on  it  was  like  that.  Don't  listen  to 
people  who  say  it  can't  happen.  It 
does.  It  did  to  me.  And  it  didn't  seem 
strange,  at  all.  It  was  the  most  natural 
thing  in  the  world.    I  was  in  love. 

"Please,"  he  said  eagerly,  "don't  lose 
that  look.  Or  is  Chopin  the  only  thing 
that  makes  you  feel  that  way?  You 
know  —  radiant  and  sort  of  trans- 

ported." I  smiled,  directly  and  with  no  hope 

of  disguising  my  feeling.  "Chopin  was, 
or  music  was,"  I  told  him.  "Up  to  now." 
And  our  eyes  held,  and  held. 

A  month  from  then  we  were  married. 

"Someone  else  might  find  you,"  Dick 
insisted.  "I  can't  think  how  I  ever  had 
such  luck,  anyhow.  But  I  won't  try  to 
stretch  it  out.   It  might  not  hold." 

"It  will  hold,  all  right,"  I  told  him. 
"But,  Dick,  I  want  our  marriage  to  be different  from  those  of  most  of  the 

people  I've  known.  I  couldn't  bear  it 
if  it  were  like  my  parents.  They're 
divorced  now,  but  they  weren't  for 
years.  They  lived  right  there  in  the 
same  house,  and  they  were  like  stran- 

gers. Do  you  know  I  can't  ever  remem- 
ber seeing  my  father  kiss  my  mother! 

I  don't  believe  he  ever  did.  They 
weren't  disagreeable,  or  cross  like  lots 
of  people.  I  can't  imagine  my  mother 
ever  losing  her  temper.  I  don't  even 
think  they  were  unhappy.  Of  course, 
there  was  plenty  of  money,  and  they 
were  gone  lots  of  the  time,  but  it  does 

seem  odd,  don't  you  think,  for  two 
people  to  live  like  that — don't  you  sup- 

pose they  were  ever  in  love?  Why  did 
they  get  married  if  they  weren't?" 

"TklCK  shook  his  head.  "Can't  im- 
'-'  agine,"  he  admitted.  "Your  mother 
is  lovely  enough  for  any  man  to  love. 
You  look  like  her.  Look  here,"  he 
grinned,  "you  don't  suppose  it  runs  in 
the  family,  do  you?" 

"Not  on  your  life.  I'll  show  you.  I'm 
never  going  to  let  you  out  of  my  sight. 
You'll  see.  We're  not  going  to  be  a  bit 
like  them." 

I  didn't  need  to  worry.  We  weren't 
like  them.  To  begin  with,  we  didn't 
have  any  money  except  Dick's  salary  as a  reporter,  and  it  was  small.  Dick 

wouldn't  hear  of  my  accepting  the  al- lowance my  mother  wanted  to  continue 
making  me,  which  she  was  well  able 
to  afford.  He  even  refused  the  beautiful 
house  mother  picked  out  as  her  wed- 

ding present  to  us.  "We'll  start  on  our 
own,  even  if  it  isn't  too  good,"  he  in- 

sisted. But  to  make  up  for  his  refusal, 
he  bought  a  charming  little  cottage, 
with  sunlit,  brilliant  rooms,  opening 
out  onto  a  backyard  gay  with  flowers. 
"On  the  instalment  plan,"  he  admitted 
sheepishly.  "A  dollar  down,  and  the 
rest  scattered  over  the  rest  of  your 
life." 
From  the  first  moment,  I  loved  it.  It 

■was  something  of  my  very  own.  Some- 
thing Dick  and  I  would  have,  just  the 

"two  of  us.  How  well  I  remember  that afternoon  in  late  spring  when  Dick 
brought  me  for  the  first  time  to  see  the 
little  house  in  its  bright  setting  of flowers. 

I  turned  to  him  with  swimming  eyes. 
■"I  love  you,"  I  whispered,  putting  both arms  about  his  neck.    "I'll  love  you  as 
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NERVE5  ARE  TEN$E, 

CAN'T  SIT  STILL 
A  MINUTE 

MILES 

NERVINE 
The  hurry,  worry,  noise,  confusion  and  ex- 

citement of  modem  hving,  put  an  extra 
strain  on  the  nervous  system.  When  nervous- 

ness makes  you  Jittery,  Cranky,  Wakeful,  try 

Miles  Nervine 
Miles  Nervine  is  made  in  liquid  or  effer- 

vescent tablet  form,  both  equally  effective. 
Get  it  at  your  drug  store.  Caution ;  read  di- 

rections and  use  only  as  directed.  Efferves- 
cent tablets  35c  and  75c,  liquid  25c  and  $1. 

MILES  LABORATORIES,  INC.,  Elkhart,  Ind. 

TAKES  A  GLASS  OF 

MILES  NERVINE, 
FINDS  CALM  AND 
COMFORT  IN  IT. 
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-  ancflook/OYears  Younaer 
•  Now,  at  home,  you  can  quickly  tint  telltale  gray  to 
natural-appearing  shades  —from  lightest  blonde  to  dark- 

est black.  Brownatone  and  a  small  brush  does  it — or  your 
money  back.  Approved  by  thousands  —Brownatone  is 
guaranteed  harmless  when  used  as  directed.  No  skin  test 
needed.  The  principal  coloring  agent  is  a  purely  vege- 

table derivative  with  iron  and  copper  salts  added  for  fast 
action.  Cannot  affect  waving  of  hair.  Lasting — does  not 
wash  out.  Just  brush  or  comb  it  in.  One  application 
imparts  desired  color.  Simply  retouch,  as  new  gray  ap- 

pears. Easy  to  prove  on  a  test  lock  of  your  hair.  60c 
and  S1.65  at  druggists.  Get  BROWNATONE  now,  or 

Write  for  FREE   TEST  BOTTLE 
Mention  natural  color  of  your  hair.  Send  a  post  card 
today — BROWNATONE.  Dept.  287.  COVINGTON.  KY. 

Earn  ̂35  a  week 
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PRACTICAL  NURSE! 
Practical  nurse9  are  always  needed ! 
Learn  at  home  in  your  spare  time 
as  thousands  of  men  and  women — 18  to  60  years  of 
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1.  Does  not  harm,  permanently 
tint  or  bleach  the  hair. 

2.  Used  after  shampooing  —  your 
hair  is  not  dry,  unruly. 

3.  Instantly  gives  the  soft,  lovely 
effect  obtained  from  tedious, 
vigorous  brushings  .  .  .  plus  a 
tiny  tint — in  these  12  shades. 
1.  Black  7.  Titian  Blonde 
2.  Dark  Copper        8.  Golden  Blonde 
3.  Sable  Brown         9.  Topaz  Blonde 
4.  Golden  Brown  10.  Dark  Auburn 
5.  Nut  Brown  11.  Light  Auburn 
6.  Silver  12.  Lustre  Glint 

4.  The  improved  Golden  Glint 
contains  only  safe  certified 
colors  and  pure  Radien,  all 
new,  approved  ingredients. 

Try  Golden  Glint  ...Over  50  million 
packages  have  been  sold.. .Choose 
your  shade  at  any  cosmetic  dealer. 
Price  10  and  25^  —  or  send  for  a 
— ■—  FREE  SAMPLE 
Golden  GlintCo.,Seattle,14,Wasli.,Box3366C-41 

Please  send  color  No,_ .  as  listed  above. 

GOLDEN  GLINT 

j.y^ 

if» 

W 

FOR  QUICK  RELIEF  FROM 

HEADACHES 
NEURALGIC  &  MUSCULAR  PAINS 

W  ̂^'  25^ 
CAUTION— USE  ONLY  AS  DIRECTED 

long   as    I   live    and    afterwards,    too." 
"Here,  here,  you  mustn't  make  rash 

statements.  Always  is  a  long  time,  and 
love  has  wings,  they  say.  Especially 

love  in  a  cottage,"  he  teased.  "They 
say  it  even  flies  out  the  windows." 

I  couldn't  bear  to  have  him  tease. 
"Don't,  Dick,"  I  pleaded,  "Our  love 
won't  fly  out  of  any  window.  We'll 
keep  it  away  from  everybody.  We'll 
shut  people  out.  We'll  keep  it  just  for 

ourselves." We  plan  like  that  in  our  selfish  blind- 
ness. I  didn't  know  then  that  I  had  just 

planned  the  death  of  our  marriage, 
right  at  its  beginning.  Deep  dry  sobs 
shook  me  at  the  memory  of  my  weak- 

ness, the  weakness  in  my  own  nature 
that  stole  happiness  from  me.  The 
beautiful  things  of  life  do  not  come  to 
those  who  shut  themselves  away  from 
life,  I  know  that  now.  They  are  born 
out  there  in  the  stream  of  living,  in  the 
relentless  ebb  and  flow  that  hammers 
character  into  solid  beauty. 
But  I  didn't  know  that  then!  So  I 

tried  to  shut  people  out  of  our  lives. 

'T'HERE  was  that  first  time  Dick 
-'-  wanted  to  have  his  friends  from  the 

office  out.  "The  Pads  are  swell.  Merry. 
I  want  you  to  know  them.  They're  my 
best  friends — almost  my  only  ones.  I 
don't  have  much  time.  And  I  want  to 
show  you  off  to  them!  They're  crazy  to 
know  you."  I  smiled  at  the  eagerness 
in  his  voice,  but  I  shook  my  head. 

"Not  yet,  Dick,"  I  pleaded.  "Please 
let's  wait  a  little  while.  We've  only  had 
two  weeks,  darling.  People  and  things 

will  break  in  soon  enough.  You  don't 
mind,  Dick,  do  you — just  a  little  while 

longer?" 
He  smiled,  but  a  little  shadow 

seemed  to  cross  his  face.  How  was  I  to 

know  I'd  reached  a  crucial  moment  in 
my  life?"  The  only  warning  I  had  was the  tiny  shadow  that  crossed  his  face. 

Why,  oh,  why,  didn't  it  pierce  my  heart and  make  me  understand?  All  my  life 
had  been  making  me  unready  for  this 
moment.  At  least,  that  was  what  I  told 
myself  later,  when  the  memory  of  the 
moment  had  become  an  agony  past 

bearing.  But  it  isn't  life  that  unfits us  for  its  big  moments  when  we  hover 
on  the  brink  of  momentous  decisions, 
but  our  own  selfish  reactions  to  life. 
Our  pettiness!  Our  greed!  I  had 
learned  that  too. 

Dick  went  back  to  his  work,  back  to 
his  friends,  and  I  was  left  at  home.  My 
days  were  filled  with  thoughts  of  him. 
Of  our  happiness.  I  worked  around  the 
house  and  garden  with  a  heart  brim- 

ming with  joy,  and  songs  trembled 
from  my  lips  in  an  overflow  of  hap- 

piness. I  planned  every  moment  so 
that  the  time  would  pass  quickly  until 
he  was  back  home  again.  I  studied  my 
cook-book  until  I  knew  how  to  cook 
all  the  things  he  liked  best.  I  kept  the 
house  spotless.  And  when  the  mo- 

ments seemed  long,  I  sat  down  and 
played  my  heart  out  on  the  mellowed 
ivory  keys,  over  which  I  had  hovered 

since  babyhood.  It  had  been  mother's wedding  present  to  me. 
My  happiness  seemed  so  complete 

that  I  couldn't  understand  Dick's  in- sistence that  I  have  outside  interests. 

"Keep  up  your  radio  work.  Merry,  dar- 
ling," he  insisted. 

"I  don't  need  outside  interests,"  I 
objected,  closing  his  arguments  with  a 

kiss.  "I  have  you,  and  that's  all '  I 

want." 

Dick  started  to  say  something,  then 

seemed  to  change  his  mind.  "How 
about  having  your  mother  over  to  din- 

ner sometime  real  soon — maybe  to- 
morrow?   And  I'd  like  us  to  spend  a 

Red,  Ugly  Surface  Pimples 
Better,  Thanks  to  POSLAM| 

EMBARRASSED?  Don't  be  dis- 
couraged by  pimples  of  exter- nal origin.  Dab  a  little  Poslam 

on  them  tonight.  See  how  fast 
those  red,  lumpy  blotches  fade, 
how  your  skin  improves.  Now 
you  can  meet  people  face  to 
face! 

FAST  IMPROVEMENT!  This 
powerful  medication  has  been 
successfully  used  by  thousands 
who  had  almost  given  up  hope. 
Also  used  by  many  nurses  as  a 
complexion  aid.  Try  Poslam 
tonight.  50c,  druggists.  Money- 
back  guarantee. 

FREE  SAMPLE:  for  convincing  test  box,  write 
Poslam,  Desk  7G,  254  W.  54  St..  New  York  19.  N.  Y. 

SOIMETHINC   NEW  AND  SENSBTIONAL  IN 

AMAZING  "OILETTE"  CARDS  J 
Like  costly  oil  painting's.    Designs  never  I before  offered.    Gets  orders  fast.    Gor-  r 
jreous  Christmas  Cards  with  name.  25  for  I 
$1,  op.  9  other  profit  ABSortments.  New  i 
features— clever  ideas. Up  to  100%profit. 
Write  today  for  Samples  on  approval. 
PUROCO.,  2801  Locust,  Dept.615-J  St.  Louis,  Mo. 
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With  Simple  Cartoons" A  book  everyone  who  likes  to  diaw  should 
have.  It  is  free;  no  obligations.  Simply  address 

CARTOONISTS'  EXCHANGE Dept.  597  Pleasant  HUl,  Ohio 

PHOni-RING ANY    PHOTO    OR    PICTURE    of 
Sweetheart,   Relative  or  Friend, reproduced       perma-         ^m -^ 
nently   in  this  beau-        JM^H 

tiful    onyx    like    ring         tt   H 
featuring     the     New  ■ 

Magnified    Setting!      Will    last   a    lifetime!      Inde-  J|. 
structlblel    Waterproof!    Enclose    strip    of    paper for    ring    size.     Pay   postman   plus    a   few    cents  /c„___xh.  _-;-i-j 

postage.     If    you     send     cash     we    pay    postage  ̂ MP*""??"""" XPhotos   Returned).  25c  eitrt) 
PHOTO   MOVETTE   RING  CO.,   Dept.   C-66,   CINCINNATI,  O. 
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PRINTS  FOR  QUILTING,, 
Th*  nawttit  poHvrns  in  Quilts  FSEE.  Th*  ■  I 

larg*  tizet  end  quality  ore  different  than-V'j 
any  you  ever  had.  Percoles,  Prints,  Stript*  '1   < 
and  come  colored.  All  of  the  BEST  mote'- 
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your  order   back   white   our  stock   lasts. 
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MOLDS      6<^<^ Amazing  rubber  mold-making  outfit  makes 
perfect    flexible    molds    of    plaques,     ash 
trays,    bookends,    etc.     Molds    cost    6c    to 25c  each.    Each  mold  makes  hundreds  of 
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apiece   and-  more!     No    experience    neces- 
sai-y.      Everything    furnished.      Quick    and 
easy.      Start    profitable    business    in    your 
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lesorts,    road   stands,    by  mail.     Pull    or   spare  time.     Write 
for  complete  FREE   details  and  easy  instructions. 
SO-LO   WORKS,   INC..       Dept.   G-833,       Loveland,  Ohio 



day  or  so  with  my  mother.  You've 
never  met  her,  and  she  doesn't  live  far 
away.    You'd  like  that,  wouldn't  you?" 

"Of  course,  I  would,  Dick.  But  let's 
wait  a  little  longer.  Mother  will  un- 

derstand, and  your  mother,  too,  I  know. 
I  don't  want  anybody  else  except  you, 
right  now." 

"But,  Merry,  it's  all  wrong.  You  can't 
go  on  like  this.  Invite  your  friends  out 

to  see  us,  and  I'll  bring  mine.  Let's make  it  a  gathering  place  for  our 
friends.  I've  always  wanted  that  kind 
of  home.    How  about  it?" 

"But,  Dick,  I  haven't  any  real  friends. 
We've  only  lived  here  a  short  time. 
And,  besides,  I've  never  cared  much 
for  friends.  I've  had  mother,  and  my 
music.  Aren't  you  happy  with  just 
me?" 
"Of  course,  I'm  happy  with  you, 

Merry.  But  it  isn't  the  way  to  live.  No- 
body could  stay  happy  like  that,  not 

long.    It  just  isn't  normal." 
"But  Dick,  I  thought  we  agreed  that 

we  didn't  want  people  to  clutter  up  our 
lives.  You're  all  I  want.  And  what 
you're  thinking,  what  you've  been 
doing  while  you've  been  away,  all  the 
things  to  know  about  you — why,  that's 
all  I  want  ever." 
"Oh,  darling,  you're  sweet.  But 

you're  wrong — wrong!"  His  hand  was 
gentle  on  my  hair,  but  even  as  he 
caressed  me,  I  heard  him  sigh,  and  that 
sigh  seemed  to  echo,  and  re-echo  in  my 
heart — to  steal  out  into  the  vastness  of 
the  world  around  us.  And  suddenly  I 
was  afraid.  I  moved  closer  to  him, 
seeking  the  warmth  and  security  he 
alone  could  give  me. 

TT  was  the  next  day  he  called  me  from 
■*■  the  office  to  tell  me  to  be  dressed 
when  he  got  home,  we'd  have  dinner 
up  town  and  go  to  a  violin  concert 

afterwards.  "Dress  up,  darling,  I  don't want  anyone  to  outshine  you.  Besides, 

I  have  a  surprise  for  you." 
I  was  disappointed,  and  I  showed  it. 

"But,  Dick,"  I  urged,  "I've  something 
special  planned  for  dinner.  Couldn't 
we  go  another  time?" 

"Not  exactly."  Dick's  voice  was  dry, 
annoyed.  "This  violinist  won't  put  off 
his  concert  because  of  our  special  din- 
ner." 
"Well,  no,"  I  laughed.  "Of  course  he 

won't.  But  we  could  have  dinner  first 
if  you're  anxious  about  the  concert. 
We'd  have  plenty  of  time." 

"That's  funny.  Look,  Merry,"  he 
said,  "I  thought  you  liked  music — that 
was  why  I  got  tickets  to  the  concert. 

But  if  you  don't  want  to  go  just  say  so, 
and  I'll  call  it  all  off." 

"I'll  be  ready,"  I  said  quietly. 
I  hung  the  receiver  back  in  its  cradle, 

wiping  the  tears  from  my  eyes  as  I  did 
so.  It  was  our  first  approach  to  a 
quarrel,  and  I  didn't  know  what  to  do 
about  it.  Maybe  he  doesn't  really  love 
me,  I  thought  in  anguish.  If  he  did  he 

wouldn't  always  be  so  anxious  to  get 
away  from  me,  would  he?  He  wouldn't 
insist  on  my  doing  things  without  him. 
And  I  was  right!  He  ought  to  have  con- 

sulted me  before  making  plans! 
But,  in  spite  of  all  that,  I  put  on  one 

of  my  loveliest  evening  frocks.  A  dark 
chiffon,  with  a  tracery  of  silvery  gray 
seeming  to  outline  it,  enchanting  in  its 
dreamlike  mingling  of  light  and  shade. 

It  was  well  I  did,  for  there  was  un- 
expected competition.  Dick's  surprise 

was  a  birthday  dinner  for  Darling — 
Anne  Darling — and  the  rest  of  the  Pads 
were  there.  I  sat  opposite  her  at  dinner, 
and  wondered  miserably  how  Dick  had 
ever  happened  to  marry  me  with  her 
around.  And  she  was  in  love  with  him, 
too,  I  decided.  You  couldn't  help  seeing 
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ASTHMA KINSMAN'S   PREPARATION 
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according'  to  directions  on  package, 
CAPITAL    DRUG    CO.,  RIVI-7 

Write  For 

FREE Triql  Supply 

Augusta,   Maine 

^^
 

^^M 

^^m 
^^S 

Select  Your  Very  Own 
Simulated  Birthstone 
Janimry  - GJamet Pebmary 

Amethyst 

AgnamariDe White  Sapphire 

^.  -  '. 

June    -  - 
AlexaDdrite 

July.  -  - 

Raby 

Peridot 

September-Sapphire             | 
October 
Novembe r-GoId'nSapphire 

Decembei 

-ZircoD 

24  k.  GOLD  PLATED 

BIRTHSTONE  RING 

981 

Siweetheart  Design ! 
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SHAPED  STONE 

LADIES  I  Wear  this 
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own  simulated  Birthstone. 
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OLD  LEG  TROUBLE 
Easy  to  use  Viscose  Home  Method.  Heals  many  old 
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TEETHING 

EXPERIENCED  Mothers  know that  summer  teething  must  not 
be  trifled  with — that  summer  up- 

sets due  to  teething  may  seriously 
interfere  with  Baby's  progress. 

Relieve    your    Baby's    teething 
Sains  this  summer  by  rubbing  on 

ir.  Hand's  Teething  Lotion — the 
aetual  prescription  of  a  famous 
Baby  Specialist.  It  is  effective  and 
economical,  and  has  been  used 
and  recommended  by  millions  of 
Mothers.   Your   druggist   has   it. 

DR.  HAND'S TEETHING  LOTION 
Just  rub  it  on  the  gums 



GOT  A  BOIL? 
HERE'S  HOW  TO  GET  RELIEF 

Apply  a  ready-to-use 
ANTIPHLOGISTINE  poultice 

comfortably  hot.  Almost  at 

once  you'll  feel  the  moist 
heat  go  right  to  work  help- 

ing to  relieve  the  pain  and 

soreness.  You'll  see  how  it 
helps  bring  the  boil  to  a 
head.  The  moist  heat  of 
ANTIPHLOGISTINE  works  for 

several  hours  bringing 

soothing  relief.  Feels  good 

—does  good. 

GET  A  TUBE  OR  CAN 
FROM  YOUR 

DRUGGIST. 

FOIiBOiLS-' 

Antiphlogistine 

r-^        SYRINGE     s 

Free  Booklet— The  Marvel  Co.,  11  East  St..  New  Haven.  Ct. 

^DON'T  CUT  CUTICLES^ This  clever  preparation  re- 
moves rough,  dead  cuticle 

without  scissors,  and  helps 
keep  nails  more  flexible,  easy 
to  shape.  Manicare  brings 
out  their  natural  beauty.  It  is  a  cuticle  oil 
and  a  stain  remover,  all  in  one. 

Keep  nails  nice.  Avoid  hangnails  or  brit- 
deness.  Use  Manicare! 

Plus  tax 

Sold  by  leading  department  stores, 
drugstores  and  10^  stores 

HOLLYWOOD 
Maternity 
DRESSES 

Send  the  coupon  today  for  the  //  m  m^K^Kf  A 
new    JANNE    OF    HOLLY-  ^ WOOD  cataloe  (mailed  in  plain  wrapper).  See  the 
newest  in  youthful  Maternity  DresBefl  for  home,  etreet 
and  ̂ arty  wear.  Darling  dreaece  for  comfort  and  conceal- ing lincB,  with  prices  bo  surprisingly  low  you  can  iiftoi 
dresB  for  every  occaaion.  Order  your  Maternity  DreescB 
from  Hollywood. 

I  JANNE  OF  HOLLYWOOD,  oept.  iss-m 
'  5071  Hollywood  Blvd.,   HoUrwood,   California 
■  Please  send  Maternity  Style  Catalog,  FREE. 
Name . . . 
Address. 

City   

it.  At  least,  it  seemed  so  to  me.  She 
wasn't  beautiful — not  in  a  formal,  ar- 

tist's way — but  from  the  crown  of  her 
red  head  to  the  tips  of  her  tiny  feet,  she 
was  brimming  with  aliveness.  You  had 
only  to  look  at  her  to  know  she  was  fas- 

cinated by  life,  eager  to  respond  to  it. 
She  laughed  at  and  dominated  the  men 
in  the  party  without  even  making 
an  effort,  hard-boiled  newspapermen 
though  they  were.  But  her  blue  eyes 

seemed  to  linger  on  Dick.  And  Dick's eyes  were  warm  and  friendly  as  he 
looked  at  her.  My  heart  sank  lower  and 
lower.  No  wonder  he'd  been  so  keen 
about  the  Pads!  If  there  were  any  more 

like  her — 
"Here,  snap  out  of  it,  Merry — all  right 

for  me  to  call  you  that? — "  a  nice  blond 
boy  sitting  next  to  me  whispered. 
Vaguely,  I  remembered  Dick  had  called 
him  Philip.  "Never  show  the  other 
fellow  your  hand,"  he  bent  toward  me, 
smiling,  "it  gives  him  a  sure  lead,  you 
know.  Besides,  you  hold  trumps,  re- 

member?" "I— I  don't  feel  well— thanks,  Philip." 
"Sure,"     he     grinned,     "did     I     say 

trumps?    I  meant  all  the   cards.    But, 

really,   Darling's  regular.    She's  swell. 
You'll  like  her." 

I  DIDN'T.  I  was  jealous  for  the  first time  in  my  life.  I  knew  it,  and  was 

bitterly  ashamed  but  I  couldn't  help  it. 
I  did  my  best  to  conceal  it,  but  the  eve- 

ning wasn't  a  success.  I  didn't  need 
Dick's,  "Whatever  was  the  matter  with 
you,  Merry?  I  never  saw  you  act  like 

that.    Didn't  you  like  my  friends?" 
"Not  exactly,"  I  admitted.  "At  least, 

not  all  of  them."  I  looked  at  him  point- 
edly as  I  spoke.  "She's  in  love  with  you. 

I  suppose  you  know  that." "Who?"  Dick  looked  surprised.  "You 
can't  mean  Darling." 

"Yes,  I  do  too." 
"That's  funny.  It  must  be  something 

new.  She  could  have  married  me  any 
time  she  wanted  to  up  till  the  time  I 
met  you.  Or  any  of  the  other  men.  But 
she  couldn't  see  it  like  that." 

"You  wanted  to  marry  her?" 
"Naturally,  Merry."  He  frowned.  "We 

all  did.  It  didn't  mean  anything.  She 
knew  that.  You're  not  jealous,  are 

you?" 

"No,  of  course  not."  But  I  knew  I 
was.  I  turned  away  sick  at  heart.  It 
might  not  mean  anything  to  this  Dar- 

ling woman  that  Dick  had  wanted  to 
marry  her  first,  but  it  did  to  me.  I 
brushed  the  tears  from  my  lashes. 

I  knew  Dick  was  disappointed  in  me, 

knew  he  felt  I  hadn't  measured  up.  And 
it  hurt.  It  does  when  you're  very  young, 
very  inexperienced.  I  knew  I  took  love 

too  seriously.  It  isn't  all  of  life,  it's  just 
the  coloring,  the  vitalizing  force  back 
of  it.  I  let  little  hurts  cloud  my  days  as 
if  they'd  been  major  disasters. 

Over  the  keyboard,  my  fingers  trem- 
bled into  a  soft  minor  wail  as  I  bowed 

my  head  and  felt  the  tears  of  shame  and 
bitter  humiliation  fall  swiftly  on  the 
ivory  keys.  This  was  the  hard  part  of 
my  story,  the  part  I  would  so  gladly  blot 
from  my  memory,  but  even  my  tears 
could  not  do  that.  It  was  written  into 
the  score,  written  in  crashing  discords, 
in  harsh,  vibrant  tones  of  violence  and 
pain.  Could  they  ever  resolve  them- 

selves into  the  tender  melody  of  my 

love  song  again?   It  didn't  seem  so. 
Dick  didn't  give  up  easily.  He  kept 

trying  to  get  me  to  be  a  part  of  things. 
"Let's  have  the  Pads  out,"  he'd  suggest. 
I  always  found  an  excuse.  And  yet  on 
the  one  night  each  week  which  he  al- 

ways kept  for  them,  I  insisted  on  being 
included.  I  felt  like  an  outsider.  I  never 
tried  to  ioin  in  their  fun,  but  I  wanted,   -_   

"ffi"=  PSORIASIS 
I  SCALY     SKIN     TROUBLE  i 

MAKfiKi  G»i"j»DeRmoij. SPOTeS Prove  it  yourself  no  matter 

how  long  you  have  suffered' or  what  you   have  tried. Beautiful  book  on  psoiia^ 
sis  and    D  e  r  m  o  i  I    wltll 

amazing,     true     photo. 
arraphic  proof  of  rcBtUta 
BeatFRRE.  Write  forlt. 

SEND    FOR GENEROUS 
:  TRIAL 
.SIZE  ^ 

Don't   mistake   eczema for  the   stubborn,    ugly 
embarrassing  scaly  akli_ disease  Psoriasis.  Appjy 

non-staining    De  r  mo  i  I . 
Thouyands    do    for    scaly 
spots    on   body    or    scalp. 
Grateful  users,  often  after 
years    of    suffering:,    report 
the   scales   have   gone,    the 
red  patches  grradually  disappeared  and          _ —   
they  enjoyed  the  thrill  of  a  clear  skin  again.  Oermoil 
Is  used  by  many  doctors  and  is  backed  by  a  positive  agree- 

ment to  g-ive  definite  benefit  in  2  weeks  or  money  is  re- 
funded without  question.  Send  10c  (stamps  or  coin)  for 

generous  trial  bottle  to  make  our  famous  "One  Spot  Test'  . Test  it  yourself.  Results  may  surprise  you.  Write  today  for 
your  test  bottle.  Caution:  Use  only  as  directed.  Pnnt  nam* 
plainly.  Don't  delay..  Sold  by  ."-[Qgett  and  Walgreen  Drug Stores  and  other  leadina  Druqqists.   LAKE  LABORATORIEfti 

muaujimummMmiismj 
EASY  TO  REDUCE  WHERE  YOU  WANT  TO 

10  minutes  a  day,  in  the  privacy  of  your  own 
room,  and  this  Scientific  Healtliolizer  Home  Re- 

ducer will  help  you    (as  it  has  helped  thou- sands of  others  for  years)  to 

StteamVine  Your  figure 
Take  off  that  dumpy,  middle- 3  look,  bulging  waist  line. 

fat  hips,  double  chin. 
Slenderize! 

It's  easy! 

It's  fun! 

It's  quickl 

Special  Price:  $5.98  C.  O.  D.  plus  postage.  Money  back  If 
not  wholly  pleased — Address,  Healtholizer  Corp.,  Oept  14, 
71-22  Ingram  St.,  Forest  Hills,  L.  I..  N.  Y. 

PICTURE 

RING  $1. EXQUISITE  PICTURE  HING— made  firomany 
fhoto.  SEND  NO  MONEY!  Mail  Dhoto  with  paper 
or  rinar  size.  Pay  postman  ONLY  $1.00  pins  posi   

Hand  tinted  25  cents  extra.  Photo  retmmed  with  rini 
Money  back  gnaxantee.  Send  photo  and  rme  size  NOV. 
Picture  Rine  Co..  Dept.  A-31.  Cincinnati,  Oi 

High  School  Course 
at  Home Finish  in  2  Years 

r  time  and  abilities  permit.  Equivalent  to  reai- 
   — prepares  for  college  entrance  exams.  Standard 
texts  supplied.  Diploma  awarded.  Credit  for^  H.  S.  subjeotfl 

dent  School  work- 
__  .'__  ppli,-.   -           --- 
completed.  Sinsle  subjects  if  desired.  Ask  for  Free  Bullatin. 

I  American  Sclioot.Depi.  HB-92  Drexel  at  SSth.Chlcago  Sf 

MONEY-BACK,  POSTAGE-BACK  GUARANTEE Mi. 
FREE!  500  Yds.  Thread! 
Beautiful  new  prints.  I<arge  colorful 
pieces.    3  lbs.  (18  to  22  yds.)  only 
$1.49  plus  postage.    Sent  C.O.D. 
FREEl  EXTRAl  Five  hundred  yds. 

good  white  #50  thread  FREE  and  16 
lovely  Quiit  patterns  all  sent  free.   If  i 
not  perfectly   satisfied,   just   return  I 
quilt   pieces    (keeping    free   sewing 
tiiread  and   free  Qullt  patterns  for 
your  trouble)  and  we  will  refund  your 
¥1.49  plus  all  postage  spent  BOTH  ways! 

You  be  the  judge.    You  can't  lose.    Could 
anything  be  more  fair?   Compare  our  o£Fer 
and  liberal  guarantee  with  others.  Send  No 
Money  1  Just  mail  a  card  Today.  Act  Now  I 
REMNANT  SHOP,  Box483-G,SESSER»  ILLINOIS 

FREE! 

Nutty!  Whole  Wheat! 

ACAROIMI 
and    SPAGHETTI 

Serve  tasty,   appetizing  dishes  ... 
rich  in  food  value  .  .  .  with  delicious  I 
Whole  Wheat  Macaroni  and  Spaghetti.  ! 
Send  $2  for  six  large  12-oz.  packages  I 
of  each  f.o.b.  Birmingham.  Express  will  { 
be  C.O.D. 

VULCAN  HEALTH  FOODS  CO. 
2101-B  Morris  Ave.,  Birmingham.  Ala.     | 

Special  Quantity  Prices  to  Stores         '  \ 



HAIR  ENSEMBLE 

"ROYALTY" 
CREME  SHAMPOO 

and  BRILLIANCE 
«  Creme  Shampoo  restores 

natural    beauty. 
«  Creme      Shampoo      latest 

"trick"  of  Glamour  Gals. 
,  Creme  Shampoo  contains     onlv    $1.49    Complete 

Lanolin    and    Sulphur.  wmy     yi."*
  r 

,  Brilliance   non-sticky;    non-greasy.  gg-j- 
»  Brilliance  lights  dull  lifeless  hair. 
«  Brilliance   softens  hair. 

SI. 49  for  set  of  "Royalty"  Creme  Shampoo 
and  Brilliance.  Send  SI. 49  and  we  pay  post- 

age,  or  order  C.O.D.    plus  postage  and  fees. 

ROYALTY     COSMET  ICS 
307   Fifth   Avenue New   York    16.   N.   Y 

Of  Your  Favorite  Photo    Sizesxi 
Most  gorgeous  life-like  enJai^ement  you 
ever  saw.  Finished  in  beautiful ' '  Gold-  f 
tone"  process  on  heavy  portrait  paper.  I 
SEND  NO  MONEYI  Mail  snapshot,  pho- 

tograph or  negrative,  any  size,  any  sub-  ' ject.  Pay  postman  only  69c  for  one  or  $1.1  _ 
for  two,  plus  postage.  Or  send  price  and  we 
pay  postage.  Original  returned  unharmed.  , 
QUICK  SERVICE.  Money  back  gijarantee. 
Hand  colored  in  oil?  $1  extra.    State  colors.         
ALLIED  PHOTO  CO.,108  W.LakeSt.,  Dept.  £-245  Chicasol.  ML 

Make SELL  CHRISTMAS  CARDS 
Aslowas50for*lrp''BrN'VI2g 

All  AIT  Show  exclusive  NAME  IMPRINTED  Per- 

il 1 1  r^  l|  sonal  Christmas  Cards,  low  as  50  for  $1. 
"111/  ■  Amazing  values  bring  you  easy  sales. 

<  *^  BIG  SELLERS  IN  BOX  ASSORTMENTS 
Boost  profits  with  21  "Feature'*  SI  Christ- 

mas assortment— sparkling  new  features. 
Other  money  making  assortments  — in- 

cluding our  famous  Christmas  Gift  Wrap 
Ensemble,  Reli^ous,  Everyday,  Oilette, 
many  others.  Write  today  for  samples. 
i«n.  1225  Clifford  Av.,Dept.  c-19 

AneS  ART  STUDIOSinc.        RochostorSp  n.y. 

SOMETHING  NEW  IN  STATIONERY! 

Our  Lovely  Lady  Stationery 

has  5  decorative  patterns 
in  one  box  of  2S  sheets  and 

25  envelopes.  Made  of  a 

fine  bond  paper  —  Env- 
elopes are  Tinted  on  the 

inside  for  complete  privacy. 

Send  $1.00  or  C.  O.  D. 

plus    postage,    TO   

CORNELL  STATIONERT    2221  HURLEY  AVE. 

CLEVELAND  9,  OHIO 

MAKE  MONEY  SELLING  PERFUME 
Sell  your  friends  these  high  class  perfumes. 
Same  scents  as  many  famous  brands  selling  as 
high  as  $18.00  per  oz.  Sample  kit  consists  of 
the  following  units:  (all  bottles  1  oz,  size  and 
retail  price  listed). 
Intrigue    , 
Lilac     . . , 
Gardenia 
Elite    .... 

.$5.00  Fashion       $7.70 

.  S.30  High    Life....  8.00 

.  5.40  Society       9.30 

.  6.50  Cliaue    10.00 

YOU  PAY  YOUR   PROFIT 

$28.60  $28.60 
start  making  money.    Order  today 

2314   S.    Adams   St. 
PEORIA     2,      ILL. F.  J.  SCHERER  CO. 

Do  You  Want  ■  ■  H  m 

LONGER  Hlll|l 
on  yoor  Hair  7  days  ̂ mmmi^^tamr 

*  and  see  if  yoti  are  really  enjoying  the 
pleasure  of  Attractive  Hair  that  so 
often  captares  Love  and  Romance. 

HAIR  MAY  GET  LONGER 
When  SCALP  andHAIR  conditions  are  i 
normal  and  the  dry,  brittle,  breaking  off  I. 
hair  can  beretardedithasachancetoget/^ 
longer  and  much  more  beautif  al.  Just  try 
the  JUELEN  E  System  7  days  and  let  your 
mirror  prove  results.  Send  $1.00  orC.O.D. 
plus  postage.  Fully  guaranteed.  Money 
back  if  you  are  not  deligtited.  Wnte  to 
JUELCO.,193OlrvingPai1iRiL.Deiit.F-610  Chicagal3.lll. 

grimly,  to  be  where  Dick  was,  and  that 
was  all  I  thought  of. 

Gradually,  the  tiny  rift  widened.  Not 
noticeably,  at  first,  but  surely,  inevit- 

ably. There  was  the  time  Dick  wanted 
me  to  go  for  the  weekend  to  his 
mother's  with  him.  I'd  been  a  few 
times,  but  I'd  never  been  willing  to 
stay  over  night.  This  time  I  refused 
again.  And  Dick  went  without  me!  I 
didn't  find  out  until  after  he  was  gone, 
then  one  of  the  Pads  called  and  gave 
me  the  message. 

I  began  dropping  in  at  the  office.  I 
knew  he  didn't  like  it,  but  on  one  pre- 

text or  another,  scarcely  a  day  passed 
without  my  either  going  or  telephoning. 
I  was  ashamed  of  myself,  and  I  knew  I 
was  embarrassing  him,  but  I  was  like  a 
person  with  a  consuming  desire.  To  be 
with  Dick  every  moment!  Not  to  let 
anything  matter  to  him  more  than  I  did. 
And  yet  I  should  have  seen  where  it 
was  all  leading,  should  have  realized 
that  I  was  surely  losing  him.  I  think 
I  did.  But  I  seemed  unable  to  leave  him 
alone.  Even  when  he  came  home,  and 
wanted  to  go  out  for  a  few  minutes, 
I  insisted  on  going  along.  One  night  he 
wanted  to  walk  down  to  the  corner 
drugstore  for  a  package  of  cigarettes. 
It  was  raining,  and  cold,  but  in  spite 
of  a  bad  head  cold,  I  insisted  on  going 
along.   Dick  was  angry. 

"You're  getting  impossible,  Merry," 
he  said  sharply.  "You  know  you've  no 
business  out  in  this  weather.  Can't  I  be 
trusted  to  walk  to  the  drugstore  alone, 

even?" 'T'  HE  next  day  I  had  a  high  fever,  and 
•"-  Dick  had  to  send  for  Mother.  When  I 
was  better.  Mother  tried  to  reason  with me. 

"I  won't  have  my  marriage  turn  out 
like  yours,"  I  snapped. 

"Did  it  ever  occur  to  you,  Merry,"  she 
said  quietly,  "that  you  might  be  going 
the  same  way,  and  much  more  quick- 

ly?" 

I  looked  at  her,  speechless. 
"Your  father  loved  another  woman 

when  I  married  him.  She  married  an- 
other man — I  didn't  know  until  it  was 

too  late.  I  might  have  won  him  if  I'd 
tried,  but  I  was  proud,  and  I  didn't  try. 
He  never  stopped  loving  her,  thanks  to 
me,  and  both  our  lives  were  miserable. 

What  you're  doing  is  worse.  You're  try- 
ing to  fence  in  a  thing  like  love,  and 

you  can't  do  it  any  more  than  you  could 
sunshine.  It  will  escape  you,  fly  far 
away.  Love  is  a  free  thing.  It  has  wings. Merry. 

"You're  not  happy,  dear.  And  Dick 
isn't  happy  either.  If  you  don't  wake  up 
very  quickly,  you're  going  to  crash  on the  rocks  you  yourself  have  rolled  into 

your  path." 
She  was  right.  But  the  crash  was 

much  nearer  than  she  guessed.  I  didn't guess  what  the  result  was  going  to  be 
when  I  picked  up  the  telephone  that 
night.  It  was  almost  time  for  Dick  to 
come  home,  but  he  called  to  say  he 
couldn't  make  it.  "And,  Merry,  I  need 
your  help.  We  have  an  important  radio 

program  on  tonight.  It's  patriotic — 
we're  trying  to  wake  people  up  to  the 
danger  we're  in  if  we  don't  do  more 
about  this  war.  We'll  be  actually  in  it 
in  a  few  weeks,  if  we  wait  that  long. 
And  almost  nobody  seems  to  believe  it. 
Even  Darling  is  singing.  She  has  a  fine 

voice,  but  she  generally  won't  use  it. What  we  need  is  an  accompanist.  The 

one  we  asked  has  flu.  I'll  be  right  out 
for  you,  honey.  Put  on  your  very  gay- 

est frock,  and  let  'em  have  it." I  was  frozen  the  instant  he  mentioned 

Darling.  Whatever  he'd  asked  of  me, 
after  that,  would  have  been  impossible 

Spare  me,  please 
but  Mil  the  fleas 

UsetheNEVIT 
SKIP-FIEAPOVVDER 

with  DOT 
•  Yep,  Boss,  here's  one  flea  powder  with 
DDT  that  doesn't  make  me  itch  and 
scratch.  You  see  it's  a  new  formula  with 
a  combination  of  ingredients  that  anni- 

hilates my  fleas  . . .  without  stirring  them 

up.  Like  all  Sergeant's  products,  Boss, 
it's  been  tested  plenty  ...  on  dogs,  and 

in  important  clinical  laboratories.  It's 
safe  .  .  .  it's  sure  .  .  .  it's  fast  .  .  •  it's 
Sergeant's  SKIP-FLEA  .  .  ,  and  we  can 
get  it  at  any  drug  store  .  .  .  along  with 
Sergeant's  SKIP-FLEA  Soap.  Come  on. 
Boss,  let's  get  some  today! 

SeTqeanVs 
SKIP-FLEA  POWDER 

LEARN  NURSING  AT  HOME 
Earn  while  learning  —  Opportunities  everywhet* 
THOUSANDS  NEEDED  NOW 

Demands  for  Nurses  today  greater  than  ever 
belore!  Profitable,  interesting  career. 

HOSPITAL  TRAINING 
(optional)  in  hospitals  near  own  locality. 
High  school  not  necessary.  No  age  limit. Get  the  facts  today  I   |j,l  j  J|  JJJ.Ill 

FREE  PLACEMENT   liliUlTTi'JH Post  Graduate  Hospital  School  of  Nursing 
Dcpl.12. 127  No.  Oeirborn  SI.  Chicigo  2,  lllinoii 

YOU  NEED  THIS 
FAST-ACTING  AGENT  TO 

relieve  misery  and  kill  cause*  of 

ATHLETE'S  FOOT Helps 
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And  besides,  I  told  myself  with  the 

familiar  rush  of  bitterness,  I  wouldn't 
be  a  fill-in.  They  all  knew  I  loved  to 
•play;  if  they'd  really  wanted  me,  they'd have  asked  me  in  the  first  place. 

I  hardly  waited  for  him  to  finish.  "I 
can't,  Dick,"  I  said.  "I  haven't  been 
practicing  lately,  and  I'm  rusty.  Be- 

sides, I  don't  want  to  accompany  your 
friend.  Get  someone  else." 

"You  mean  you  won't  play?"  My 
heart  ached  at  the  strangeness  of  his 

voice,  but  I  wouldn't  let  myself  give  in. 
"No,"  I  said  coldly,  "I  won't." 
He  hung  up.  And  that  night  he  didn't come  home.  I  walked  the  floor  half  the 

night.  I'd  go  to  bed  and  stay  untii  I 
couldn't  stand  it,  then  I'd  get  up  and 
go  to  the  window.  He  might  be  com- 

ing! Once  I  called  the  office,  but  he 

wasn't  there,  and  they  weren't  expect- ing him  in.  Between  times,  I  walked 
the  floor.  When  morning  came,  I  had  a 
raging  headache.  My  imagination  had 
run  the  gamut.  I  had  seen  him  dead, 

run  over,  perhaps;  I'd  seen  him  with 
Darling  in  his  arms — arms  that  should 
have  been  holding  me;  I'd  seen  him  in all  kinds  of  agonizing  places.  But  as 
the  torturing  hours  of  the  day  passed, 
I  knew  I  must  find  out  where  he  was. 

Anything  was  better  than  this.  "Oh, 
Dick,  Dick,"  my  heart  kept  calling, 
"don't  leave  me  alone.  There's  nothing 
else  in  the  world.  Come  back — come 
back.    I'll  do  anything,  anything." 

About  dark,  I  could  Lear  it  no  longer. 
I  put  on  my  hat  and  coat,  and  went  to 
the  office,  I'd  make  them  tell  me  some- 

thing, I  vowed.  They  had  to  know 
where  he  was;  they  always  knew. 

I  PUSHED  my  way  past  the  girl  at  the 
•■-  information  desk,  and  went  straight 
to  the  news  room.  It  was  completely 

empty.  But  that  wasn't  strange.  I knew  the  men  were  usually  out  at  that 
hour.  I'd  just  been  hoping  one  of  them 
might  still  be  there.  There  was  noth- 

ing for  it  but  to  wring  something  from 
the  girl  at  the  desk.  I  bit  my  lips, 
hating  to  ask  her  anything.  Too  late,  I 
wished  I'd  followed  Dick's  advice  and 
been  more  friendly.  I  hadn't  known  how 
to  be,  but  I  wished  now  I'd  tried  a  little harder. 
When  I  asked  about  Dick,  she  looked 

me  over  coolly.  "We're  not  allowed  to 
give  out  information,"  she  said,  indif- 

ferently, "but  he's  out  of  town,  I  can 
tell  you  that  much.  He'll  be  gone 
several  days.  Darling  is  covering  the 

assignment  with  him." I  tried  to  smile  as  I  turned  away, 
determined  not  to  let  her  know  how 
hurt  I  was.  Dick  hadn't  bothered  to  call 
and  tell  me,  and  he'd  gone  with  the 
woman  I  hated.  It  didn't  matter  that 
the  fault  was  mine — the  payment  was 
mine  too.  But  she  shouldn't  know! 
No  one  should! 
"Thank  you,"  I  said  quietly,  as  I turned  at  the  door. 
Something  she  saw  in  my  face  must 

have  caused  her  to  relent. 
"I  wouldn't  worry,  Mrs.  Jordan,"  she 

advised.  "Two  of  the  men  and  Darling 
are  with  him.  They're  expecting  some 
big  news  to  break  any  minute.  They 
didn't  know  they  were  going  until  the 
last  minute,  and  I  imagine  he  didn't 
want  to  wake  you.  It  really  is  big 
news,  and  the  men  don't  think  when 
things  are  breaking.  They  move!  And 
fast!  You  get  used  to  it  after  a  while, 
and  don't  mind  so  much."  She  smiled 
at  me,  timidly.  "Really,  I  wouldn't 
worry.  I'd  go  home  and  get  some  rest. 
You'll  see  he'll  be  all  right." 

I  smiled  back  at  her  gratefully.  She 
was  trying  to  help  me,  trying  to  save 
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I  said  again — "thank  you  for  every- 
thing." 

She  was  right,  it  was  big  news.  I 
never  knew  just  what  it  was,  but  in  a 
few  hours  the  whole  world  knew  that 
Pearl  Harbor  had  been  attacked.  And 
in  a  few  hours,  I  knew  Dick  was  being 
sent  as  special  news  correspondent  from 
his  paper:  that  he  had  asked  for  the 
assignment. 
He  made  no  excuse  for  going  with- 

out telling  me  when  he  got  home.  He 
came  in  quietly  without  a  word,  and 
began  throwing  things  into   a  bag. 

'"Dick,"  I  said  pleadingly,  "what  are 
you  doing?   Where  are  you  going?" 

"About  as  far  away  as  I  can  get,"  he 
said  coldly.  "I'm  washed  up  with  all 
this.  If  marriage  means  what  it  has  to 

us,  I'm  through  for  keeps.  We're  not 
even  friends."  He  paused,  his  arms 
loaded  with  things.  "Look,"  he  said, 
leveling  his  glance  at  me,  "maybe  it's my  fault;  maybe  we  should  have  taken 
longer  to  know  each  other  before  we 

got  married.  Anyhow,  I'm  willing  to 
take  the  blame  if  you'll  just  call  it 
quits.  That's  what  we  both  want,  isn't 
it?" 
1  FOUGHT  back  the  wave  of  blackness 

that  threatened  to  engulf  me.  It 
couldn't  be  true!  This  was  worse  than 
dying.  This  was  dying,  and  doing  it 
while  you  looked  on  and  knew  all 
about  it.  It  was  dying  and  living  at 
the  same  time. 

"Dick,"  I  forced  words  through  stiff 
lips,  "Dick,  you  aren't  in  love  with 
anyone  else — not  with  Mrs.  Darling,  are 

you?" His  look  was  almost  contemptuous, 

now.  "No,  I'm  not.  It  would  be  simpler 
if  I  were,  I  guess.  All  I  want  right  now 
is  to  get  away,  to  get  hold  of  myself 

again.  I  feel  as  if  I'd  been  living  under 
wraps,  tied  down  hand  and  foot.  If  I 
were  in  love  with  anyone.  Merry,  it 
would  be  with  a  real  person,  a  grown- 

up woman,  not  an  immature,  hysterical 
child  whose  only  way  of  living  is  to 
grab  what  she  wants  and  hide  away 
with  it,  frightened  of  people,  never 

letting  the  daylight  in."  He  tossed  a 
shirt  angrily  into  the  suitcase.  "I  don't 
want  to  hurt  you.  Merry,  but  I'm  hurt 
myself.  I  had  such  terrific  hopes  for 

us.  I  thought  we'd  grow  together,  and learn,  and  be  a  wonderful  combination. 

But  you  don't  want  any  of  that,  and  I 
don't  want  your  way.  It  would  drive 
me  insane,  or  break  me  completely,  in 

a  few  more  years.  It's  like  living  with 
a  pretty  picture — you  like  it  as  long 
as  it  stays  pretty  and  your  taste  doesn't 
change,  but  if  you  get  tired  of  it,  you 
want  it  down."  He  shrugged.  "I'm 
sorry,  Merry,  but  that's  the  way  it  is. 
I've  known  it  a  long  time."  He  stopped, 
but  his  words  went  on  and  on  in  my 
head. 

I  forced  my  pride  to  help  me,  whip- 
ping it  into  life. 

"I  guess  you're  right,"  I  said,  hoping 
my  voice  lashed  as  his  had  done.  "I 
suppose  we  did  make  a  mistake.  I  sup- 

pose our  love  wasn't  the  wonderful 
thing  we  thought  it." 

His  eyes  softened.  I  held  my  breath, 
waiting — 

"I  guess  not,"  he  said  quietly.  "But  I 
wanted  it  to  be." 

I  sat  down  suddenly.  "When  are  you 
leaving?  Do  you  have  to  go  right  now? 
Don't  they  usually  give  you  a  few 
days?" 
"Not  when  you  ask  for  a  job,  and 

they  want  you  in  a  hurry.  "This  was 
the  way  I  wanted  it.  It's  better  for  us 
both.  You'll  be  taken  care  of  financially, 
of  course.  You're  my  wife,  and  you'll 
stay  my  wife   until  I  get   back.    You 
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New  Home  Shampoo  Helps  Keep 
Blonde  Hair  From  Darkening 

Made  specially  for  blondes,  this  new  shampoo 
helps  keep  light  hair  from  darkening— bright- 

ens faded  hair.  Called  Blondex,  its  rich  cleans- 
ing lather  instantly  removes  the  dingy  film 

that  makes  hair  dark,  old-looking.  Takes  only 
1 1  minutes  at  home.  Gives  hair  lustrous  high- 

lights. Safe  for  children.  Get  Blondex  at  XOc, 
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can  stay  here,  or  go  to  your  mother's. 
I'd  rather  you  went  to  her,  it  will  be 
better.  But  the  house  is  yours.  You've 

a  right  to  it." A  right  to  it!  A  right  to  his  house, 
to  his  money,  but  not  his  love!  A  man 
likes  a  picture  unless  his  taste  changes, 
then  he  wants  it  down — 

After  he  was  gone,  I  went  back  to 
mother's.  She  was  the  one  who  closed 
the  house,  and  saw  to  everything.  Later, 
when  the  house  shortage  was  acute, 
she  re-opened  it,  and  we  rented  it 
furnished.  It  was  hard,  but  by  then  I 
was  used  to  hard  things.  There  were 

long  periods  when  I  didn't  hear  from Dick,  at  all.  I  began  to  change.  Like 
spring  emerging  from  the  barrenness 
of  winter,  life  began  to  move  through 
me  again,  and  hope  began  to  send  tiny 
experimental  shoots  above  the  surface. 
Agony  can  be  a  very  sharp  knife,  and 

it  can  cut  through  layers  of  selfishness, 
and  reveal  the  very  heart  of  truth.  It 
was  as  if  a  searchlight  had  been  turned 
on  in  me,  and  I  turned  in  loathing 
from  the  thing  I  saw. 

It  was  something  mother  said  that 
pointed  the  way  back.  I  was  sitting  at 
the  window  watching  the  slow  drifting 
of  autumn   leaves  to  the   ground. 
"When  nature  has  no  use  for  things, 

she  discards  them,  to  make  way  for  new 
life.  It  takes  time,  but  in  the  miracle 
of  new  life,  old,  outworn  things  take 
their  place  and  help  to  enrich  the  soil 
for  the  new — and  this  goes  on  forever. 
Nothing  that  is  not  helpful  ever  sur- 

vives in  nature  long."  She  was  knitting, 
and  she  didn't  even  look  up  as  she 
went  on.  "Life  is  like  that,  and  we  have 
to  accept  it.  Even  grief  is  a  sin,  if  you 
let  it  become  an  obstacle  in  the  path 
of  growth.  I  want  you  to  remember 

that,  Merry.  It'5  time  you  took  on  new 
growth,  time  you  let  past  hurts  nourish 
the  plant  of  a  richer  life.  Pick  up  the 
old  threads,  and  gather  new  ones  in, 

and  go  on  from  there." 

1DID.  It  wasn't  easy.  The  first  thing 
I  did  was  to  go  to  see  Dick's  mother, and  I  stayed  several  days  the  first  time. 

.  .  .  After  that,  I  went  often,  but  I 

asked  her  not  to  tell  Dick,  I  didn't  want 
him  to  think  I  was  trying  to  win  him 

back  like  that.  And  I  wasn't;  I  grew  to love  her  as  I  did  my  own  mother,  and 
she  grew  to  depend  on  me,  to  look  for- 

ward to  my  coming.  And  happiness 
began  to  touch  the  edges  of  my  heart 
again,  tuning  it  to  gladness.  In  my 
reaching  out,  I  drew  the  Pads  into  my 
circle,  and  made  friends  of  them.   They 

drew  me  back  into  the  radio  field,  and 
into  other  fields  of  usefulness.  I  often 
accompanied  Darling,  as  she  sang  for 
the  soldiers  training  for  overseas  duty. 
We  became  firm  friends,  and  it  seemed 
odd  to  me  that  I  had  ever  hated  her. 
She  told  me  one  day  while  we  were 
talking  that  the  boy  she  had  been  en- 

gaged to  had  been  killed  in  an  accident 
and  that  was  why  she  had  never  mar- 

ried. But,  as  I  looked  at  her,  I  knew 
some  day  she  would  love  again;  she 
was  made  for  warmth  and  happiness. 

I  smiled  ruefully.  "I  used  to  be  jeal- 

ous of  you,  did  you  know?" She  nodded.  "That  was  silly.  Dick 
never  will  love  anybody  but  you." 

I  shook  my  head.  "He  must  have 
changed.  He  didn't  love  me  when  he 
left.    He  told  me  so." "He  didn't  love  what  he  thought  you; 

had  become,"  she  said  gently.  "But 
he's  always  loved  the  woman  you  actu- 

ally are.   You'll  find  out." 
But  she'd  been  wrong.  Now  he'd 

come — and  gone.  And  this  time,  he 
wouldn't  be  coming  back.  I  had  held 
a  dream  to  my  heart,  now  the  dream 
would  have  to  die — to  make  way  for 
other  growth.  But  could  it?  I  knew 
better.  This  was  something  that  would 
not  die.  It  was  a  rainbow  spanning  my 

world,  from  end  to  end.  It  was  a  bird's call  in  the  early  morning.  It  was  life, 
and  death,  and  life  again.  It  was  beauty, 
spreading  wide  its  wings,  soaring  into 
the  vast  spaces  of  time  and  eternity. 
My  fingers  paused,  grew  still.  Was 

that  the  door-bell?  How  long  had  it 
been  ringing  while  music  flowed  from 
my  heart  in  an  endless  triumph,  through 
my  finger  tips?  Who  could  be  ringing 
at  this  late  hour?  Could  Dick  have 
changed  his  mind,  had  he  decided  to 

try  again?  He'd  left  his  key,  so  he'd have  to  ring — the  key  was  right  there 
on  the  table  where  he'd  left  it.  It  must 
be  Dick,  no  one  else  would  be  coming 

tonight.  He  must  have  changed — Dar- 
ling's face  flashed  through  my- memory, 

there  had  been  understanding  there, 
and  a  message,  something  she  wanted 
to  tell  me — had  she  made  Dick  see 
his  mistake  before -it  was  too  late?  She 
might  have.    She  was  like  that! 
Love  has  wings!  My  heart  sang 

softly  as  I  hurried  to  the  door.  Wings, 
yes.  Not  just  to  fly  away.  But  wings 
with  which  to  return,  also.  In  my  heart, 
the  melody  of  my  love-song  sang,  again, 
clear  and  sweet,  above  the  crash  of 
chords.  Was  it  Dick  waiting  outside? 
Somehow  I  knew  it  was.  I  lifted  my 
hand   to   open  the   door. 

FOn  EXCMTMIVG  HADIO  DUAMA 

TUNE   JiV 
"TRUE  DETECTIVE 

MYSTERIES" JVOW  .  .  .  the  same  kind  of  thrilling  stories  of  outstanding 
feats  in  crime  detection  that  have  made  "True  Detective" 
one  of  the  most  exciting  magazines  are  brought  to  your 
radio.  Every  program  based  on  fact — every  program  packed 

full  of  action!  Listen  to  "True  Detective  Mysteries"  this 
Sunday  and  every  Sunday  afternoon! 

4i30  p.m.  Eastern  Daylight  Time 
3:30  p.m.  Cantroi  Doyiiglit  Time 

3>30  p.m.  Mountain  Doyiiglit  Tim* 
1 :  30  p.m.  Pacific  Daylight  Tim* 

O^  ALL  MUTUAL  NETWORK  STATIONS 
Consult  your   newspaper  for   exact   time   and   station 
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NOW  CHARM-KURL  your  hair 
TO  NEW,  GLAMOROUS 

BEAUTY 

...  in  2  to  3  Hours,  at  Home. 

—  it's  easy  as  combing  x/oitr  hairl  By  tonight, 
thrill  to  a  New  Charm-Kurl  Supreme  Cold 

Wave  Permanent.  Enjoy  solt,  flowing  waves 

and  nalural-like  curls  which  sparkle  with 

enticing  highlights  and  "romance-inviting" 
allure.  Your  Charm-Kurl  Cold  Wave  will 

be  the  envy  of  your  friends.  —  and  will 
last  months  and  months. 

The  New  Charm-Kurl  Supreme  is  heatless, 

machineless, — yet,  "takes"  on  any  type  of 

natural  hair.  Children's  soft,  fine  hair 
responds  marvelously.  The  result  must 

compare  with  any  beauty-shop  wave  costing 
up  to  $15.00  or  more,  or  your  money  back 

on  request.   No  wonder.  Charm-  Karl  Supreme 

outsells  the  combined  total  oj  all  other  liran'ds. 

The  New 

SUPREIVIE 

COLD  WAVE 
NOW  ONLY 

Price  in  Canada  $1.35 

For  Sale  at  drug  stores,  cosmetic  counters  and  5c  &  1  Oc  Stores. 

S^^   m-  2td3 HOURS 

pA  ̂ 
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m  going  to  grow 
a  hundred 

years  old!" 

. . .  and  possibly  she  may— for  the  amazing  strides  of 
medical  science  have  added  years  to  life  expectancy 

•  It's  a  fact  — a  warm,  wonderful 

fact— that  this  five-year-old  child, 

or  your  own  child,  has  a  life  ex- 
pectancy almost  a  whole  decade 

longer  than  was  her  mother's,  and 
a  good  IS  to  20  years  longer  than 

that  of  her  grandmother.  Not  only 

the  expectation  of  a  longer  life,  but 

of  a  life  by  far  healthier. 
Thank  medical  science  for  that. 

Thank  your  doct<jr  and  thousands 
like  him  . . .  toiling  ceaselessly  . . . 

that  you  and  yours  may  enjoy  a 

longer,  better  life. 

Accordi/zg  to  a  rece/it  A^afionwide  suri^ey-. 

More  Doctors  smoke  Camels 

NOT  ONE  but  three  outstanding  independent  re- 

search organizations  conducted  this  survey.  And 

they  asked  not  just  a  few  thousand,  but  113,597,  doc- 
tors from  coast  to  coast  to  name  the  cigarette  they 

themselves  preferred  to  smoke. 

Answers  came  in  by  the  thousands . .  .  from  general 

physicians,  diagnosticians,  surgeons,  nose  and  throat 

specialists  too.  The  most-named  brand  was  Camel. 
If  you  are  not  now  smoking  Camels,  try  them.  Let 

your  "T-Zone"  tell  you  {see  right). 
R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co..  Winston-Salom.  N.  C. 

Camels Costlier 
Toifaccos  S 

t-ZONE"  TEST  WILL  TELL  YOU 

The  "T-Zone"— T  for 
taste  and  T  for  throat 
—  is  your  own  proving 

ground  for  any  ciga- 
rette. Only  your  taste 

and  throat  can  decide 

which  cigarette  tastes 

best  to  you  .  .  .  how  it 

affects  your  throat. 
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Helen  Neushaefer  at  her  home  on  Parsonage  Point,  Rye,  N.  "i 

. . .  miracle  ingredient  -  PLASTEEN  ~  gives  ne 
longer  wear  to  her  exciting  nail  colors 

Helen  Neushaefer,  originator  of  the  Creme  nail  polishes  millions 

loved,  now  creates  one  so  shining  smooth,  so  refreshingly  colorful 

your  nails  seem  ovals  of  rare  porcelain!  So  tightly  welded  to  the 

nail,  so  well  shockproofed  against  chipping* — you  count  all  others 

old-fashioned  and  prewar.  Look  for  your  loveliest  color  in  Helen 

Neushaefer's  "pyramid"  bottle  at  chain  store  cosmetic  counters. 

*Hel8n  Neushaefer's  new  postwar  ingredient  — Plasteen  — 

Color 
authority... 

.<SV 

RED 

% 

Finger  Tips 

by 

^f 

Too  many  thousari 
of  lovely  women 

forget  how  often 

hand-gestures  are 
near  the  face. 

Wise  hands  wear 



Your  bath  took  care  of  the  past— 
but  for  future  freshness, 

make  Mum  your  next  step 

OUT  OF  YOUR  TUB  and  into  your 

clothes— you're  off  to  a  fresh  new 
start.  But  wait!  What  are  you  doing  to 
give  that  bath-freshness  a  future? 

Remember,  after  your  bath  washes  away 
past  perspiration,  you  still  need  to  guard 
against  risk  of  underarm  odor  to  come.  A 

risk  many  a  smart  girl  avoids  by  topping 
off  each  bath  with  Mum. 

Half  a  minute  for  Mum.  A  fingertipful 

of  snowy-white  Mum— and  you're  safe  for 
the  day  or  evening.  No  chance  of  under- 

arm odor  playing  traitor  to  your  charm. 

Mum's  the  word  for  safe,  sure,  gentle 

protection.  Won't  irritate  your  skin  or  in- 
jure fabrics.  And  creamy  Mum  won't  dry 

out  in  the  jar  or  form  irritating  crystals. 
Get  a  jar  of  Mum  today. 

For  Sanitary   Napkins  —  Maw  is 
safe,  dependable . . .  ideal  for  this  use.  too. 

Product  oj  Bristol-Myers  J  ' 



Our  Living  Portraits  photog- 
rapher goes  into  the  private  life 

of  one  of  your  favorite  medical 
men,  in  September,  to  bring  you 
a  series  of  real-life  pictures  of 
Young  Doctor  Malone,  his  wife 
Ann,  his  precocious  young 
daughter  Jill,  and  all  the  people 
who    have    been    making    this 
CBS  drama  so  exciting. 

*  *  * 
Ma  Perkins  turns  her  observant 

eyes  and  her  kindly  heart  to  a 
young  couple  in  love,  and  tells 
their  story  with  deep  sympathy. 
Watch  for  the  surprise  ending, 
when  Ma  steps  out  of  the  role  of 
observer  and  engineers  an  unex- 

pected twist  that  will  delight  you. 
*  *  * 

Gene  Autry  tells  his  first  Radio 
Mirror  story  in  our  September 

issue.  Gene  isn't  the  hero;  it's  a 
young  boy  he  knew.  Or  maybe 

it's  a  horse.  You'll  have  to  make 

up  your  own  mind  after  you've read  it! 
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IRRESISTIBLE  K UJ.  LIPSTICK 

and  METAL  SWIVEL  CASE 

*Pre-War  irresistible  is  back  and 

lovelier  lips  can  be  yours  again  today! 

WHIP-TEXT  to  be  creamy  soft,  yet  firm, 

non-breaking,  irresistible  lipstick 

is  smoother,  longer  lasting,  even  more 

wonderful  than  you  remember  it— thanks 
to  wartime  research.  And  it  comes 

in  a  metal  swivel  case 

ihQ\  works! 
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Are  you  In  the  know  ? 

OOVERGIRL 
By  ELEANOR  HARRIS 

YOU  can  usually  tell  a  Hollywood 
blonde  a  mile  ofE  by  her  symptoms: 
sequin  dress,  platina  fur  jacket,  and 

ostrich  plumes  in  the  hair.  Knowing 
these  basic  facts,  many  a  wiseacre  has 
lost  a  bet  on  Betty  Rhodes — because 
she's  one  Hollywood  blonde  who  looks 
like  a  wholesome  lass  from  any  other 

city  in  the  U.  S.  She's  addicted  to  sim- 
ple clothes,  cloth  coats,  and  hats  instead 

of  feathers  .  .  .  and  this  in  spite  of  the 

fact  that  she's  a  blue-eyed,  yellow- 
haired  girl  with  a  figure  that  stops  the 
traffic  on  Sunset  Boulevard  every  time 
she  walks  into  the  NBC  Building. 

This  she  does  with  marked  regu- 
larity, since  she's  the  songstress-star 

of  the  Meet  Me  at  Parky's  show.  She's also  been  heard  with  such  radio  stars 
as  Fred  Allen,  Johnny  Green,  George 
Burns  and  Gracie  Allen;  she  has  been  a 
guest  on  such  coast-to-coast  programs 
as  Screen  Guild,  Harold  Lloyd's  Com- 

edy Theater,  Dick  Haymes'  Something for  the  Boys,  and  many  more.  And 
that's  not  all:  she's  been  in  dozens  of 
motion  pictures,  and  she  is  known  in 
the  entertainment  world  as  the  "First 
Lady  of  Television,"  due  to  the  fact 
that  California's  only  television  station 
has  glutted  her  with  roles. 

To  accomplish  all  this,  she  hasn't 
been  sitting  idle  for  the  past  twenty- 
five  years — which  is  her  exact  ago.  She 
was  born  in  Rockford,  Illinois;  and  by 
the  time  she  was  seven  she  had  moved, 
with  her  parents  and  older  brother,  to 
San  Francisco.  She  also  moved  into  a 
radio  station  at  that  age  and  made  her 
first  professional  appearance.  By  the 
time  she  was  nine  she  was  in  Holly- 

wood doing  more  of  the  same,  which 
■has  continued  ever  since. 
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Which  leaves  you  cooler  — 

n   A  hot  bath 
□  A  /ufeeworm  bath 
□  A  cold  shower 

When  the  mere  goes  berserk,  dunk  that  sizzling 
little  carcass  in  a  lukewarm  bath.  It  leaves  you 

cooler  than  hot  or  cold  ablutions.  There's  no 
taboo  on  tubbing  at  "certain"  times,  either,  when 
bathing's  not  only  beneficial  but  a  must  if  you'd 
be  dainty.  And  did  you  know  Kotex  contains  a 
deodorant?  Moreover,  the  deodorant  is  locked  in- 

side each  napkin  so  it  can't  shake  out.  A  new 
Kotex  charm-saver! 

If  your  nails  split,  should  you  — 

Q   Smooth  them  with  an  emery  board 

□  Trim  them  with  yoor  teeth 

□  Weor  artificial  nails 

No  use  sighing  over  split  nails.  To  smooth  them, 
give  your  nails  the  business  with  an  emery  board, 

daily.  Since  a  gal  can't  hide  her  hands  forever, 
nail  care  spares  you  many  uncomfortable  moments. 

And  so,  on  "trying"  days,  does  Kotex.  In  fact, 
Kotex  is  The  Word  for  comfort — because  the  soft- 

ness of  Kotex  stays  and  stays.  Yes,  Kotex  is 
made  to  stay  soft  while  wearing.  That  means  curfew for  chafing! 
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If  you  want  to  wow  the  beach  crowd,  take  your  cue  from 

the  Bloomer  Girl  (shown  here).  Her  swim  suit's  news  — 
and  a  far  cry  from  the  bathing  bloomers  of  granny's  day! 
Just  as  Kotex  is  far  different  from  old-fashioned  sanitary 

napkins.  Consider  the  blessing  of  Kotex'  flat  tapered  ends: 
pressed /aJ  so  they  don't  cause  revealing  outlines!  And  that 
special  Kotex  safety  center  gives  you  plus  protection. 

A  DEODORANT  in  every  Kotex  napkin  ot  no  extra  cost 

/^o^e  ivonje/7  c/?oose  ̂ OTEX 

•T.  M.  Reg.  U.  S.  Pat.  Off. 



FACING  (he  MUSIC 

Lew    White,    whose    organ    music    theme-lines    many    a    radio 
drama,  arranges  his  working  day  so  that  he  can  spend  as  much  time 
as  possible  with  Barbara,  Mimi,  and  his  lovely  ex-model  wife. 

By   KEN   ALDEN 

Recently     discharged     Ben 
Gage  is  vocalist-announcer  on 
NBC,    Thursday    nights    at    8. 

GINNY  SIMMS  and  her  husband 
Hyatt  Dehn  have  sold  their  pre- 

tentious hilltop  home  for  $140,- 
000  and  are  building  a  larger  retreat  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  higher  up  in  the  Hol- 

lywood mountains.  The  required  ex- 
pansion was  made  necessary  by  the 

construction  of  a  nursery. 

Dinah  Shore  is  now  on  a  long  per- 
sonal appearance  tour,  the  first  she  has 

undertaken  since  her  USO  overseas 
jaunt.  Dinah  was  the  victim  of  rumors 
stating  she  had  permanently  lost  her 
voice,  following  a  mild  bout  with 
laryngitis.  The  trip  is  simply  proving 
how  wrong  gossipers  can  be.  At  the 
New  York  Paramount  Dinah  received 

$10,000  a  week.  Dinah's  NBC  show  was 
dropped  because  her  sponsor  was 
affected  by  the  serious  food  shortage 
and  could  not  continue  so  costly  a  radio 
enterprize.  Dinah  should  have  no 
trouble  in  getting  a  new  sponsor. 

The  Alan  Youngs  have  parted.  The 
young  comedian  is  seeing  the  Holly- 

wood sights  accompanied  by  some  of  the 
town's  prettiest  blondes. 

Bing  Crosby  is  after  blonde  Peggy 
Lee,  current  juke  box  sensation,  for  his 
much-discussed   Fall   radio   show. 

The  bobby  sockers  certainly  give 
young  singing  star  Bob  Graham  plenty 
of  attention.  While  he's  at  CBS  every Sunday  rehearsing  his  number  for  the 
Baby  Snooks  show,  young  Hollywood 
high  school  kids  get  to  work  washing 
his  car.  As  a  reward  for  those  chores, 
the  youngsters  receive  front  row  seats 
for  the  broadcast  and  form  the  noisiest 
cheering  section  west  of  the  Paramount Theater. 

Jean  Tennyson's  Great  Moments  in 
Music  has  gone  off  the  air  and  the 
chances  are  it  will  not  return  next 
season. 

Marilyn  Maxwell,  radio  film  eyeful,  is 
now  being  squired  by  Peter  Lawford. 
Marilyn  and  John  Conte  have  parted 
permanently.  Incidentally,  Marilyn 
gets  the  break  of  her  life  with  a  fat 
part  in  the  MGM  musical  version  of 
"Ah,  Wilderness." 

Freddy  Martin  is  another  bandleader 
who  is  not  confining  himself  simply  to 
leading  a  dance  orchestra.  Freddy  has 
made  an  arrangement  with  the  Hilton 
Hotel  chain  to  operate  record  and  music 
shops  in  all  their  hotels,  including  the 
Stevens  and  Palmer  House  in  ChiVagn 

the  Ambassador  in  Los  Angeles,  the 
Plaza  and  Roosevelt  in  New  York,  and  , 
the  St.  Francis  in  San  Francisco.  They'll  ! 
be  known  as  Freddy  Martin's  Music Shops.  In  addition  to  this  operation, 
Freddy  will  soon  produce  and  manufac- 

ture his  own  phonograph  records,  al- 
though his  own  band  will  continue  to record  for  Victor. 

The  newest  dance  band  destined  for 
the  popularity  brackets  is  one  guided 
by  pianist  Jack  Fina.  Jack  is  the  sensa- 

tional keyboard  wizard  formerly  with 
Freddy  Martin's  band.  .He  should  be  at the  Waldorf  by  the  time  you  read  this 
Freddy  Martin  is  backing  the  group 

The  new  Irving  Berlin  hit,  "Doin' 
What  Comes  Naturally"  from  the 
Broadway  musical,  "Annie,  Get  Your 
Gun"  has  lyrics  too  spicy  for  the  air. 

The  French  import,  Charles  Trenet, 
is  a  sure  bet  for  the  air  and  films  as 
soon  as  he  masters  the  English  lan- 

guage. He  scored  a  sensational  hit  at 
the  Embassy  Club,  New  York,  where 
he  made  his  American  debut.  He  is  a 
combination  of  Sinatra  and  Chevalier — 

and  that  ain't  bad. 
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*RIGHT  YOU  ARE,  AL.  It's  only  good  common  sense  to  use  Listerine  Antiseptic 

before  any  date  where  you  want  to  be  at  your  best.  You  may  not  know  when  you 

may  be  troubled  this  way.  And  Listerine  Antiseptic  is  such  a  wonderful  precau-   '  .       .   .     ,       J       ̂ ,  .  ̂ Q    St.  Louis,  Mo. 
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HOW  do  you  feel  when  you  feel all  right?  And  how  do  you  look 

when  you  feel  "all  right"? 
Believe  us  when  we  say  that  some- 

times just  one'  or  two  days  of  better 
eating  will  make  you  feel  and  look  like 
a  different  person. 
You've  heard  of  and  are  familiar 

with  various  vitamins  by  name,  like 
Vitamin  C  and  Vitamin  Bl.  More  than 

likely  you  know  that  some  foods  con- 
tain a  bit  of  copper,  a  tiny  bit  of  mag- 

nesium and  a  total  of  some  eight  or 
nine  various  minerals  called  trace  ele- ments. 

But  do  you  know  that  these  minerals 
and  vitamins  act  as  catalysts?  They 
actually  precipitate  some  of  the  most 
important  changes  in  your  body. 
What  you  call  vitality  is  the  end 

result  of  a  series  of  chemical  reactions 
brought  about  by  mineral  and  vitamin 
catalysts.  The  same  story  holds  for  pep 
and  a  thousand  and  one  other  things 
which  make  you  feel  alive. 

Well,  let's  go  into  some  detail  about 
one  of  these  essential  bits  of  chemistry. 

Sugar,  as  you  know,  is  widely  hailed 
as  a  quick  energy  food.  So  are  starches 
and  fats,  for  they  all  contribute  poten- 

tial energy.  And  there's  the  catch. Sugar,  starches  and  fats  are  simply 
fuel  for  the  body  energy. 
They  do  not  produce  energy  iintil 

they  are  burned  (metabolized)  in  the body. 

You  can  cram  your  body  with  candy 
bars,  bread,  alcohol  and  other  so-called 
energy  foods  but  not  one  ounce  of  real 
energy  will  you  gain  unless  the  body 
sugar  is  sparked,  or  ignited  .  .  .  even  as 
gasoline  in  your  car  or  coal  and  oil 
in  your  furnace.  And  where  does  this 
spark  come  from? 

Well,  the  spark  that  finally  releases 
the  energy  locked  up  in  starch  and 
sugar  foods  is  called  cocarboxylase  and 
is  made  up  of  a  little  bit  of  phosphorus 
which  is  united  with  Vitamin  Bl.  With- 

out this  magic  compound  you  can't  get all  the  energy  available  in  the  bread 

and  cereals  you  eat.  And  if  you  don't eat  foods  that  contain  Vitamin  Bl 

you  won't  be  able  to  make  cocar- 
boxylase. 
We  could  go  into  a  similar  story  for 

almost  every  one  of  the  vitamins  and 
the  trace  minerals.  It's  much  too  long to  even  hint  at  here  of  course.  But,  we 
do  hope  it  gives  you  some  idea  of  why 
fruits  and  vegetables,  which  are  the 
abundant  sources  of  these  factors,  can 
make  such  a  difference  in  your  diet  and 
make  such  a  difference  in  how  you 
feel,  and  how  you  look. 

Nothing  younger  and 
prettier  than  Pat  Ryan, 

featured  on  Mutual's 
daily  Real  Stories  show. 

Sunday 
Breakfast:  Citrus  fruit  juice;  Eggs; 

Whole  wheat  toast;  Milk  or  coffee. 
Dinner:  Orange-onion  salad;  Ham; 

Sweet  potatoes;  Spinach;  Date  custard. 
Supper:    Cottage    cheese    and    chive 

salad;  Peanut  butter  canapes;  Milk. 
Monday 

Breakfast:  Citrus  fruit  juice;  Whole 
grain  cereal;  Milk  or  coffee. 

Lunch:  Raw  carrot  and  celery  sticks; 
Scrambled  eggs  with  bacon;  Whole 
wheat  toast;  Apricots;  Milk. 

Dinner:    Lettuce    and    tomato    salad; 
Salmon     loaf;     Carrots;     Green     lima 
beans;   Spice   cake  with   raisins. 

Tuesday 
Breakfast:    Same  as  Sunday. 
Lunch:  Potato  salad  with  sliced  to- 

matoes and  green  pepper;  Combread 
sticks;  Pears;  Milk. 

Dinner:      Coleslaw;      Baked      beans 
(Navy    or    lima) ;    Stewed     tomatoes; 
Beets  and  greens;  Citrus  fruit  cup. 

Wednesday 
Breakfast:    Same  as  Monday. 
Lunch:  Carrot  and  raisin  salad;  Vege- 

table soup;  Raisin-rice  (brown)  pud- 
ding; Milk. 

Dinner:  Mixed  greens  salad;  Liver 
with  onions;  Potatoes;  Kale;  Prune 
whip. 

Thursday 
Breakfast:   Same  as  Sunday. 
Lunch:  Pot  liquor  cocktails;  Toasted 

cheese  sandwiches;  Carrot  sticks;  Ap- 

ples; Milk. Dinner:  Romaine  salad  with  Bleu 
cheese  dressing;  Veal  cutlets;  Peas; 
Cauliflower;  Strawberries  or  ice  cream 
with  fruit  sauce. 

Friday 

Breakfast:    Same  as  Monday. 
Lunch:  Tomato  juice;  Omelet;  Whole 

wheat  rolls;  Fruit  cup;  Milk. 
Dinner:  Cucumber  salad;  Oysters; 

Broccoli;  Potatoes  or  corn;  Lemon  me- 
ringue pie. 

Saturday 
Breakfast:    Same  as  Sunday. 
Lunch:  Lettuce  salad;  Bean  or  split 

pea  soup:   Stewed  fruit;  Milk. 
Dinner:  Coleslaw;  Beef  and  kidney 

stew  with  potatoes  and  carrots;  Grape- 
fruit; Oatmeal-nut  cookies. 

These  menus  will  give  you  a  good 
head  start  on  holding  on  to  that  look 

of  youthful  vitality.  They'll  build  a 
healthy  foundation,  without  which  cos- 

metics don't  really  work  for  you  at  all. 
But  the  cosmetics  and  clothes,  com- 

bined with  health,  work  triple-time. 
For  advice  about  them,  turn  to  page  86. 

For  more  about 
food  as  a  health  and 
beauty  foundation, 

listen  to  Victor 
Lindlahr  at  11 :45 
every  weekday 

morning,  on    MBS. 

'  v?~-'ryfy'wy^y'^ 



0£  all  leading  brands   -we  testedi  .  .  • 
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STOPS     PERSPIRATION     AND     ODOR     SO     EFFECTIVELY,    YET     SO     SAFELY! 

You  who  value  your  precious  clothes,  will  adore  the  wonderful  new,  improved  Postwar  Arrid! 

It  gives  you  maximum  protection  against  perspiration  and  odor  with  safety  for 

your  skin  and  clothes.  This  new  smooth,  creamy  Arrid  is  the  improved  deodorant  you've 
been  waiting  for!    Saves  your  clothes  .  .  .  guards  you  against  offending. 

umrniJi 

Nothing  so  smart,  for  town 

wear,  as  a  dark  crepe  dress 

or  linen  suit  .  .  .  with  sharp 

accents  of  white  or  gay,  con- 

trasting color!  But  do  be  careful 

to  guard  against  underarm 

perspiration  stains.  Use  Arrid 
daily!  No  other  deodorant  tested 

stops  perspiration  and  odor  so 
effectively,  yet  so  safely!  Arrid 
is  safe  for  skin,  safe  for  clothes. 

Surr  OF  DARK  GREEN  LINEN,  Set  o£f  by  gay  calico  headband  and  tied-on  mitts!  Note 
the  new,  round  sleeve,  the  fitted  midriff,  the  full  dirndl  skirt.  Wonderful  outfit  for 
summer  travelling!  To  protect  it  against  perspiration  stains,  rely  on  Arrid,  which 
stops  perspiration  more  effectively  than  any  other  leading  deodorant  cream! 

ARRID 
Some  o£  the  many  stars  'vvlio  use  Arrid : 

Ilka  Chase    •    Martha  Raye    •    Jane  Froman    •    Gertrude  Niesen 
Carol  Bruce  •   Grace  Moore   •   Beatrice  Lillie   •   Diana  Barrymore 

Little  dirndl  dress  of  Navy  Crepe,  with 
big  stitched  cuffs  and  turtle  neck  collar  of 

white  pique'  Don't  risk  spoiling  the  crisp, 
cool  look  with  underarm  perspiration 
stains!  Smart  women  use  Arrid  daily. 
Arrid  stops  perspiration  better  than  any 
other  leading  deodorant  cream! 

Only   sa£e,  gentle    Arrid 

^ives   you  this   thorough   5-'vvay  protectioue 

l.-TVo  other  deodorant  tested  stops  perspiration  and  odor  so 
effectively,  yet  so  safely. 

2.  More  effective  in  stopping  perspiration  than   any  other 
leading  deodorant  cream,  according  to  our  tests. 

3.  Does  not  rot  clothes.  Does  not  irritate  the  skin.  Antiseptic. 

4.  Soft,  smooth,  creamy  .  .  .  easy  to  apply.  Greaseless  and 
stainless,  too. 

5.  Awarded  the  Seal  of  Approval  of  the  American  Institute 

of  Laundering  for  being  harmless  to  fabric. 

39<  plus  tax  Also  lOit.  and  59i 

•k  All  postwar  Arrid  packages  have  a  star  above  the  price. 



Twenty-one  years  in  show 
business    were    celebrated    by 

Mitzi  Green,  who  isn't  much 
older  herself.  At  the  big  party : 

Joan  Edwards,  Hildegarde, 
and  Jackie  Coogan,  of  radio. 

By 

DALE 
BANKS 

Merle  Pitt    (center),  musical  director 
of  WNEW,  welcomes  back  from  overseas 

Jimqiy   Farrell   and   Ray   Heatherton. 

from  (oast  to  Ooast 
SOME  PEOPLE  have  good  memories.  They  haven't forgotten  that  our  veterans  are  guys  who  gave  up  a 

great  deal  so  that  we  wouldn't  have  to  give  up  a  great deal  more.  Take  Margaret  Whiting,  who  deserves  a  tip  of 
the  hat  from  all  of  us.  She's  invested  the  royalties  from 
her  best  selling  record,  "It  Might  As  Well  Be  Spring,"  in 
Hollywood  property.  She  plans  to  build  an  apartment 
house  for  the  exclusive  tenancy  of  World  War  II  veterans 
and  their  families. 

But  there's  another  side  to  this  question.  Network  of- 
ficials are  beginning  to  paint  a  very  gloomy  picture  for 

veterans  anxious  to  get  into  radio.  It  seems  to  us  that 
during  the  war  there  were  some  very  fancy  plans  being 
made — about     vast     expan-      {Continued     on     page     10) 

Radio  Mirror's  Editor  Doris  McFerran 
had  a  wonderful  time  recalling  old  songs 

when  Paul  Whiteman  asked  her  to  pick 

her  favorites.  They'U  be  played  on  Pops' 
ABC  show,  Mondays  at  9:30  P.M.  EDT. 

m 



Which  of  these  Best  Sellers 
do  you  want 

with  Dollar  Book  Club  Membership? 
HOLLYWOOD'S  greatest  film  studios  have  paid  hundreds  of 

thousands   of   dollars   for   these   books — yet,    by   joining  the 
Dollar  Book  Club  now,   you  may  have  any  one  of  them   abso- 

lutely FREE!   And,   as  a  further  demonstration  of  Club  values, 
you   may  choose   any  of   these   other   best-sellers   as   your   first 
selection  at  only  $1.00.  Club  membership  brings  you  the  finest 
popular  current  novels — many  of  them,  like  these  four  books,  no  i 
being  made  into  the  sell-out  motion  pictures  of  the  near  tutui 
And  these  splendid  books  come  to  you  for  only  $1.00  each 
— a  saving  of  iO%  to  75%  from  the  established  retail  prices 
of  the  same  books  in  the  publishers'   editions.  Mail  mem- 

bership  form   now! 

THE  STRANGE 
WOMAN 

by  Ben  Ames  Williams 

The  astounding  story 

of  a  "Maine  Cleopatra" 
as  she  was  known  to 
her  husbands,  her 
sons,  her  lovers.  You 
will  find  swift  adven- 

ture, excitement,  ter- 
ror in  the  dramatic 

career  of  Jenny  Hager, 
soon  to  be  portrayed 
on  the  screen  by  Hedy 
Lamarr — an  amazing  wo- 

man who  turned  the  face 
of  a  saint  to  the  world, 
but  was  ruthless  to 
the  men  who  loved  her. 

THE  FOXES  OF 
HARROW 

by  Frank  Yerby 

From    the    gutter 
Stephen    Fox    rose   to 

conquer  the   "wicked- 
est city  in  the  world" — the  bawdy  New  Or- 

leans of  1825.  Haloved 
danger  and  intrigue,  and  women  loved  him. 
There  was  Desiree,  the  exotic  quadroon 
who  bore  him  a  son;  Odalie,  the  wife  who 
prayed   to   see   him   dead;    and   Aurore, 
whose  love  he  threw  away — then  braved 
disgrace  and  ruin  to  get  it  back  I    A  grip- 

ping 600,000-copy  best-seller — soon  to  be 
made  into  a  spectacular  movie! 

BEFORE  THE  SUN 
GOES  DOWN 

by    Elizabeth    Metzger 
Howard 

He    knew    the    whole 
town's  secrets — yet  hid 
a  burning  secret  of  his 
own!    Doctor  Dan  Field 
knew     everything     that 
went  on  in  Willowspring 

.  .  .  but  no  one  knew  that  in  Dan's  lonely 
house — in  the  bedroom  where  no  woman 
had  ever  slept — he  kept  a  huge,   white 
bride's    bed,    reserved    for   the   wife   of 
another  man!    This  is  the  prize-winning 
novel  of  the  year — winner  of  the  pub- 

lisher's $20,000   award   and   the   annual 
.$125,000  prize  awarded  by  M-G-M. 

THE  RAZOR'S  EDGE 
by   W.    Somerset Maugham 

This  was  a  hunger 
no  earthly  love  could 
satisfy — one  which  tore 
Larry  Darrell  from  the 

embraces  of  lovely  Isa- 
bel and  drove  him  on 

a  quest  around  the 
world!  And  the  story 
of  what  he  wanted, 
and  in  what  strange 
form  it  came  to  him, 
will  hold  you  as 
though  it  were  your 
own  living  experiences. 
A  fascinating  novel 

by  "the  greatest  story- 

teller   of    them    all." 

DOLLAR    BOOK    CLUB    lUEIUBERSHIP    IS    FREE 

'pHE  DOLLAR  BOOK  CLUB  is  the 
■*■  only  book  club  that  brings  you  newly- 

printed,  current  books  by  outstanding 
authors  for  only  $1.00  each.  This  repre- 

sents a  saving  to  you  of  50  to  75  per  cent 
from  the  established  retail  prices.  Every 
Dollar  Book  Club  selection  is  a  handsome, 
full-sized  library  edition,  well-printed  and 
bound  in  a  format  exclusively  for  mem- 

bers. You  are  privileged  to  purchase  as 
many  Club  books  as  you  wish  at  the 
special  price  of  $1.00  each. 

Although  one  outstanding  book  is  chosen  each 
month  for  exclusive  distribution  to  members  at 
$1.00  each,  you  do  not  have  to  accept  a  book 
every  month;  only  the  purchase  of  six  a  year  is 
necessary.  In  fact  for  convenience,  most  mem- 

bers prefer  to  have  shipped  and  pay  for  books 
every  other  month. 

The  Economical,  Systematic  Way  to  Build  a 
Library  of  Good  Books 

Dollar  Book  Club  selections  are  from  the  best 
modem  books  by  famous  authors — selected  from 
important  new  titles  submitted  by  leading  pub- 

lishers. Such  outstanding  best  sellers  as  Dragon- 
wyck,  China  to  Me  and  Lusty  Wind  for  Carolina 
were  received  by  members  at  $1.00  each,  while 
the  public  was  paying  from  $2.50  to  $3.00  for 

the  publisher's  edition,  at  retail.  A  membership 

of  more  than  600,000  enables  the  Club  to  offer 
book  values  unequaled  by  any  other  method  of book  buying. 

Start  Enjoying  Membership  at  Once 

Upon  receipt  of  the  attached  coupon  you  will 
be  sent  FREE  your  choice  of  any  book  described 
above.  You  may  also,  if  you  wish,  choose  one  of 
these  books  as  your  first  selection  for  $1.00. 

Every  other  month  you  will  receive  the  descrip- 
tive folder  called  The  Bulletin,  which  is  sent 

exclusively  to  members  of  the  Club.  The  Bulletin 

describes  the  forthcoming  two  months'  book  selec- tions and  reviews  ten  or  more  additional  titles 

(in  the  original  publishers'  editions  selling  at 
retail  for  $2.50  or  more)  available  to  menjbers 

at  only  $1.00  each.  If  after  reading  The  Bulle- 
tin, you  do  not  wish  to  purchase  either  or  both 

of  the  two  new  selections  for  $1.00  each,  you 
may  notify  the  Club  any  time  within  two  weeks, 
so  that  the  books  will  not  be  sent  you.  In  any 
case,  you  may  purchase  any  of  the  other  titles 
offered  for  $1.00  each.  There  are  no  dues  or  fees. 

Send   No   Money — Just  Mail   Coupon 

When  you  see  your  FREE  book  and  your  first 
selection  for  $1.00  and  consider  that  these  are 
typical  of  the  values  you  receive  for  only  $1.00, 
you  will  realize  the  great  advantages  of  member- 

ship in  this  popular  Club.  Don't  miss  this  won- 
derful offer.  Mail  the  coupon  now! 

DOUBLEDAY  ONE  DOLLAR  BOOK  CLUB, 
GARDEN  CITY,  NEW  YORK 

FREE:. 

(Write 

in the 
Name 

of the Book 

You 

Have 
Selected.) 

DOUBLEDAY    ONE    DOLLAR    BOOK    CLUB, 
Deph  8M.F.W.,  Garden  City,   New  York 
Please  enroll  me  free  as  a  Dollar  Book  Club  subscriber 
and  send  me  at  once,  as  a  gift,  the  book,  title  of  which 
I  have  written  in  above.  Also  send  me  the  following 
book  as  my  first  selection  for  $1.00: 

With  these  books  will  come  my  first  issue  of  the  free 
descriptive  folder  called  The  Bulletin  telling  about  the 
two  new  forthcoming  one -dollar  bargain  book  selections 
and  several  additional  bargains  which  are  sold  for  $1.00* 
each  to  members  only.  I  am  to  have  the  privilege  of 
notifying  you  In  advance  If  I  do  not  wish  either  of  the 
following  month's  selections  and  whether  or  not  I  wish 
to  purchase  any  of  the  other  bargains  at  the  Special  Club 
price  of  $1.00  each.  The  purchase  of  books  is  entirely 
voluntary  on  my  part.  I  do  not  liave  to  accept  a  book 
every  month — only  six  a  year  to  fulfill  my  membership  re- 

quirements. I  pay  nothing  except  $1.00  for  each  selection 
received  plus  few  cents  for  shipping. 
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Stronger  Grip 

Won't  Slip  Out 

Try  again  next  time  if  your  store 

is  out  of  DcCong  'Bob  Pms  today. 
We're  making  more  now,  but  still 
not  enouch  to  meet  the  demand. 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
sions  in  radio  and  a  relative  increase 
in  opportunities.    But  some  people,  ap- 

parently, have  short  memories. *  »         * 
This  could  be  a  commentary  on  how 

it  must  be  in  Italy  these  days.  When 
maestro  Toscanini  had  his  first  taste  of 
spaghetti  in  Italy  on  his  return  there 
after  eight  years  of  voluntary  exile,  he 
remarked,   "But  you   should   taste   the 

spaghetti  in  America!" *  *         * 
One  of  the  more  unusual  jobs  in 

radio  is  held  by  Paul  Talbot,  who, 
before  the  war,  was  heard  on  Aunt 
Jenny  and  The  Aldrich  Family.  Today, 
he's  the  American  representative  for 
Radio  Andorra,  the  60,000  watt  station 
located  in  the  tiny  Republic  of  An- 

dorra, which  rests  high  in  the  Pyrenees 
between  France  and  Spain. 
The  guide  books  list  the  principal 

occupation  of  the  inhabitants — some 
5,000 — of  Andorra  as  smuggling.  But 
now  Andorra  is  in  a  position  to  become 
an  influence  on  the  European  continent 
far  more  potent  than  its  size  and  popu- 

lation would  indicate.  This  situation 
has  come  about  because  most  European 
countries  have  nationalized  radio  which 
does  not  accept  sponsored  broadcasts 
and  therefore  American  type  programs 
are  unfamiliar  to  most  European  lis- 

teners. All  that  will  shortly  be  changed 
because  Radio  Andorra  is  now  prepar- 

ing French  and  Spanish  versions  of  the 
better  known  American  network  shows 
— and  these  broadcasts  will  be  spon- 

sored by  U.  S.  firms. 
How  the  French,  Spanish,  Portuguese 

and  the  Swiss  will  react  to  commercials 
remains  to  be  seen,  and  it  is  a  problem 
which  is  causing  the  Andorran  govern- 

ment no  small  amount  of  concern.  An 
entire  recent  meeting  of  the  Council — 
the  Republic's  governing  body — was  de- 

voted to  the  question,  "Shall  we  accept 
singing  commercials?" *  *  * 

Orson  Welles  is  a  brilliant  young 
man.  Hardly  anyone  will  deny  that. 
It  seems  almost  imjJossible  to  hit  on 

any  subject  about  which  he  hasn't some  information  or  on  which  he 

hasn't  done  some  clear  thinking.  But 
it  turns  out  Orson  has  his  Achilles  heel, 
like  everyone  else.  He  was  never  any 
good  at  mathematics — and  still  has  to 
have  someone  else  handle  his  personal 
accounts.     He  can't  make  a  column  of 

NO  DULL 
DRAB  HAIR 

VHim  You  (/m  Thk  Amtahtg 

4  Purpose  Rinse 
In  one,  simple,  quick  operation,  LOVALON 
will  do  oil  of  these  4  Important  things 

to  give  YOUR  hair  glamour  ond  beautyt 
1.   Gives  I  ustrous  highlights. 
2»  Rinses  away  shampoo  film. 
3.  Tints  the  hair  as  It  rinses. 

4.  Helps  keep  hair  neatly  In  place. 
lOVALON  does  not   permanently  dye 

or  bleach.  Itis  a  pure,  odorless  hair  rinse. 
In  12  different  shades.  Try  LOVALON. 
At  tiont  which  ttlUoilet  goods 

25)i  for  5  rinse* 

10|i  for  2  rinser 
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send  for  your  samples  TODAY.    WRITE  NOW! 
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Jay  Meredith  is  one  of  the  ad- 
venturing Falcon's  companions. 
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One  of  Charlotte  Manson's  many 
radio  roles  is  Dr.  McVicker, 

of    NBC's    daily    Road    of    Life. 

figures  add  up  to  the  right  answer. 
*         *         * 

Sometimes,  maybe,  we're  inclined  to 
be  a  little  supercilious  about  things 
like  the  program-end  descriptions  of 
escaped  criminals  on  the  Gang  Bus- 

ters. We're  not  going  to  be  after  this. 
We  hear  that  one  of  those  descriptions, 
broadcast  back  in  November  1945,  was 
picked  up  by  a  couple  of  real  detec- 

tives in  St.  Louis. 
Months  later,  in  April  1946  to  be 

exact,  the  two  detectives  noticed  a  man 
with  peculiar  tattoo  marks,  similar  to 
the  ones  described  as  appearing  on  one 
Henry  Moity,  murderer  of  two  women. 
The  man  was  arrested  on  suspicion  and 
identified  by  authorities  from  the 
Louisiana  State  Penitentiary,  from 
which  Moity  had  escaped,  and  the  two 
detectives  are  receiving  a  citation  from 
Phillips  Lord,  producer  of  Gang  Bus- 

ters, as  well  as  from  the  sponsor  of  the 
show. 

Just  to  clear  up  the  notion  that  child 
prodigies  too  often  fade  into  mediocrity 
— here's  a  report  on  a  couple  of  those 
Quiz  Kids.  Van  Dyke  Tiers  was  gradu- 

ated from  college  on  his  nineteenth 
birthday,  getting  his  A.B.  from  the 
University  of  Chicago — and  making 
Phi  Beta  Kappa,  by  the  way.  Another 
holder  of  a  Phi  Beta  Kappa  key  is 
Cynthia  Cline,  also  a  graduate  of  the 
brainy  kid  program. 

*  *  * 
Seems  to  us  that  every  time  we  turn 

around  Guy  Lombardo  is  in  a  new  busi- 
ness. He  never  gives  up  any  of  his 

older  ventures,  just  adds  new  ones.  Not 
content  with  being  a  bandleader  of  no 
mean  repute,  racing  speedboats  and 
running  the  Long  Island  Airlines, 
Lombardo  is  now  distributor  for  Hig- 
gins  Boats  for  the  entire  East  Coast, 
including  Cuba  and  the  Bahamas.  The 
Higgins  Boat  is  a  cabin  cruiser  designed 
along  the  lines  of  a  P.T.  boat,  which 
latter  the  company  manufactured  dur- 

ing the  war. 
Guy  is  apparently  making  certain 

there  will  never  be  a  rainy  day  in  the 
Lombardo  family.- 

*  *         * 

Maybe  you  heard  Paulette  Goddard 
and  her  husband  Burgess  Meredith  do 
their  satiric  version  of  a  husband-and- 
wife  chatter  program  when  they  visited 
Hildegarde  on  the  Penguin  Room  show. 
The  kicker  is  that  ever  since  then  the 
Merediths  have  been  getting  ofEers  to 
do  a  husband  and  wife  show. 

Stops 

Perspir^*^^^  Troufoles JFhster 
THAN  YOU  CAN  POWDER  YOUR  NOSE 

Something  new  has  happened  to  deodorants  .  .  . 

a  super-fast  cream  deodorant  that  stops  perspiration  troubles  1 
taster  than  you  can  powder  your  nose. 

Try  new  ODORONO  Cream  Deodorant  today— works  better 

because  it  contains  science's  most  effective  perspiration  stopper. 

Affords  many  other  greatly  needed  blessings  too— really 
protects  up  to  3  days.  Will  not  irritate  your  skin  or 

harm  fine  fabrics  ...  or  turn  gritty  in  the  jar. 

If s  excitingly  different.  It's  the  wonderful,  new  super-fast 
ODORONO  Cream  Deodorant. 

NEW^  Supertast 

ODORO-nO CREAM  DEODORANT  ^^— 

\ 

39^  Also  59f  and  10^  Plus  Federal  Tax 

ODORONO  ICE  is  back  from  the  wars . ..  39« 
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Quicks  Mo^tny! Us  new  housekeepers 

oughtta  follow 

this  hot  tip!'' 

Mother:  A  hot  tip  on  housekeeping?  I  could  use  it !  All  I  know  about  house- 

keeping, I've  learned  just  since  Daddy  got  home  from  the  Service! 

Baby:  A  fine  job,  too!  Well,  here's  the  hot  tip:  Put  "Lysol"  brand 
disinfectant  in  the  cleaning  water,  to  hill  germs  .  .  .  like  "old  hands'' at  housework  do ! 

Mother:  What!  Is  using  "Lysol"  customary  in  cleaning? 

Baby:  Sure!  Almost  tivo-thirds  of  all  housekeepers  use  this  real  germ- 
killer  ...  to  help  guard  family  health. 

Mother:  Then  no  more  chances  on  germs,  Toots.  I'll  keep  our  house 
"Lysol"-  clean — all  the  time! 

Every  single  fime  you  clean 
.  .  .  disinfect  with 

tt w 

Brand  Disinfectant 

"lysol"  the  floors:  Just  add 
2ji  tablespoons  to  each 
gallon  of  cleaning  water. 
Won't  harm  floor  finish. 

"Lysol"  tub,  basin,  toilet. 
Kills  germs,  helps  remove 
stubborn  stains.  Disinfects. 
Leaves  a  nice  clean  odor. 

More  women  use  "Lysol" 
than  any  other  household 

disinfectant.  Don't  ever risk  beine  without  it! 

§IIF^For  FREE  booklet  oa  fighting  disease  germs,  ivrile  Dept.  G-46, 
I.ehn  &  Fink.  683  Fifth.  Ave.,  New  York  22.  N.  Y. 

Maurice  Copeland,  of  the  Ma 
Perkins  show,  has  an  off- 
mike     hobby — his     harmonica. 

Cal  Tinney  frequently  comes  up  with 

ideas  that  are  worth  repeating.  Here's one.  Cal  thinks  that  Americans  have 
told  themselves  jokes  about  absent 
minded  professors  for  so  long  that  now 

they  believe  them.  Cal's  remarks stemmed  from  a  charge  by  Dr.  Harold 
Urey,  one  of  the  key  scientists  in  the 
development  of  the  atomic  bomb.  Dr. 

Urey  said,  ".  .  .  good  men  simply  won't work  on  the  atom  bomb  the  way  the 

Army  wants  them  to." "I  don't  think  our  scientists,  as  op- 
posed to  our  military  men,  are  being 

listened  to  enough  on  the  subject  of 

atomic  research,"  Tinney  said.  "We 
treat  'em  like  they  may  have  sense 
enough  to  split  the  atom  but  that  they 
don't  have  sense  enough  to  come  in- doors when  it  rains.  Atomic  scientists 
are  not  absent  minded  professors. 
Neither  are  they  chattels  or  trained 
seals.  They  are  brilliant  men  who  may 
have  trouble  getting  along  with  the 
military  mind.  It  would  be  much  safer 
for  this  country,  if  it  wishes  to  keep 
its  lead  in  atomic  research,  to  assume 
that  Doc  Urey  knows  what  he  is  talk- 

ing about,  and  that  he  is  not  just  talk- 

ing through  his  microscope." *  *         * 
Odd  data  .  .  .  Practically  everyone 

connected  with  the  Boston  Blackie  show 
is  a  former  athlete.  Richard  Kollmar, 
the  star,  was  a  member  of  the  tennis 
team  at  Tusculum  College  in  Tennessee 
and  later  an  outstanding  water  polo 
player  at  Yale.  Maurice  Tarplin,  who 
plays  Inspector  Faraday,  was  a  mem- 

ber of  the  championship  ice  hockey 
team  at  William  and  Mary.  Lesley 

Woods,  who  plays  Blackie's  girl  friend, 
was  captain  of  the  girl's  basketball  team at  Northwestern.  Jeanne  Cagney  was 
on  the  fencing  squad  at  Hunter  College. 
Even  the  writers  and  producers  of 

the  program  are  former  athletes.  Co- 
writers  Ken  Lyons  and  Ralph  Rosen- 

berg, Jr.,  are  expert  baseball  and  track 
men,  respectively.  Jean  Harrison, 
director  of  the  program,  captained  her 

Philadelphia  high  school's  swimming 
team. 
And  to  make  matters  complete, 

Charles  Gaines,  producer  in  charge,  has 
financed  an  amateur  baseball  team  of 
teen-agers  who  play  throughout  New 
England  during  the  summer  to  raise 
funds  for  various  charities. 



We  see  that  the  Ohio  State  Institute 
for  Education  by  Radio  has  honored 
Mutual's  House  of  Mystery — an  honor 
which  we  heartily  endorse.  And  for 
the  same  reasons  as  those  given  in  the 
citation  of  the  Institute,  thus:  "This 
program  merits  the  award  because  it 
achieves  the  objectives  essential  in  a 
program  for  children.  First  and  fore- 

most, it  entertains;  second,  it  is  good 
radio  drama;  third,  the  suspense  is 
resolved  within  the  program,  and 
fourth,  it  shows  that  superstition  and 

fear  are  based  on  ignorance." *  *         * 
Network  headaches  department.  Ever 

since  Robert  Merrill  became  a  perma- 
nent fixture  on  the  RCA  Victor  show, 

shrilling  bobby  soxers  have  been  the 
bane  of  program  producers.  Their  ex- 

uberance at  times  practically  drowned 
out  the  orchestra,  singers  and  an- 

nouncers. But  the  problem  has  been 
solved — and  neatly.  And  with  psy- 

chology. NBC  corralled  six  of  its 
tallest  and  handsomest  page  boys  and 
put  them  in  charge  of  seating  the 
screamer-fans.    The  result?    The  bobby 
soxers  were  awed  into  silence! 

*  *         * 
Colby  College,  up  in  Waterville, 

Maine,  is  up-to-the-minute  in  educa- 
tional methods.  Dr.  Norman  D.  Palmer, 

assistant  professor  of  history  at  the 
college,  uses  the  radio  scripts  of  Ray- 

mond Swing  as  part  of  his  source  ma- 
terial in  modern  history. 

The  Billie  Burke  Show  has  been 
running  for  some  time  now,  but  until 
recently  the  author  of  the  script  might 
just  as  well  have  been  a  ghost.  Paul 
West  writes  the  show  at  his  home  in 
Bedford,  Oregon  and,  as  a  rule,  wires 
it  to  Hollywood.  When  he  turned  up 
at  a  rehearsal  not  long  ago,  it  caused 
quite  a  sensation  in  a  small  way. *  *         * 

Grace  Albert,  who  alternates  between 
gun  molls  and  heroines  on  the  Crime 
Doctor  show,  has  a  sweet  sideline  out- 

side of  radio.  She  is  purchasing  agent 
and  eastern  sales  manager  for  her 
mother's  fruit  cake  business,  which  be- 

gan some  time  ago  as  a  hobby  and  has 
developed  into  a  flourishing  enterprise 
— especially  around  holiday  times. *  *         * 

Staats  Cotsworth  started  it  as  a  gag 

LITTLE  LULU  Gets  An  Earful 
Cr«5*YY\.a»j^ 

Ventriloquist  Tommy  Rig^s 
and  Betty  Lou  are  CBS's  Fri- 

day,  7:30  P.M.  summer   she 
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ED  BESr  IN  A  NAIIUN-NIDE  SURVEY 
BY  7  OUT  OF  10  TISSUE-USERS 

nly  Kleenex  hat  the  Serv-o-Tissue  box 
—  pull  a  tissue  and  up  jumps  another 

Watch  for  Para  mount's  latest  LITTLE  LULU  cartoon  in  Technicolor  at  your  favorite  theatroi 
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— and  now  lots  of  other  radio  personali- 
ties are  taking  it  up.  Annoyed  by  the 

taxicab  shortage,  Staats  bought  himself 
a  doorman's  whistle.  The  first  time  he 
used  it,  he  was  trying  to  get  a  taxi  for 
his  mother — and  he  was  more  surprised 
than  anyone  else  when  a  taxi  actually 
pulled  up  before  him  in  response.  He 
told  the  story  as  a  joke  on  himself — 
but  the  idea  is  catching  on  and  there's practically  a  run  on  the  market  in 
doorman's  whistles  in  New  York. *  Ik  * 

In  spite  of  housing  bills  and  all  kinds 
of  plans,  there  are  still  not  enough 
places  for  people  to  live.  One  of  the 
most  novel  solutions  we've  heard  about 
so  far  is  Herb  Shriner's.  He's  the 
Hoosier  humorist  on  the  Frolics  pro- 

gram. Herb  got  tired  of  apartment 
hunting  in  vain.  He's  bought  himself  a 
yacht  and  his  summer  residence  will  be 
an  anchorage  in  the  East  River. *  *         * 

Some  of  Johnny  Desmond's  disap- 
pointed fans  are  practical,  at  any  rate. 

Johnny's  been  informed  that  lots  of  the 

You  know  the  Bumsteads — 
Dagwood,  (Arthur  Lake)  and 
Blondie  (Penny  Singleton), 
heard    each    Sunday    on    CBS. 

young  ladies  who  can't  get  tickets  to his  broadcasts  listen  at  home  and  tend 
to  their  knitting.  Johnny  likes  loud, 
colorful  socks — and  that's  what  the 
devotees  are  devoting  themselves  to — 
providing  for  him  in  profusion. *  *         * 

Did  you  know  that  if  Xavier  Cugat 
ever  got  tired  of  music  he  has  a  career 
all  ready  for  him  as  a  cartoonist?  Once 
in  the  distant,  pre-rhumba  past,  (Jugy 
worked  as  a  cartoonist  for  the  Los 
Angeles  Times.  He  gave  up  the  job, 

as  he  puts  it,  because,  "I  found  it  im- 
possible to  be  funny  and  make  a  dead- 

line." Actually,  that  crack  is  more 
in  line  with  his  cartoon  gags,  because 
he  really  gave  up  his  job  to  become  a 
concert  violinist. 

*  *         » 
Those  of  you  who  heard  and  liked  the 

Truth  and  Consequences  show  devoted 
to  veteran  rehabilitation  can  now  buy 
it  in  an  album  of  records.  Decca  puts 
it  out  and  the  aim  of  the  waxing  is  to 
help  all  drives  on  behalf  of  the  veterans. 
All  proceeds  from  the  sales  of  the 
records  will  go  to  the  Veterans  Ad- 

ministration. So  you'll  be  doing  your 
share  for  the  vets,  as  well  as  having 
an  album  of  moving,  vital  records  for 



your  own  listening  pleasure  and  fun. 
*  *         * 

.  Very  few  people  know  that  the 
charming  wife  of  tenor  Jack  Smith  is 
Victoria  Schertzinger,  niece  of  the  late 
Victor  Schertzinger,  who  was  noted  for 
his  fine  direction  of  film  musicals.  With 
Jack  moving  his  show  to  the  Coast  to 
complete  screen  negotiations,  it  begins 
to  look  as  though  a  film  career  is  on 
the  books  for  Mrs.  Smith,  too.  One 
bidder  for  Jack's  services  also  offered 
Victoria  a  job  as  an  assistant  director. 

*  *         * 

We  hear  that  Patti  Clayton,  lovely 
CBS  songstress,  has  been  approached 
by  Harry  Conover  with  offers  to  become 
one  of  his  "Cover  Girls".  It's  not  sur- 

prising,   of    course.      Patti    is    darned 
pretty. *  *         * 

Maybe  it's  occurred  to  you  to  won- 
der why,  on  the  Married  For  Life  show, 

the  couples  never  get  to  kissing  one 
another  until  the  very  end.  It's  a  very 
practical  reason.  Very  early  in  the 
run  of  the  program,  the  producer  found 
out  that  when  a  couple  about  to  be 
married  embraced  arid  kissed,  the  split 
second  timing  of  the  radio  show  could 

Cal  Tinney's  brand  of  homely 
philosophy  is  an  American 
Broadcasting  feature,  Monday 
through     Friday,     6:45     P.M. 
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go  hang.  So  a  little  clever  manipu- 
lating was  done  to  arrange  for  all  kiss- 

ing to  come  at  the  very  end  of  the 
show.  Now  couples  can  kiss  as  long 
as  they  like  without  interfering  with 
that  important  little  stop  watch. 

It's    always   been    a    mystery    to    us 
exactly   how   directors    and   producers 
in  radio  hit  on  any  one  choice  for  a 
role.  McKay  Morris,  who  plays  Henry 
Newman  on  the  Lone  Journey  show, 
says  he  was  chosen  after  thirty-seven 
other    actors    had    auditioned    for    the 
same  part.    Morris  is  a  fine  actor,  with 
an  excellent  background.    But  what  is 
the  extra  something  the  others  didn't have? *  *  * 

On  July  22,  Paul  Whiteman  will  play 
Radio  Mirror  Editor  Doris  McFerran's 
favorite  old  songs  ■  on  his  ABC  show, 
Forever  Tops  (Mondays,  9:30  P.M. 
EDT).  Wonder  what  love  songs  of 
past  years  make  an  editor's  heart  beat faster? 

Tending  the  baby  made 
mom  rush  like  mad 

But  6AYLA  HOLD-BOBS 
kept  her  hair  smart  for  dad 

•  Invisible  heads,  rounded-for-safety  ends, 

long-lasting,  springy  action  make  Gayla 

Hold-Bob  pins  America's  favorite  brand. 

6AY1.0R0    PRODUCTS.    INCORPORATED  •  CHICAGO   16.    ILL. 

HOLD-BOB 
BOBBY    PINS    THAT    HOLD 
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WHAT'S   NEW   FROM   COAST   TO   COAST 

The  King  Sisters  and  Meredith 
Willson  are  on  the  NBC  network 

Thursdays  (8  P.M.  EDT)  while 
Burns  and  Allen  summer-vacation. 

I! 

rift 

Here  are  some  puns  to  end  all  puns. 
They  were  dreamed  up  by  Larry 
Wellington,  accordion  star  of  Reveille 
Roundup,  who  says  a  sonata  is  "a 
well-known  crooner  and  aspirant  to 
Bing  Crosby's  laurels."  An  aria  is  "a 
form  of  greeting,  as,  how  aria  today?" 
"Aida"  is  a  verb — "Aida  heavy  break- 

fast and  skip  lunch." 
It  goes  on  and  on  that  way.     If  you 

can  take  it. 
*         *         »> 

The  original  Terry  of  Terry  and  the 
Pirates  is  back  with  the  show.  Cliff 
Carpenter  was  discharged  last  Febru- 

ary from  the  Army  and  has  been  rest- 
ing until  recently  at  his  family's  ranch in  California. 

Cliff  served  more  than  two  years  as 
a  rifleman  in  the  102nd  Division,  at- 

tached to  the  Ninth  Army.  He  saw 
combat  with  that  outfit  from  the  Sieg- 

fried Line  to  the  Elbe  River,  where 
the  division  met  the  Russians.  Cliff 
took  the  long  rest  mainly  to  get  reac- 
quainted  with  his  small  daughter. 

:{;  ^  »!c 

We  miss  Charlie  McCarthy  on  the 

air  these  days,  but  it's  good  to  hear  Alec 
Templeton  again.  There's  nothing  else 
in  the  music  world  quite  like  Temple- 
ton's  musical  satires  and  personally  we 
could  listen  to  them  for  days  on  end. 

Here's  hoping  that  some  enterprising 
network  will  see  fit  to  give  Alec  a  per- 

manent place  on  next  season's  air. 
Our  scouts  tell  us  that  David  Nelson 

and  Rickie  Nelson,  ten  and  six  year  old 
sons  of  Ozzie  Nelson  and  Harriet 
Hilliard,  approve  heartily  of  Henry 
Blair  and  Joel  Davis,  who  play  them 
on  the  Ozzie  Nelson  show.  They  visit 

the  show  regularly,  sit  in  the  sponsor's booth  munching  chocolate  bars  and 
nodding  their  approval  at  the  right 
places  in  the  script.  For  the  two 

juvenile  actors  that's  a  real  test  of 
ability — to  be  favorably  judged  by  the 
very  people  you're  portraying.  Wonder 
how  often  that  really  happens  else- 
where? 

GOSSIP  AND  STUFF  .  .  .  Harry  Sosnik, 
Penguin  Room  maestro,  is  celebrating 
his  15th  year  as  a  bandleader  .  .  .  Kenny 
Gardner    is    back    as    Guy    Lombardo's 

Kate  Smith  and,  Ted  Collins  lis- 
tened in  while  Count  Basie  rehearsed 

for  his  recent  guest-star  date  on 
Kate's  CBS  show,  Fridays  at  8:30. 

featured  vocalist  after  three  years 

working  in  Uncle  Sam's  Army  .  .  .  Ditto Lew  Valentine,  the  original  Dr.  I.Q. 
.  .  .  Chances  are  that  Jack  Dempsey 
will  have  a  sports  program  on  the  air 
this  fall  .  ,  .  The  recently  released  novel 
"The  Hucksters"  is  sitting  a  lot  of 
advertising  agencies  moguls  on  their 
ears.  They  don't  go  for  the  cracks taken  at  them  or  their  business.  Lots  of 
radio  people,  however,  are  getting  a 
big  kick  out  of  the  book  .  .  .  William 
Spier,  who  produces  the  Suspense 
chillers,  is  setting  up  a  film  unit  to 
produce  the  same  kind  of  spine-tingling 
fare  in  pictures  .  .  .  Burl  Ives  has  been 

signed  to  appear  in  a  Walt  Disney  ani- 
mated folk  tale  .  .  .  Fifteen-year-old 

Anne  Francis,  who's  been  playing  Kathy 
Cameron  on  When  a  Girl  Marries,  has 
been  signed  to  a  seven-year  contract 
by  MGM.  She's  a  lovely  little  thing- 
slender,  blonde,  fragile  as  a  porcelain 
shepherdess  (you  saw  her  picture  on 
the  March  Radio  Mirror  cover,  remem- 

ber?) and  should  be  first-rate  movie 
stuff  .  .  .  Charles  Paul,  conductor  of 
music  on  Theatre  of  Romance,  has 
written  the  music  for  "The  Star  and  the 
Sword,"  which  will  open  early  in  the 
fall  on  Broadway  .  .  .  So,  with  all  these 
plans  for  all  these  people  for  an  excit- 

ing and  busy  future,  we  leave  you 
with  the  thought  that  there  are  still 
among  us  some  million  or  so  veterans 
who  don't  have  any  such  plans.  And 
lots  of  them  would  like  to  get  into  radio. 

Naturally,  there  isn't  room  for  all  of 
them,  but  many  of  them  were  trained 
and  got  good  experience  during  their 
service.  Can't  we  work  it  out? 



IIVTRODIICING 

JIM  BRiTT 

JIM  BRITT,  Yankee  Network  ace 
sportscaster,  is  the  man  behind  the 

mike  who  keeps  New  England  sports 
fans  happy  all  year  with  baseball,  foot- 

ball, and  general  sports  commentaries. 
In  the  summer  Britt,  a  former  Navy 

air  combat  intelligence  officer,  broad- 
casts over  WNAC  and  the  Yankee  Net- 
work vivid  play-by-play  descriptions 

of  the  baseball  games  of  Boston's  major 
league  teams,  the  Braves  and  Red  Sox. 

This  is  his  first  year  back  on  his 

civilian  job  and  Yankee's  silver  an- 
niversary of.  baseball  broadcasting.  He 

is  also  heard  every  Tuesday,  Thursday 
and  Saturday  at  6:15  P.M.  on  WNAC- 
Yankee  in  Jim  Britt's  Roundup. When  the  leaves  start  turning  in  the 
Fall,  Britt  turns  to  the  gridiron  for  his 
football  broadcasts  and  his  crisp  voice 
is  familiar  not  only  in  the  six  New 
England  states,  but  also  from  coast-to- 
coast,  because  he  airs  East- West 
games,  and  many  bowl  games  including 
the  Sugar  Bowl  and  the  Cotton  Bowl — 
covers  the  games  wherever  they  hap- 

pen to  come. 
As  a  matter  of  fact,  it  was  through 

football  that  he  first  became  at  all  m- 
terested  in  radio.  He  and  Gus  Dorais, 
his  University  of  Detroit  football  coach, 
were  listening  to  a  football  broadcast 
in  1933.  Britt  criticized  it.  Gus  asked 
him  if  he  could  do  any  better. 

Britt's  answer  was,  "How  could  any- 
one do  a  poorer  one?"  He  wound  up  by 

broadcasting  the  home  games  of  the 
Detroit  team  in  1933  for  no  pay. 
He  employs  a  tricky  electric  light 

board  during  his  play-by-play  foot- 
ball airers  with  two  spotters  following 

the  ball  via  a  system  of  push-buttons 
which  flash  directly  behind  his  WNAC- 
Yankee  mike.  The  board  once  han- 

dled 64  players  in  a  Notre  Dame-Wis- 
consin game.  < 

Jim  Britt  is  a  native  San  Franciscan, 
over  six  feet  tall,  married  to  the  former 
Peggy  Kendall,  of  Beverly  Hills,  and 
the  father  of  a  ten-year-old  daughter, 
Judith  Ann.  His  hobbies  are  golf, 
squash  racquets,  and  writing.  He 
is  much  in  demand  as  a  lecturer  and 
after-dinner  speaker  on  his  sports  and 
naval  careers.  He  also  does  sound  work 
for  Paramount  sportsreels. 

That's  Yankee's  Jim  Britt,  an  adopted 
Yankee  and  a  really  versatile  sports- 

ESTHER  WILLIAMS, 

STARRING  IN 

METRO  COLDWYN!VlAYER'5 
TECHNICOLOR  MUSICAIT*^ 

**  EASY  TO  WED ^' 

\ 

ER  WILLIAMS.  .  .Want  her  looK 

of  dazzling  warmth?  Want  your  skin  to  bloom 
.  .  .  alive  and  dramatic?  Dip  your  puff  in 

Woodbury  brunette  Face  Powder  . . .  rich,  vivid 

color-full,  for  it's  exclusive  Film-Finish  blended 
The  same  exciting  tint  on  your  skin  as  in  the 

box!  Compare  its  flattery  with  the  powder 

you're  wearing!   Woodbury's  velvet-mist 
clings  for  blissful  hours.  Covers  tiny  flaws. 

Stays  color-fresh.  Eight  star  shades. 

Woodburv^^pL, 
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owder 

YOUR  MATCHED  MAKE-UP 

a ii3{Jr 
1.  Big  $1  box  of  Film-Finish  Powder 
2.  Star  lipstick. . .  your  just-right  shade 
3.  Matching  rouge  . . .  right  for  you 

FREE!    8  POWDER    SHADES!    ̂     MAKE-UP    CHART! 

Try    all    eight  ...  find    your   most    exciting    shade!   Make-up   ch 
shows  /our  skin  type  and  the  powder  shade  selected  for  you 
Hollywood   exnarts!  .  .  .  Mail  couDOn  to: 

John  H.  Woodbury,  Inc.,  315  Valley  St.,  Cincinnati  22,  Ohio. 
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NEW   CUTBX    "PLAY    RED"  .  .  .  brilliant,    sun-sparkle    color    that    glows    in    daylight— moonlight,    too  .  .  .  spice    for    the 

broMned-bntter  shade  of  your  skin.   When  you  like  a  sweeter  flavor,  try  new  Cutex  "Confection   Pink"  .  .  .  bonbon  color. 
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2_NBC:     THE     CASE 
FOR    TELEVISION    TODAY 

By  JOHN  F.   ROYAl 
Vice-President  in  Charge  of  Television,  NBC 

Last  month,  Radio  Mirror  printed  on 
this  page  the  first  of  two  controversial 
discussions  on  the  subject  of  Television — 

the  Columbia  Broadcasting  System's  Case 
for  Color  Television.  Here  is  the  second 
of  these  articles,  presenting  the  National 

Broadcasting  Company's  side  of  the  pic- 
ture.   Here  is  what  Mr.  Royal  has  to  say — 

You  have  been  hearing  much  about 
television,  this  new  wonder  of  mass  com- 

munication, this  new  art  of  sight  and 
sound  combined,  and  I  assume  you  have 
a  natural  curiosity  about  it.  You  now 
want  facts.  When  will  we  have  televi- 

sion, how  much  will  sets  cost,  what  about 
the  color-television  controversy,  what  are 
you  going  to  see  for  programs,  and  what 
will  be  the  social  implications  of  the  pro- 

grams? Tliese  are  only  a  few  of  the 
questions  people  want  answered. 

Except  for  the  spoken  and  written  word, 
there  have  been  only  six  major  innova- 

tions of  method  in  human  communica- 
tions: printing,  telegraphy,  and  telephone, 

the  movies,  radio — ^and  now,  television. 
The  invention  of  each,  in  turn,  has  resulted 
in  social  and  psychological  changes  and  ad- 

vances of  a  revolutionary  nature.  Changes 
which,  with  the  exception  of  television, 
are  already  a  matter  of  record. 

In  television  are  combined  in  one  me- 
dium the  singular  advantages  of  each  of 

the  others.  Mass  commimication  became 
possible,  for  example,  with  the  invention 
of  the  printing  press.  The  telegraph  gave 
wings  to  the  transmission  of  ideas  and 
messages,  made  possible  their  dissemina- 

tion over  great  distances  in  shorter  time. 
The  telephone  added  the  intimate  qual- 

ity of  the  human  voice  to  the  transmission 
of  messages.  The  motion  picture  film  made 

it  possible  for  these  ideas  and  messages 
to  be  dramatized  visually,  and  recorded 
for  the  enjoyment  of  greater  numbers  of 

people.  Along  came  radio — ^to  reduce  the 
dimensions  of  the  globe  to  the  propor- 

tions of  a  loud  speaker,  as  it  carried  mes- 
sages instantaneously  and  inexpensively 

to  and  from  the  farthest  regions  of  the 
earth  into  the  livingroom.  Radio,  with- 

in the  space  of  a  single  generation,  era- 
dicated provincialism  and  fostered  the 

greatest  upsurge  in  all  time.  And  now 
comes  television — adding  vision  and 
animation  to  the  speed  and  immediacy  of 
radio  communication. 

Now,  let's  answer  some  of  those  ques- 
tions I  mentioned  in  the  first  paragraph. 

Number  one  on  everyone's  list  is:  when 
is  television  going  to  be  made  available 
to  the  general  public?  The  answer  to 

that  is:  right  now!  Black-and-white  tele- 
vision is  a  going  concern  at  this  very 

moment,  in  key  cities.  New  television 
transmitting  equipment  is  being  erected  in 
a  dozen  more  cities. 

Corollary  to  that  question  is  the  second 
one:  when  will  television  sets  be  on  the 
market  and  what  will  they  cost?  There 
are  sets  on  the  market  now,  and  many 
more  in  the  process  of  manufactiore  for 
early  distribution.  From  the  best  infor- 

mation now  available  from  the  manufac- 
turers, the  first  sets  will  probably  cost 

between  $200  and  $250.  There  may  be 
some  cheaper  ones,  and  in  the  fall,  some 
larger  and  more  expensive  sets.  These  in- 

struments will  be  ornamental,  and  the 
pictures  will  be  of  sufficient  brilliance  so 
that  they  can  be  seen  by  the  ordinary  light 
of  your  rooms  in  the  daytime. 

This  seems  about  as  good  a  spot  as  any 
other  to  bring  to  (Continued  on  page  54) 
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Honeymoons  are  supposed  to  be  the  special 

property  of  young  lovers.   But  NBC's 

Honeymoon  in  New  York  recognizes 

that  there  are  no  age  limits  on  romance 

Herb  Sheldon  stood  by  with  the  gifts,  and  as  Joy 

I  HAD  hoped  desperately  that  this  trip  to  New  York 
City  would  change  things  for  the  better  between  my 
husband  and  myself.  But  now,  sitting  alone  in  my 

hotel  room  the  morning  after  we  had  arrived,  I  won- 
dered if  the  trip  would  do  any  good  at  all — or  if  any 

marriage  that  was  breaking  up  right  under  one's  feet 
could  be  saved  once  it  started  breaking  .  .' .  even  though 
I  knew  my  heart  was  breaking  too.  If  John  and  I  con- 

tinued this  slow,  steady  drifting  apart  for  much  longer, 
I  knew  our  marriage  would  be  just  another  of  those 

"after  all  these  years,  isn't  it  a  pity?"  tragedies  that  go 
neatly  into  the  divorce  statistics  for  the  year  1946.  Or 
maybe  for  1947,  or  1948 — what  did  it  matter  which  year 
a  marriage  died,  if  it  were  doomed  to  die? 

"There  must  be  an  answer,"  I  said  aloud  to  the  walls 

\ 

of  my  room.  "There  must  be,  after  all  these  years  of 

happiness." 
Ever  since  the  night  before,  our  arrival  night,  I  had 

been  so  sick  with  worry  that  I  hadn't  been  able  to  think 
of  anything  but  the  problem.  Instead  of  New  York  bring- 

ing us  together,  it  had  widened  the  breach  between  us 
within  an  hour  of  our  arrival.  .  .  . 

But  I  wouldn't  think  of  that  terrible  incident  again. 
I  had  spent  a  sleepless  night  thinking  about  it.  Now,  I 
told  myself,  I  was  going  to  eat  my  breakfast,  which  had 
just  arrived  on  a  tray;  and  I  was  going  to  think  con- 

structively about  John  and  myself.  Somehow  I  was  go- 
ing to  solve  the  problem.  Meanwhile,  to  try  somehow 

to  relax,  to  forget  just  for  a  minute,  I  turned  on  the  radio. 
I  had  noticed  it  during  my  wakeful  night — I  guessed  it 



Hodges  handed  them  to  us,  Durward  Kirby  described  them  one  by  oite  to  the  radio  audience.  We  were  overwhelmed  by  them! 

was  there  especially  for  lonely  people  like  me!  (I,  Kate 

Greenan,  who  hadn't  been  lonely  in  twenty-five  years — 
until  last  night.) 

Resolutely,  I  flipped  on  the  radio.  I  didn't  know  New 
York  well  enough  to  know  what  stations  to  dial,  or  what 
programs,  or  anything.  I  just  turned  the  dial  until  I 
heard  a  cheerful  masculine  voice.  Then  I  sat  firmly  down 

before  my  breakfast  and  poxired  my  coffee.  "Hello, 
everybody,  and  good  morning!"  the  voice  said.  "This  is 
Herb  Sheldon  talking  to  you  from  NBC  at  our  usual  nine 

o'clock  rendezvous — announcing  the  show  Honeymoon  in 
New  York!" 

That's  all  he  had  to  say — ^and  I  put  down  my  untasted 
coffee  with  misery  flooding  my  mind  again.  Honeymoon 
in  New  York!     I  was  vaguely  aware  that  he  was   in- 

troducing master-of-ceremonies  Durward  Kirby,  who  in 
turn  talked  about  Trousseau  Time  music,  with  Joy 

Hodges  singing.  Then  I  heard  a  girl's  voice  beginning  a love  song. 

But  I  didn't  hear  any  more  for  several  minutes — ^my 
thoughts  wouldn't  let  me.  I  was  thinking  again  how 
impossible  it  was  to  believe  that  my  marriage  was  no 
marriage  any  more.  I  had  met  John  Greenan  twenty- 
six  years  ago,  and  we  had  been  married  for  twenty-five. 
It  had  been  a  wonderfully  happy  marriage  for  nearly 
all  of  those  years,  too. 
And  then,  quite  suddenly,  something  happened.  I  knew 

precisely  the  day  when  things  had  begun  going — ^well, 
not  going  wrong,  but  just  getting  stale  as  far  as  John 
was  concerned. 

21 





if  lOI 

Hoiipymooiis  nrc  supposed  to  be  the  special 

properly  of  yoiiun  lovers.    But  NBC's 

lloiieymooii  hi  New  York  reoopiiizes 

ll.al  Ihere  are  no  a^e  limits  on  romanoe 

I    Cly  would  .-LunKV     ,L    ''    tl  ,"■,?  'l '^"^^  York 

liotol  room  tl»-  ...orninR  after  we 'hnn"*  "'""<•  '"  "W 
der.-d  if  .ho  trip  wouUI  do  "nv  sooS  al^ir"'  '  ̂™"- marniiKe  Ihat  was  bivakine  »b  r Lm  ■  5"~°''  'f  any 

eould  bo  saved  onoe  i,  start^'LVak^n'/'"""  ™^'^  f«' 
1  know  my  hoari  was  broaking  ™o  f,  Vk  "■™  ̂ °»Sh 
"med  this  stow,  steady  dr.fi  L  alJ',i'*"  »""  I  ™n- 
1  knew  our  marringe  would  he  w  '  '""'='>  l™ger 

"after  all  these  yeatt.  i^v,"'it  ,  ̂i  "  "  T''''^"  "'  »">W 

^^^^^  •    '  '■'"<'  ■''»»<)  to  the  walls 

Herb  Sheldon  sloorl  bv  with  the  gifts.  anH 

Of  my  room.    "There  must  be,  after  all  these  years  of 
nappmess. 

befn"  ''"?"  ̂^^  "iSht  before,  our  arrival  night,  I  1)'^ been  so  s.ck  with  worry  that  I  hadn't  been  able  to  think 

hi/?^'"®  v"'  ""^  Prahlem.  Instead  of  New  York  brinr 
wHh^n  '°«f"'<'''.  it  had  widened  the  breach  between  "■ 
'"^"='"hourof  our  arrival   

I  h»H       "?"'''"''  think  of  that  terrible  incident  agati 

old  mT?/  ?  '''=^P'^^  "ight  thinking  about  it.    No* old  myself  I  was  going  to  eat  my  breakfast,  wh.ch  M 

i,',lf-rij:^'',°"  ̂ '"y;  and  I  was  going  to  think  co" 

.Somehow  I  was.?"" 

stniMi„„i      u  "'''■  ana  1  was  going  to 
?n£^o  If  ̂'"i"'  J"''"  ='"d  myself.     Somehow  . 

to  relax   ,,    ̂   Problem.     Meanwhile,  to  try 

,meh«* 

radi* 
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I  had  n  ,°   ̂'^^'  ̂ "^t  '°''  a  minute.  I  '"™ed  on  the  rad had  noticed  it  during  my  wakeful  night-I  guessed 

was  there  especially  for  lonely  people  like  me!  (I,  Kate 
Greenan,  who  hadn't  been  lonely  in  twenty-five  years — 
until  last  night.) 

Resolutely,  I  flipped  on  the  radio.  I  didn't  know  New York  well  enough  to  know  what  stations  to  dial,  or  what 
programs,  or  anything.  I  just  turned  the  dial  until  I 
heard  a  cheerful  masculine  voice.  Then  I  sat  firmly  down 

before  my  breakfast  and  poured  my  coffee.  "Hello, 
everybody,  and  good  morning!"  the  voice  said.  "This  is 
Herb  Sheldon  talking  to  you  from  NBC  at  our  usual  nine 
o'clock  rendezvous — announcing  the  show  Honeymoon  in 
New  York!" 

That's  all  he  had  to  say — and  I  put  down  my  untasted 
coffee  with  misery  flooding  my  mind  again.  Honeymoon 
tn  Neuj  York.'     I  was  vaguely  aware  that  he  was  in- 

troducing masler-ot-cercmoniea  Durward  Kirby,  who  in 

turn  talked  about  Trousseau  Time  music,  with  Joy 

Hodges  singing.  Then  I  heard  a  girl's  voice  bcKmning  a 
love  song. 

But  I  didn't  hear  any  more  for  several  minulcj— my 

thoughts  wouldn't  let  me.  I  was  thinking  again  how 

impossible  it  was  to  believe  that  my  marriage  was  no 

marriage  any  more.  I  had  met  John  Greenan  twenty- 

six  years  ago,  and  we  had  been  married  for  twonty-Bve. It  had  been  a  wonderfully  happy  marriage  for  nearly all  of  those  years,  too. 

And  then,  quite  suddenly,  something  happened.  I  knew 

precisely  the  day  when  things  had  begun  golng-wc
ll, 

not  going  wrong,  but  just  getting  sule  as  far  as  Joh
n 

was  concerned. 



All  the  couples  who  appear  on  NBC's  Honeymoon in  New  York  have  stories  to  tell  as  romantic  as 
this,  which  >vas  written  especially  for  Radio 
Mirror.  Tune  in  every  weekday  morning  at  9,  EDT. 



I  couldn't  remember  everything  that 
happened.  I  was  too  glowing  and  hap- 

py and  bewildered.  My  heart  was  sing- 
ing to  me  that  John  was  mine  again! 

It  was  two  years  after  our  son 
David's  wedding,  and  a  year  after 

our  daughter  Jane's.  Jane  had  mar- 
ried a  nice  young  man  she'd  met while  he  was  in  uniform,  and  they 

had  moved  to  Seattle.  Our  marriage 
had  remained  intact  for  a  long  time 
after  both  children  had  gone  from 
our  house,  taking  with  them  the 

noisy  companionship  they'd  brought 
us  for  so  long.  It  had  remained  in- 

tact until  this  one  day,  the  day  that 
I  was  later  to  label  as  the  day  our 
marriage  began  breaking  up. 

But  at  the  time  it  hadn't  seemed 
that  way  at  all. 

John  had  come  home  from  his  ac- 
counting office  late  that  afternoon 

and  said,  "Dear,  you  are  looking  at 
the  dream  of  every  American  busi- 

ness man.  You  are  looking  at  a  man 
who  has  retired."  He  had  held  out 
his  arms  to  me.  "You  and  I,  Kate," 
he  said,  "are  going  to  have  some  of the  fun  we  deserve  at  last.  The  firm 

gave  me  my  pension,  and  we'll  al- ways have  a  steady  income,  and 

everything's  going  to  be  rosier  than 
you've  ever  dreamed.  I'm  going  to 
do  all  the  things  I  always  planned 
on  doing — cabinet-making,  and 

playing  golf,  and  reading.  .  .  ." How  v/armly,  truly  delighted  I 
had-  been  for  him — for  both  of  us! 
I  remember  putting  my  hand  up  to 
his  iron-gray  hair  as  he  held  me 
close  to  him,  and  I  remember  say- 

ing, "Darling,  it  will  be  wonderful — 
it's  everything  we  ever  wanted! 
Time  to  be  together — more  time 

than  we  ever  dreamed  we'd  get!" 
But  that  bright  day,  I  realized 

now,  was  the  beginning  of  the  end. 
Somehow,  the  old  house  became 

emptier  with  both  of  us  in  it  all  day 
long  than  it  had  ever  been  when  I 
had  been  home  alone  .  .  .  not  emptier 
for  me,  mind  you;  but  for  John. 
Somehow,  golf  and  cabinet-making 
left  him  long  hours  of  impatience 
and  aimlessness.  He  took  to  drift- 

ing into  the  kitchen  w^here  I'd  be 
working  and  he'd  wander  around  it 
like  a  lost  puppy.  Then  he'd  say, 
"Paring  potatoes?  Give  me  a  knife. 
I'll  help."  But  in  only  a  minute, 
he'd  throw  the  knife  down  angrily 
and  go  out,  banging  the  door  behind 
him.  Not  like  my  considerate,  man- 

nerly John  at  all. 
And  somehow  I  began  to  irritate 

him  as  I  had  never  dreamed  I  could. 
All  the  things  about  me  that  used  to 
amuse  and  refresh  him  began  to  get 
on  his  nerves  unbearably — and  I 
could  see  it,  I  could  feel  it!  But  I  had 

no  idea  what'  to  do  about  it.  All  my 
chatter  about  my  sewing  club,  my 

luncheons  with  "the  girls,"  my  day 
every  week  at  the  hospital  reading 
to  invalids — always  he  had  been 
amused  and  interested  hearing  my 

reports  about  these  things.  He'd  roar 
with  laughter  over  some  of  the  sto- 

ries I  told  about  "the  girls"  and 
their  quarrels,  or  over  two  of  them 
wearing  the  same  dress. 

■  But  no  longer.  Now  he'd  cut  me 
off  sharply  with  some  caustic  re- 

mark on  the  triviality  of  my  stories. 

It  wasn't  long  before  he  began  go- 

ing out  alone  at  night — just  to  the 
movies,  or  to  take  a  walk.  Just  to 
get  away  from  me,  I  knew,  and  my 
heart  kept  aching  imtil  I  thought  it 
couldn't  ache  any  more. 

Oh,  there  was  no  other  woman  in 
his  life.  Sometimes  I  wished  there 

had  been — :then  I'd  have  had  some- 
thing concrete  to  fight.  How  could 

I  possibly  combat  this  growing, 
building  boredom  John  was  feeling 

toward  our  life  together — and  to- 
ward me?  How  could  I  make  my- 

self over  into  something  else  (which 
I  would  gladly  have  tried)  if  nothing 
I  ever  did  could  please  or  interest 
him?  Everything  irritated  him — my 
talkativeness,  my  silences,  whatever 
I  did.  I  loved  him  as  completely  as  I 
always  had,  and  his  slights  to  me 
were  doubly  hurtful  because  of  this. 
And  some  time,  I  knew,  his  grow- 

ing feeling  of  staleness  would  swell 
into  an  active  break-up.  I  knew  it 
as  surely  as  if  it  had  already  hap- 

pened— there  would  be  a  small 
opening  wedge,  and  then  the  dis- 

tance between  us  would  grow  wider 
and  wider. 

That's  why  I  recognized  the  open- 
ing wedge  when  it  did  happen — last 

night,  our  first  night  in  New  York. 
I  thought  wryly  how  it  had  been  I 
who  had  suggested  and  pushed  this 
trip  in  my  desperation,  as  a  change. 
I  had  used  our  twenty-fifth  wedding 
anniversary  as  my  excuse.  John  had 
agreed  only  indifferently  to  it,  but  he 
had  finally  agreed.  And  then,  with- 

in an  hour  of  our  arrival  in  New 
York,  he  had  put  in  that  opening 
wedge.  It  had  happened  at  the  desk 
in  the  lobby  of  the  hotel.  I  could 

still  feel  the  wincing  pain  I'd  had when  it  happened. 

"Could  we  have  two  rooms,  in- 
stead of  one?"  he  asked,  not  looking 

at  me  but  just  at  the  clerk.  And 
somehow,  in  spite  of  the  hotel  jam  in 

New  York,  his'  sudden  request  had 
been  granted.  "Because  of  a  lucky 
cancellation — and  because  you're 
only  staying  four  days!"  the  man- ager had  explained,  beaming. 

So,  for  the  first  time  in  twenty- 
five  years,  I  had  spent  a  night  in  a 
bedroom  all  to  myself.  John  had 
come  to  the  door  of  my  room,  and 
while  the  bellboy  was  setting  down 
my  suitcases  he  muttered  something 
meaningless  about  sleeping  better  in 
separate  rooms  in  a  noisy  place  like 
New  York.  Then,  with  a  quick  nod 
from  the  doorway,  he  hurried  after 
the  bellboy  to  his  own  room.  And  I 

cried  quietly  into  my  pillow  until  al- most dawn. 
For  that  matter,  I  was  crying 

again  now  over  my  breakfast.  I  had 
been  crying  helplessly  for  an  hour 
this  morning,  ever  since  John  had 
popped  his  head  through  the  door 
and  said,  "Going  out  for  the  day, 

Kate.  See  you  at  dinner  time."  So 
I'd  known  he  wasn't  even  interested 
in  spending  our  first  day  in  New 
York  together  And  I  had  dreamed  of 
so  much  from  this  trip — this  second 
honeymoon,  as  I  had  called  it  to  my- 

self, wi1*i  our  twenty-fifth  wedding 
anniversary  (Continued  on  page  64) m 





I  coDldn^t  remember  everylhing  ihal 
happened.  1  was  loo  glowing  and  hap- 

py and  bewildered.  My  heart  wa»  *'mg- ■  tijE  lo  nie  Ihal  John  was  mine  again! 

It  was  two  years  after  our  son 
David's  wedding,  and  a  year  after 

our  daughter  Jane's.  Jane  had  mar- 
ried a  nice  young  man  she'd  met while  he  was  in  uniform,  and  they 

had  moved  to  Seattle.  Our  marriage 
had  remained  intact  for  a  long  time 
nfter  both  children  had  gone  from 
our  house,  taking  with  Lhem  the 

noisy  companionship  they'd  brought 
us  for  so  long.  It  had  remained  in- 

tact until  this  one  day,  the  day  that 
I  was  later  to  label  as  the  day  our 
marriage  began  breaking  up. 

But  at  the  time  it  hadn't  seemed that  way  at  all. 
John  had  come  home  from  his  ac- 

counting office  late  that  afternoon 
and  said,  "Dear,  you  are  looking  at 
the  dream  of  every  American  busi- 

ness man.  You  are  looking  at  a  man 
who  has  retired."  He  had  held  out 
his  arms  to  me.  "You  and  I,  Kate." 
he  said,  "are  going  to  have  some  of the  fun  we  deserve  at  last.  The  firm 

gave  me  my  pension,  and  we'll  al- ways have  a  steady  income,  and 

everything's  going  to  be  rosier  than 
you've  ever  dreamed.  I'm  going  to 
do  all  the  things  I  always  planned 
on  doing — cabinet-making,  and 

playing  golf,  and  reading.  .  ,  ." How  Xv-armly,  truly  delighted  I 
had-  been  for  him — for  both  of  us! 
I  remember  putting  my  hand  up  to 
his  iron-gray  hair  as  he  held  me 
close  to  him,  and  I  remember  say- 

ing, "Darling,  it  will  be  wonderful — 
it's  everything  we  ever  wanted! 
Time  to  be  together — more  time 

than  we  ever  dreamed  we'd  get!" But  that  bright  day,  I  realized 
now,  was  the  beginning  of  the  end. 
Somehow,  the  old  house  became 

emptier  with  both  of  us  in  it  all  day 
long  than  it  had  ever  been  when  I 
had  been  home  alone  .  .  .  not  emptier 
for  me.  mind  you;  but  for  John. 
Somehow,  golf  and  cabinet-making 
left  him  long  hours  of  impatience 
and  aimlessness.  He  took  to  drift- 

ing into  the  kitchen  where  I'd  be 
working  and  he'd  wander  around  it 
like  a  lost  puppy.  Then  he'd  say, 
"Paring  potatoes?  Give  me  a  knife. 
I'll  help."  But  in  only  a  minute, 
he'd  throw  the  knife  down  angrily 

and  go  out,  banging  the  door  behind 
him.  Not  like  my  considerate,  man- 

nerly John  at  all. And  somehow  I  began  to  irritate 
him  as  I  had  never  dreamed  I  could. 
All  the  things  about  me  that  used  to 
amuse  and  refresh  him  began  to  get 
on  his  nerves  unbearably — and  I 
could  see  it.  I  could  feci  it!  But  I  had 
no  idea  what  to  do  about  it.  All  my 
chatter  about  my  sewing  club,  my 

luncheons  with  'the  girls."  my  day 
every  week  at  the  hosprtal  reading 
to  invalids — always  he  had  been 
amused  and  interested  hearing  my 

reports  about  these  things.  He'd  roar with  laughter  over  some  of  the  sto- 

ries I  told  about  "the  girls'  and 
their  quarrels,  or  over  two  of  them 

wearing  the  same  dress. 

But  no  longer.  Now  he'd  cut  me 
ofT  sharply  with  some  caustic  re- mark on  the  triviality  of  my  stories. 

It  wasn't  long  before  he  began  go- 

ing out  alone  at  night- just  to  the 
movies,  or  lo  take  a  walk.  Just  to 
get  away  from  me.  I  knew,  and  my 
heart  kept  aciung  until  I  thought  it couldn't  ache  any  more. 

Oh,  there  was  no  other  wonum  in 
his  life.  Sometimes  I  wished  there 

had  been^then  I'd  have  had  some- 
thing concrete  to  (Ight.  How  could 

I  possibly  combat  this  growing, 
building  boredom  John  was  feeling 
toward  our  life  together— and  to- 

ward me?  How  could  I  moke  my- 
self over  into  something  else  (which 

I  would  gladly  have  trieil)  if  nothing 
I  ever  did  could  please  or  interest 
him?  Everything  irritated  him~my 
talkativeness,  my  silences,  whatever 
I  did.  I  loved  him  as  completely  as  1 
always  had,  and  his  slights  to  mo 
were  doubly  hurtful  because  of  this. 
And  some  time,  I  knew,  his  grow- 

ing feeling  of  staieness  would  swell 
into  an  active  break-up.  I  knew  It 
as  surely  as  if  it  had  already  hap- 

pened— there  would  be  a  small 

opening  wedge,  and  then  the  dis- 
tance between  us  would  grow  wider 

and  wider. 
That's  why  I  recognized  the  open- 

ing wedge  when  it  did  happen—latit 
night,  our  first  night  in  New  York, 
I  thought  wryly  how  it  had  been  I 
who  had  suggested  and  pushed  this 
trip  in  my  desperation,  as  a  change. 
I  had  used  our  twenty-fifth  wedding 
anniversary  as  my  excuse.  John  had 
agreed  only  indifferently  to  it,  but  ho 
had  finally  agreed.  And  then,  with- 

in an  hour  of  our  arrival  in  New 
York,  he  had  put  in  that  opening 
wedge.  It  had  htippened  at  the  desk 
in  the  lobby  of  the  hotel.  I  could 

still  feel  the  wincing  pain  I'd  hud when  it  happened. 
"Could  we  have  two  rooms,  in- 

stead of  one?"  he  asked,  not  looking 
at  me  but  just  at  the  clerk.  And 
somehow,  in  spite  of  the  hotel  jam  in 
New  York,  his"  sudden  request  had 
been  granted.  "Because  of  a  lucky 

cancellation — and  because  you're 

only  staying  four  days!"  the  man- ager had  explained,  beaming. 
So,  for  the  first  time  in  twenty- 

five  years,  I  had  spent  a  night  In  a 
bedroom  all  to  myself.  John  had 
come  lo  the  door  of  my  room,  and 
while  the  bellboy  wa.^  .netting  down 
my  suitcases  he  muttered  something 
meaningless  about  sleeping  belter  in 
separate  rooms  in  a  noi.sy  place  like 
New  York.  Then,  with  a  quick  nod 
from  the  doorway,  he  hurried  after 
the  bellboy  to  his  own  room.  And  1 
cried  quietly  into  my  pillow  until  al- most dawn. 

For  that  matter,  I  was  crying 

again  now  over  my  breakfast.  I  had 
been  crying  helplessly  for  an  hour 
this  morning,  ever  since  John  had 

popped  his  head  through  the  door and  said.  "Going  out  for  the  day, 

Kate.  See  you  at  dmner  time."  So I'd  known  he  wasn't  even  interested 
in  spending  our  first  day  in  New 
York  together  And  I  had  dreamed  of 
so  much  from  this  trip— this  second 
honeymoon,  as  I  had  called  it  to  my- 

self. wi!*i  our  twenty-fifth  wedding 
anniversary  {Continued  on  page  M) 



/      ' 

A  new  girl  walked  into  Carter's 

Drug.    Bill  Webster  emitted  a  low  noise 

suspiciously  like  a  whistle.    And 

what  a  snowballing  chain  of  events  two 

simple  things  like  that  can  start! 

IT  WAS  probably  Eve  who  said  it  first — doubtless  about 
the  time  that  Abel  was  having  the  little  ruckus  with 
his  brother.  Anyway,  since  time  immemorial,  people 

have  said  that  "boys  will  be  boys."    And  it's  true. 
Billy  Webster  was  only  being  true  to  the  genus — he 

was  simply  being  a  boy,  as  boys  will  be — when  he  whis- 
tled at  Josephine.    But  that  started  the  whole  thing. 

As  a  matter  of  plain,  sober  fact,  it  wasn't  really  a  whis- 
tle. Billy,  having  been  nicely  brought  up,  wasn't  that 

crude.  But  the  fact  remains  that  he  did  purse  his  lips 
and  emit  a  long,  low  sound  that  was  about  first-cousin- 
once-removed  to  a  whistle.  And  Josephine  recognized 
it  as  such.  Trust  that  girl,  Jo,  to  be  able  to  detect  and 
classify  every  noise  or.  gesture  made  by  anything  male 
within  approximately  one  mile  of  her  person. 
And  Josephine,  admittedly,  was  something  to  make  a 

noise-first-cousin-to-a-whistle  about.  She  came  into 

Carter's  Drug,  where  the  gang  was  gathered  that  sum- 
mer afternoon,  with  Sylvia  Snow,  and  she  made  even 

redheaded,  vivid  little  Sylvia  look  suddenly  pallid.  She 
was  tall  and  slim,  with  a  cloud  of  sunny  hair,  and  eyes 
that  Bill  described  afterwards  as  being  like  green  grapes. 

It's  a  good  thing  nobody  heard  him.  His  reputation  as 
the  most  he-mannish  member  of  the  Carter's  Drug  set 
wouldn't  have  been  worth  a  nickel. 

Sylvia  smiled  and  waved  as  she  and  the  luscious  ob- 
ject she  had  in  tow  passed  the  table  where  the  Websters, 

Bill  and  his  younger  sister,  Liz,  sat  with  Belinda  Boyd 

and  Jeep  Stanley.    But  l^he  new  girl  didn't  look  around. 
"Huh,"  said  Jeep,  gazing  after  the  retreating  vision, 

"she  didn't  even  hear  you.  Bill."    Jeep  had  lately  acquired 
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the  habit  of  prefacing  his  every  contribution  to  the  con- 
versation with  a  guttural  "huh."  Liz,  who  was  more  or 

less  his  girl,  deplored  it,  but  knew  in  some  vague  way 

that  it  was  only  a  passing  phase.  Therefore  her,  "Don't 
say  huh,  Jeep"  was  purely  academic,  and  she  passed  on 
swiftly  to,  "Well,  I  should  hope  not!" 

"She  wasn't  supposed  to,"  Bill  assured  them  loftily. 
"I  was  merely — " 

"Oh,  she  heard  you  all  right,"  Belinda  put  in.  "I  could 
tell  from  her  spine." 

"Huh,"  said  Jeep.  "And  what  did  you  gather  from  her 
vertebrae,  Miss  Curie-eyes?" 

"She  must  be  Sylvia's  cousin  from  Weston,"  Liz  put 
in  hastily,  before  the  thing  got  out  of  hand.  "Sylvia  told 
me  she'd  be  coming  to  stay  for  a  couple  of  weeks — "  And 
then  she  stopped,  for  Sylvia  and  the  new  girl  had  come 
back  to  their  table. 

"Mind  if  we  sit  down?"  Sylvia  took  the  invitation  for 
granted  and  sat,  without  waiting.  "There  isn't  -another 
table  in  the  place.  Josephine,  this  is  Liz  and  Bill  Webster, 

and  Belinda  Boyd  and  Jeep  Stanley.    Jo  Lynn." 
Liz  was  pretty  disgusted.  It  beggared  belief,  she  told 

herself,  that  boys  could  be  so  dumb.  There  was  her 
brother  Bill,  now,  sitting  there  and  looking  exactly  as  if 
someone  had  hit  him  over  the  head  with  a  sledge-ham- 

mer and  he  had  only  partly  come  conscious  again.  And 
all  because  a  new  girl,  with  a  new  look,  had  walked  into 
their  lives!     It  gave  you  pause,  it  really  did! 
As  for  that  girl,  Jo,  she  was  in  her  glory.  She  knew 

how  to  play  her  cards;  she  wasn't  paying  the  slightest 
attention  to  Bill.     Oh,  she  talked  to  him,  of  course;  she 

allowed  the  sun  of  her  smile  to  warm  him  until  he  al- 
most purred;  she  threw  him  a  tinkle  of  laughter  now  and 

again,  which  he  caught  in  the  manner  of  a  seal  wolfing 
a  fish.  But  Jeep  was  included  too,  and  even  the  girls. 
Josephine  knew  that  she  was  the  new  person,  the  center 

of  interest  here,  and  that  all  the  young  people  in  Carter's 
were  looking  her  way.  That  is,  she  paid  no  special  at- 

tention to  Bill  Webster  until  Sylvia,  whose  chief  ambition 
at  the  moment  was  an  appointment  to  the  Freshman 
Week  Committee,  happened  to  mention  that  Bill  was  the 
president  of  the  student  council  at  Spring  City  High. 

"Really?"  Josephine  batted  her  eyelashes  at  him  in  a 
manner  which,  if  it  wouldn't  have  got  her  the  secret 
papers  in  international  intrigue,  was  more  than  adequate 

in  Carter's  Drug.  "But  isn't  that  a  terribly  responsible 
job?  I  mean,  everybody  in  the  school  is  actually  respon- 

sible to  you,  and  you're  responsible  to  them,  and — " 
"It  is,"  Billy  admitted  with  fine  originality,  "a  very 

responsible  job."  And  he  beamed  as  if  Josephine  had 
just  been  thoughtful  enough  to  knight  him. 

Belinda  opened  her  mouth  and  then  closed  it  again, 
firmly.  Liz  choked  on  her  coke.  And  their  eyes  met, 
across  the  table.  There,  for  goodness  H.  sakes,  was  that 
Josephine,  acting  as  if  being  president  of  the  student 
council  was  rather  more  to  be  desired  than  being  presi- 

dent of  these  United  States.  And  there  was  Bill,  giving 
out  with  a  combination  squirm  and  beam  and  looking 
altogether  as  if  he  were  waiting  for  the  next  vacancy  at 
the  looney-bin.  Disgusting,  their  eyes  agreed.  Made  one 
positively  sick — but  nauseous! 

Belinda  decided  it  was  high  time  to  put  a  stop  to  it. 

Sylvia  and  the  new  girl  walked  by, 
not   paying   the    slightest    attention. 



"It's  almost  four,"  she  said,  briskly.  "I  have  to  meet 
Mother  downtown — " 

"There's  a  lot  of  work  to  it,"  Bill  said,  addressing 
himself  to  Jo,  "but  it's  fun,  too." 

Belinda  cleared  her  throat,  and  tried  again.  "It's 

nearly  four — " 
"Of  course,  it  carries  a  lot  of  responsibilities — " 
"And  I  have  to  meet  Mother — " 
"And  it  means  that  you're  practically  forced  to  attend 

all  the  games  and  parties — " 
"I  have  to  meet  Mother  downtown!"  Mrs.  Boyd,  pa- 

tiently waiting  on  the  corner  fifteen  blocks  away,  prob- 
ably heard  Belinda  clearly.  Even  Bill  did,  that  time. 

He  started  to  get  to  his  feet. 

JOSEPHINE  raised  her  eyes.  "I'm  soooo  sorry  you  can't 
stay,"  she  murmured.  Apparently  she  had  now  taken 

the  lease  on  Carter's  Drug  and  was  dispensing  gracious 
hospitality.  "We'd  love  to  have  you.  Besides,  Sylvia 
and  I  had  planned  to  have  you  all  at  the  house  for  cake 

and  lemonade,  afterwhile."  Her  eyes  swept  the  table. 
"But  you  can  come,  can't  you,  Bill?  And  Jeep?  And — er 
—Liz?" 

"Thanks,"  said  Belinda,  and  walked  out  with  the  air 
of  one  trapped  like  a  trap  in  a  trap. 

Liz  muttered  something  about  being  late  to  dinner 
and  left,  too,  clutching  some  old,  torn  shreds  of  dignity 
about  her.  But  no  one  noticed.  Except  maybe  Sylvia, 

and  it  was  obvious  by  now  that  Sylvia  didn't  count. 
No  one,  it  appeared,  was  going  to  be  allowed  to  count 
for  the  next  two  weeks  but  that  girl,  Jo! 

Bill  came  floating  in  about  two  feet  above  the  carpet 
that  evening  at  about  the  time  the  rest  of  the  family 
was  starting  dessert.  He  hugged  his  mother,  which 
immediately,  as  it  always  did,  got  her  fresh  out  of  the 
mood  for  scolding  him.  George  Webster,  however,  had 
a  few  things  to  say,  and  he  said  them  in  a  tone  of  sweet 

reasonableness  cribbed  directly  from  Mrs.  Webster's 
stock  line  when  he  was  late  for  dinner.  "Don't  you 
think,  Bill,"-  it  ran,  "that  you  owe  us  some  explana- tion? Your  mother  works  hard  to  see  that  our  meals 

are  hot  and  tasty  and  on  time,  and — er — "  He  caught 
Jane  Webster's  eyes  at  the  moment,  and  the  rest  was lost. 

"I  was  held  up,"  Bill  explained  earnestly.  "I  took 
the  girls  home  from  Carter's" — ^his  tone  implied  that  it 
was  only  the  gentlemanly  thing  to  do —  "and  we  stopped 
at  Sylvia's  for  cake  and  lemonade,  and — " 
"Cake  and  lemonade?"  repeated  his  mother.  "And 

a  soda  at  Carter's  too,  no  doubt?"  She  watched  with 
her  never-faiUng  admiration  as  her  son  hejped  himself 
generously  to  thick  slices  of  cold  roast  and  a  mountain 
of  salad.    "What  is  that  animal  with  six  stomachs?" 

Bill  ignored  that.  "I  asked  Josephine  to  go  swimming 
with  us  tomorrow,"  he  said  in  the  direction  of  his  sister. 

"The  girl  staying  with  Sylvia?"  his  mother  asked. 
"How  nice." 

"Yes,"  agreed  Liz.  "Very  nice.  Belinda  will  be  crazy 
from  it." 

Bill  laid  down  his  fork,  aggrieved.  "And  why  not? 
For  gosh  sakes,  Josephine's  a  stranger  in  town.  She  prac- 

tically doesn't  know  anybody,  for  gosh  sakes.  Why,  it's 
practically  our  duty  to  see  that  she  isn't  lonely — " 

"Josephine,"  Liz  informed  him,  "would  not  be  lonely 
in  the  wilds  of  Africa.  She'd  suddenly  find  herself  able 
to  speak  Dyak  like  a  native — " 

"The  Dyaks  are  from  Australia,"  George  Webster  put 
in,  but  nobody  heard  him. 

"Do  you  mean  to  say,  Liz  Webster,"  Bill  went  on,  his 
voice  rising  to  an  indignant  squeak,  "that  you  aren't 
going  to  be  nice  to  that  poor  girl,  for  gosh  sakes?  That 

you  aren't  going  to  speak  to  her?" 
"Oh,  I'll  speak  to  her,"  Liz  told  him  coldly.  "I'm 

civilized,  I  hope.  But  we're  not  obligated  to  entertain 
her.  That's  Sylvia's  worry.  And  besides,  Belinda's  my 
friend.  After  the  way  Jo  cut  Belinda  out  this  after- 

noon— " 
BiU  was  the  picture  of  outraged  fair  play.  "Cut 

Belinda  out?  Well,  for  gosh  sakes — she  had  to  meet  her 

mother  somewhere.  Girls!"  He  glared  vindictively  at 
the  forkful  of  potato  salad  halfway  to  his  mouth,  and 

then  bolted  it  with  a  suggestion  of  practiced  cannibalism. 

"Don't  get  so  excited,"  his  mother  told  him  mildly. 
"Excited?  Not  me!  I'm  not  excited."  Of  course  not. 

A  Webster  could  face  tragedy — nay,  even  betrayal  at 

the  hands  of  his  kith  and  kin,  without  flinching.  "I'm 

not  excited." Liz  stared  grimly  at  her  roast  beef  and  let  it  go  at 
that.    Boys! 

But  the  next  morning  she  was  happy  to  learn  that 
she  had  support  in  her  feelings  about  Josephine.  Solid, 
substantial  masculine   support — ^the   kind  a  girl  needs 

That  Girl  Jo!  is  a  brand  new  adventure  in  the  lives  of  Those 

Websters,  which  is  heard  every  Sunday  evening  at  6:00  P.M., 

EDT,  over  the  Mutual  Network.  As  seen  in  the  pictures  on  this 

page  and  the  preceding  pages,  young  sister  Liz  Webster  is 

played  by  Elmira  Roessler;  Bill  Webster  by  Gil  Stratton,  Junior; 

Belinda  Boyd,  Bill's  girl  friend,  by  Jane  Webb;  and  Jeep 

Stanley,  who  is  Liz's  "exclusive  property,"  by  Jerry  Spellman. 



in  this  world.  When  the  crowd  went  swimming,  she 

and  Jeep  sat  on  the  float,  talking  and  watching  Jose- 
phine. Mostly  watching  Josephine.  She  was  such  a 

busy  girl!  Up  to  the  present  bulletin  she  had  played 
beachball  with  Peewee  Ames,  had  raced  Everett  Nelson 
to  the  diving  tower  and  had  allowed  Mortie  Vernon  to 
teach  her  the  backstroke — which,  Liz  observed,  any 
half-wit  could  have  seen  that  she  had  practically  been 
born  doing.  Then  she  had  joined  Bill  and  Belinda,  who 
had  been  sunning  themselves  on  the  sand,  just  as  they 

were  about  to  go  into  the  water.    Liz  and  Jeep  couldn't 

hear  what  was  said,  but  presently  Belinda "  strode  pur- 
posefully into  the  water  alone,  and  Bill  remained  be- 

hind for  the  apparent  purpose  of  covering  Josephine 

with  sand.  ' 
"Don't  forget  her  face,"  Jeep  muttered. 
Liz  shook  her  head  dismally.  "I  don't  understand! 

She  stays  just  close  enough  to  Bill  to  keep  tab  on  him. 
And  yet  she  seems  to  have  just  as  much  fun  with  the 

other  fellows.    Why  does  she  bother  with  Bill?" 
"Bill,"  Jeep  explained  patiently,  "is  president  of  the 

student  council."  (Continued  on  page  87) 

"I'm  not  going   home,"   Jo   said.     And 

everything  seemed  to  stop.    "I'm  going  to  stay  here  all  winter  with  Sylvia.' 
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orry  you  can't 

stay  "  she  murmured.  Apparently  she  had  now  taken 

the  lease  on  Carter's  Drug  and  was  dispensing  graciou
s 

hospitality.  "We'd  love  to  have  you.  Besides,  bylvia 

and  I  had  planned  to  have  you  all  at  the  house  for  cak
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and  lemonade,  atterwhile."  Her  eyes  swept  the  table. 

"But  i/ou  can  come,  can't  you,  Bill?  And  Jeep?  And— er 

"""Thanks,"  said  Belinda,  and  walked  out  with  the  air of  one  tr.ipped  like  a  trap  in  a  trap. 
Uz  muttered  something  about  being  late  to  dinner 

and  left,  too,  clutching  some  old,  torn  shreds  of  dignity 
about  her.  But  no  one  noticed.  Except  maybe  Sylvia, 

and  it  was  obvious  by  now  that  Sylvia  didn't  count. 
No  one.  it  appeared,  was  going  to  be  allowed  to  count 
for  the  next  two  weeks  but  that  girl,  Jo! 

Bill  came  floating  in  alxiut  two  feet  above  the  carpet 

that  evening  at  about  the  time  the  rest  of  the  family 
was  starting  des.scrt.  He  hugged  his  mother,  which 

immediately,  as  it  always  did,  got  her  fresh  out  of  the 
mood  tor  scolding  him.  George  Webster,  however,  had 
a  tew  things  to  say,  and  he  said  them  in  a  tone  of  sweet 

reasonableness  cribbed  directly  from  Mrs.  Webster's 
stock  line  when  he  was  late  for  dinner.  "Don't  you 
think.  Bill,"  it  ran,  "that  you  owe  us  some  explana- 

tion? Your  mother  works  hard  to  see  that  our  meals 

are  hot  and  tasty  and  on  time,  and— er — "  He  caught 
Jime  Webster's  eyes  at  the  moment,  and  the  rest  was lost. 

"I  was  held  up,"  Bill  explained  earnestly.  "I  took 
the  girls  home  from  Carter's" — his  tone  implied  that  it 
was  only  the  gentlemanly  thing  to  do—  "and  we  stopped 
at  Sylvia's  for  cake  and  lemonade,  and — " 

"Cake  and  lemonade?"  repeated  his  mother.  "And 
a  soda  at  Carter's  too,  no  doubt?"  She  watched  with 
her  never-failing  admiration  as  her  son  helped  himself 
generously  to  thick  slices  of  cold  roast  and  a  mountain 
of  saliitl.    "What  is  that  animal  with  six  stomachs?" 

Bill  ignored  that.    "I  asked  Josephine  to  go  swimming 
with  us  tomorrow,"  he  said  in  the  direction  of  his  sister. 

"The  girl  staying  with   Sylvia?"   his  mother  asked. 
"How  nice." 

"Yes,"  agreed  Liz.  "Very  nice.  Belinda  will  be  crazy 
from  it." 

Bill  laid  down  his  fork,  aggrieved.  "And  why  not? 
For  gosh  sakes,  Josephine's  a  stranger  in  town.  She  prae- 
lirally  doesn't  know  anybody,  tor  gosh  sakes.  Why,  it's 
praeheally  our  duty  to  see  that  she  isn't  lonely — " 

"Ji»sephine,"  Liz  informed  him,  "would  not  be  lonely 
in  the  wilds  of  Africa.  She'd  suddenly  find  herself  able 
to  .speak  Dyak  like  a  native — " 

"The  Dyaks  are  from  Australia,"  George  Webber  put in.  l>ut  nobixly  heard  him. 
"Do  you  mean  to  say,  Liz  Webster,"  Bill  went  on,  his 

voice  rising  to  an  indignant  squeak,  "that  you  aren't 
going  to  bo  nice  to  that  poor  girl,  for  gosh  sakes?  That 
you  aren't  going  to  speak  to  her?" 

"Oh,  I'll  speak  to  her,"  Liz  told  him  coldly  "Fm civilized,  I  hope.  But  we're  not  obligated  to  entertain 
her.  That's  Sylvia's  worry.  And  besides,  Belinda's  my friend.  After  the  way  Jo  cut  Belinda  out  this  after- 

noon—  ' 
Bill  was  the  picture  of  outraged   fair  plav      "Cut 

Belinda  out?    Well,  for  gosh  sakes-^he  had  to  meet  her 
niotlior  somewhere.    Girk!"  He  glared  vindictively  at 
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in  this  world.  When  the  crowd  went  swimming,  she 
and  Jeep  sat  on  the  float,  talking  and  watching  Jose- 

phine. Mostly  watching  Josephine.  She  was  such  a 
busy  girl!  Up  to  the  present  bulletin  she  had  played 
beachball  with  Peewee  Ames,  had  raced  Everett  Nelson 
to  the  diving  tower  and  had  allowed  Mortie  Vernon  to 
teach  her  the  backstroke — which,  Liz  observed,  any 
half-wit  could  have  seen  that  she  had  practically  been 
born  doing.  Then  she  had  joined  Bill  and  Belinda,  who 
had  been  sunning  themselves  on  the  sand,  just  as  they 

were  about  to  go  into  the  water.    Liz  and  Jeep  couldn't 

hear  what  was  said,  but  presently  Belinda  strode  pur- 
posefully into  the  water  alone,  and  Bill  remained  be- 

hind for  the  apparent  purpose  of  covering  Josephine 
with  sand. 

"Don't  forget  her  face,"  Jeep  muttered. 

Liz  shook  her  head  dismally.  "I  don't  understand! 
She  stays  just  close  enough  to  Bill  to  keep  tab  on  liim. 
And  yet  she  seems  to  have  just  as  much  fun  with  the 

other  fellows.    Why  does  she  bother  with  Bill?" 
"Bill,"  Jeep  explained  patiently,  "is  president  of  the 

student  council."  (Confintied  on  poge  87) 
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everything  seemed  to  stop.   '*rin  going  to  stay  here  all  winter  with  Sylvia 



Radio  Mirror  will  pay,  each  month,  tatty 
dollars  for  the  poem  selected  by  Ted  Maloiie  as  the 
best  of  those  submitted.    This  month's   choice 
is  "Apple  Tree"  by  Marion  Doyle 

yV< 

APPLE  TREE 

The  oak,  the  elm,  the  hemlock  rise 

Sturdy,  straight  and  toll — 
Did  the  apple  grow  as  these 

Before  Eve's  fall? 
The  tulip,  pine  and  poplar  are 

Trees  of  a  haughty  race, 

The  twisted  apple  crouches  low 

In  a  sheltered  place, 

As  poor  bewildered,  frightened  Eve 

Hiding  from  her  outraged  Lord; 

In  storm,  it  seems  to  fly,  as  she 

Before  the  lightning's  fiery  sword; 
Its  elbowed-branches  crooked  to  shield. 

Its  bound  feet  straining  at  the  sod; 

Its  shining  hair  astream  upon 

The  wild  breath  of  an  angry  God. 

Was  it  the  serpent's  monstrous  coils 
That  bent  the  boughs  and  trunk  awry. 

That  kept  the  yearning  leafy  crown 

From  reaching  nearer  to  the  sky? 

Is  it  the  crafty  serpent  still, 

Coiled  in  the  grasses  at  its  heel, 

That  draws  the  branches  from  the  heights. 

Fruit-burdened  for  the  commonweal? 

The  beech,  the  lynn,  the  sycamore. 
Tower  tall  above  their  roots. 

So  busy  holding  up  the  sky 

Give  little  time  or  thought  to  fruits; 

They  are  the  Adams  of  their  race — 
One  thinks  of  gods:  half-tree,  half-human. 

But  an  apple  tree — leaf,  flower  and  fruit — 
Is  Woman. 

— Marion  Doyle 

Ted  Malone  has  chosen  this  month  many  poems  that  are 
old   favorites,   and   new   poems   that   will   be   favorites 

NO  ACCIDENT 

Some  call  it  fate,  and  some  the  hand  of  God, 
And  some  leave  ever  unnamed  the  working 

out 

Of  life  mysteiiously  to  their  good 
Or  to  their  harm.    But  this  beyond  a  doubt 
I  know  is  more  than  casual  accident: 
Your  being,  through  the  years,  lover  in  friend. 
And  friend  in  lover,  listening  when  I  call. 
Your  keeping  faithful  until  life  shall  end. 

— Elaine  V.  Emans 

New  poems  to  give  wings  to  your  imagination,  togeth 

Who  is  Silvia?  what  is  she? 
I'hat  all  our  swains  commend  her? 

Holy,  fair,  and  wise  is  she; 
'I'he  heavens  such  grace  did  lend  her. 
That  she  might  admired  be. 

Is  she  kind  as  she  is  fair? 
For  beauty  lives  with  kindness: 

Love  (loth  to  her  eyes  repair. 
To  help  him  of  his  blindness; 

And,  being  help'd,  inhabits  there. 
Then  to  Silvia  let  us  sing. 

That  Silvia  is  excelling; 
She  excels  each  mortal  thing 
Upon   the  dull  earth  dwelling; 
To  her  let  us  garlands  bring. 

— William  Shakespeare:  The  Two  Gentle- 
men of  Verona 

QUIET  EVENING 
The  moon  drifts  down  the  sky.  veiled  in  white dreams; 

And  pungent  fragrance  from  the  wood-smoke clings 

To  the  cool  west  wind  that  whispering  sings. 

From  many  windows  gold  light  softly'  streams, Pcde  shadows  deepen  into  lavender 
And  loosened  from  the  trees  leaves  seek  the 

ground Slowly,  reluctantly  and  without  sound. 
While  overhead  young  biid-wings  fointly  stir. 
Gay,  childish  laughter  echoes  do^^m  the  street. 
Doors  stand  ajar  and  mother-faces  peer 
Into  the  quiet  evening  till  they  hear 

That  happy  music,  children's  homing  feet. — Edith  Tatum 

SHIP'S  LANTERN 

These  mountains  hold  some  kinship  to  the  sea. 

The  wind  speaks,  here,  of  distance  it  has  spanned. 
Above  these  heights  the  stars  wheel  ceaselessly 

In  steadfast  paths  thai  sailors  understand. 
And  never  did  the  fabled  ports  of  old 

Store  richer  cargoes  than  the  autumn  spills 

When  frost  pours  out  its  treasure-laden  hold 
Of  jeweled  splendor  all  along  the  hills. 

Sweet  distance  lures  the  dreamer  to  clean  heights 

Where  nothing  hides  the  sky  and  great  trees  soar 

As  straight  as  masts.  And  the  deep  mountain  nights 

Are  starry  as  the  coast  of  a  dream  shore  .  .  . 

And  it  is  fitting  that,  long  journeys  past, 

This  lantern  burns  in  anchorage,  at  last. 
— Beverly  Gilhens 
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Ith  lovely  lines  from  the  past  that  perhaps  you've  forgotten 
GIRL  AND  ORCHARD 

Her  blue  dress  blows  by  the  wall,  and  for-oH 
hazes 

Build  on  the  west  a  wall  of  greater  range: 
The   orchard  sways  with  fruit   on  which  she 

gazes 
Through  wind  and  pattern-change 

The  wind  is  tossing  the  sudden  drift  of  swallows 
Over  the  hilltop  grass  that  is  leaning  away; 

And  something  out  of  her  dreaming  turns  and 
follows 

Something,  as  sure,  must  stay. 
Hot  bees  dip  in  the  cups  of  orchard  clcrver. 

Quiet  speaks  to  her  with  more  than  sound; 
She  looks  on  the  laden  boughs,  then  turns  to 

discover 
Crimson  and  gold  on  the  ground. 

Together  they  stand  on  the  hill,  each  with  o 
reason 

For  being  part  of  a  mood  that  is  touched  with 

glory — The   orchard  heavy  with  fruit,   and  her  own 
season 

Lovely  and  transitory. 
— Glenn  Ward  Dresbach 

By  TED  MALOIE 
Be  sure  to  listen  to  Ted 
Malone's  morning  program, 
Monday  through  Friday, 
11:45    A.M.,    EDT,    on    ABC. 

QUESTION  BEFORE  THE  HOUSE 

What  husband  can,  however  sage, 

Identify  the  nylon's  gauge 
Which  his  good  wife,  however  dumb. 
Can    spot    from    here    to    Kingdom    Come? 

,  — W.  E.  Farbstein 

I. have  forgot  much,  Cynara!  gone  with  the  wind. 

Flung  roses,  roses,  riotously,  with  the  throng. —Ernest  Dowson 

Non  Sum  Quolis  Eram 

UNREGENERATE 

In  my  budding  years  I  thought 
Love  was  all;  all  else  was  naught. 
Love  was  more  than  food  and  drink 
And  satin  gowns  and  capes  of  mink. 
Love  was  everything,  said  I, 
The  heart  could  borrow,  beg,  or  buy. 
Love,  I  vowed,  was  right  and  true. 
And  heaven  help  me,  I  still  do! 

— Georgie    Starbuck    Galbraith 

HIS  SONG 

No  longer  do  we  hear  him  sing 
Though  he  is  gallant  still  and  strong; 
Surely  the  Muses  to  him  bring 
The  melodies  he  loved  so  long; 

Morning  and   night  we're   listening — 
In    vain,   in   vain   .    .    .    She   was   his    Song. 

— Archibald  Rutledge 

She  walks  in  beauty,  like  the  night 
Of  cloudless  climes  and  starry  skies; 

And  all  that's  best  of  dark  and  bright 
Meet  in  her  aspect  and  her  eyes: 

Thus  mellow'd  to  that  tender  light 
Which  heaven  to  gaudy  day  denies. 
— Lord  Byron:  She  Walks  In  Beauty 

EVENING  SCENE 

On  all  things  worn,  the  night  plays  tricks. 
Lamp  light  is  kinder,  by  far,  than  day 

To  threadbare  furniture,  scratches,  nicks, 
In  a  home  where  happy  children  play. 

The  table  that  wobbles,  the  fabric  that's  torn 
Are  gently  obscured  from  critical  view; 

The  night  is  kind  to  all  things  worn — r 
Kind  to  me,  too! 

— May  Richstone 

There  is  a  pleasure  in  the  pathless  woods, 
There  is  a  rapture  on  the  lonely  shore. 
There  is  society,  where  none  intrudes. 
By  the  deep  Sea,  and  music  in  its  roar; 
I  love  not  Man  the  less,  but  Nature  more. 
From  these  our  interviews,  in  which  I  steal 
From  all  I  may  be,  or  have  been  before, 
To  mingle  with  the  Universe,  and  feel 

What  I  can   ne'er  express,  yet  cannot   all conceal. 

— Lord  Byron:  Childe  Harold's  Pilgrimage 
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APPIE  TREE 

The  oah,  Iha  otm,  Ihe  hemlock  rise 

Sturdy,  ifroighl  and  toll- 
Did  Ihe  uppio  grow  ai  these 

Bolorn  Eve's  fall? 
The  tulip,  pine  and  poplar  are 

Troei  of  a  haughty  race, 

The  twitted  apple  crouches  low 
In  a  ihollerod  ptoce, 

At  poor  bewildered,  frightened  Eve 
Hiding  from  her  outraged  Lord; 

In  itorm,  it  »oem*  to  fly,  at  »ho 

Before  the  lightning't  fiery  tword; 
Ih  elbowod-bronchei  crooked  to  ihleld, 

lit  bound  feel  itrciinlng  at  the  sod; 

H»  thinlng  hoir  otlroam  upon 

The  wild  broolh  of  on  angry  God. 

Wot  ll  Iho  sorpent't  monstrous  colls 
That  bent  iho  bought  and  trunk  awry, 

Ihat  knpl  the  yearning  loofy  crown 
From  reoching  nearer  to  ihe  sky? 

It  II  Iho  crofly  serpent  still, 
Coiled  In  the  grosses  ot  Its  heel. 

That  draws  the  branches  from  the  heights, 
Fruit-burdened  for  the  commonweal? 

Ihe  beech,  iho  lynn,  Ihe  sycamore, 
Tower  tail  obove  ihelr  roots, 

So  buty  holding  up  Ihe  iky 

Glv*i  lltlls  time  or  thought  lo  fruits; 
They  ore  Ihe  Adorns  of  their  race— 

One  thinki  of  yodji  half-tree,  half-human. 

But  on  opple  Ireo—loof,  flower  and  fruit — 
ll  Woman. 

—Morion  Doyle 

Wlin  is  Silvia?  what  is  she? 
That  ail  our  swains  coinmend  her? 

rinly,  fair,  anil  wise  is  she; 
'I  lie  ht'avenf  such  grace  did  lend  her, 
That  she  might  admired  be. 

U  she  kind  as  she  is  fair? 
For  beauty  lives  with  kindness: 

l.ove  doth  to  her  eyes  repair, 

"\\i  help  him  of  his  blindness; 

And,  being  help'd,  inhabits  there. 
Then  lo  Silvia  let  us  sing, 

That  Silvia  is  excelling; 
She  excels  each  mortal  thing 
Lfpon   ihe  dull  earth  dwelling; 
To  her  let  us  garlands  bring. 

^William  Shakespeare:  The  Two  Gentle- men of  Verona 

Trd  Mnli.iir  bOh  rho 

>.ld    lnvnrilr^.    i.iul 
iiy  poi'Mis  that  an 
will   b.>   favorite! 

NO  ACCIDENT 

Somo  coll  it  lato,  and  some  the  hand  oj  God, 
And  Bomo  loavo  ovor  unnamed  Ihe  workinq out 

01  life  myatorio»isly  to  tholr  good 
Or  lo  tholr  hatm.     Bm  ihis  boyond  a  doubt 
I  know  Is  moTo  than  cnsuol  accident: 
Your  bplnq,  throiiqh  Iho  years,  lover  in  friend 
And  Irlond  in  lovoi.  lisloninq  when  1  call, 
Your  koopinq  laithlul  until  lUo  sholl  end. 

-    Eloine  V.  Emons 

SHIP'S  LANTERN 

Theie  mountolnt  hold  lomft  kinship  h)  the  im. 
The  wind  ipeakt,  hen.,  of  ditlonc.  it  ha.  iptlnntd 

Above  these  helghtt  Ihe  itan  whtal  ceaselettly In  iteodfo.i  poth.  thot  .ailors  undentond. 
And  never  did  the  fabled  pom  of  old 

S(o«  richer  corgoe*  Ihon  lh«  autumn  >pll(» Whtn  frul  poun  out  itt  treat un^ladeo  hold 
Of  |ewol«d  splendor  all  along  the  hills. 

Sw«,  dUtonc.  Iur,s  the  drea.«,  ,o  clean  height. Whe«  nolhing  hide,  the  sky  and  great  trees  soar A.  straight  a.  mash.  And  the  deep  mountoin  nlohh Are  starry  o.  the  coo.l  of  a  drJn.  shoro 
Ard  it  1.  fltHna  that,  long  journey,  pa.t. This  lanlein  bum*  in  anchortige,  at  lott. —Beverly  Olthtn* 

QUIET  EVENING 

The  moon  drills  down  the  sky,  veiled  in  white dreams; 

And  pungent  Iragrance  from  the  wood-smoke 
clings 

To  the  cool  west  wind  thai  whispering  sings. 

From  many  windows  gold  light  softly'  streams. Pale  shadows  deepen  into  lavender 
And  loosened  from  the  trees  leaves  seek  the 

ground Slowly,  reluctantly  and  without  sound. 
While  overhead  young  bird-wings  faintly  slir. 
Gay,  childish  laughter  echoes  down  the  street. 
Doors  stand  ajar  and  mother-faces  peer 
Into  the  quiet  evening  liU  they  hear 

Thai  happy  music,  children's  homing  ieet. —Edith  Talum 
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Sew  poems  to  give  wings  to  your  imagination,  togeltebilh  lovely  lines  from  the  past  that  perhaps  you've  forgotten 
GIRL  AND  ORCHARD 

Her  blue  dress  blows  by  the  wall,  and  far-oH 

hazes 
Build  on  the  west  a  wall  oi  greater  range; 

The   orchard  sways  with  frxiit   on  which  she 

gazes 

Through  wind  and  pattern-change 
The  wind  is  tossing  the  sudden  drift  of  swallows 

Over  the  hilltop  gross  that  is  leaning  away; 
And  something  out  of  her  dreaming  turns  and follows 

Something,  as  sure,  must  stay. 

Hoi  bees  dip  in  ihe  cups  of  orchard  clover. 
Quiet  speaks  to  her  wilh  more  than  sound; 

She  looks  on  the  laden  boughs,  then  turns  to discover 

Crimson  and  gold  on  the  ground. 
Together  they  stand  on  the  hill,  each  wilh  a reason 

For  being  part  of  a  mood  that  is  touched  with 

glory — 

The  orchard  heavy  with  fruil,  and  her  own 
season 

Lovely  and  transitory. 

— Glenn  Ward  Dresbach 

UNREGENERATE 

In  my  budding  years  I  thought 
Love  was  all;  all  else  was  naught. 
Love  was  more  than  food  and  drink 

And  satin  gowns  and  capes  of  mink. Love  was  everything,  said  I, 

The  heart  could  borrow,  beg,  or  buy. 
Love,  I  vowed,  was  right  and  true. 
And  heaven  help  me,  I  still  do! 

— Georgie    Slarbuck    Galbrailh 

EVENING  SCENE 

On  all  things  worn,  the  night  plays  tricks. 
E-amp  light  is  kinder,  by  far,  than  day 

To  threadbare  furniture,  scratches,  nicks. 
In  a  home  where  happy  children  play. 

The  table  that  wobbles,  the  fabric  that's  torn 
■Are  gently  obscured  from  critical   view; 

The  night  is  kind  to  all  things  worn — ^Kind  to  me,  too! 

— May  Richstone 

By  TED  Mim Bo  sure  lo  listen  to  Ted Malone's  murniitt;  progrnin, 

Monday  Ilirougli  Fridny. 

11:45    A.M.,    EDT,    on    AIIC. 

QUESTION  BEFORE  THE  HOUSE 
What  husband  con,  however  sago, 
Identify  the  nylon's  t^auge 
Which  his  good  wife,  however  dumb. 

Can    spot    from    hero    to    Kingdom    Como? 
— W.  E.  Farb.toin 
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l.havB  forgot  much,  Cynaral  gono  wllfi  ths  wind. 

Flung  roiBi,  roitt,  riotoutly,  with  ttia  throng, 

^Ernoil  Oowion 

Non  Sum  Oualli  Eram 

HIS   SONG 

No  longer  do  we  hear  him  sing 
Though  he  is  gallant  still  and  ntrong; 

Surely  the  Muses  lo  him  brioK 
The  melodies  he  loved  so  Iohr; 

Morning  and    night  we're   liitening— 
In    vain,    in    vain    .    .    .    She   was    bis    Song. 

— Archibald  Rutledgo 

She  walks  in  beauty,  like  the  night 
Of  cloudless  climes  and  starry  skic*; 

And  all  that's  best  of  dark  and  briKbt 
Meet  in  her  aspect  and  her  cycM 

Thus  mellow'd  to  that  tender  light 
Which  heaven  to  f<audy  day  denies. 
— Lord  Byron:  She  Walks  in  Beauty 

There  is  a  pleasure  in  the  pathless  wDod5, 
There  is  a  rapture  on  the  lonely  shore, 
There  is  society,    where  none  intrudes. 

By  the  deep  Sea,  and  music  in  its  roar: 
I  love  not  Man  the  less,  but  Nature  more. 
From  these  our  interviews,  in  which  f  steal 
From  all  I  may  be,  or  have  been  before. 
To  mingle  with  the  Universe,  and   feel 
What   I  can   ne'er   express,   yet  cannot   all 

conceal. 
— Lord  Byron:  Childe  Harold's  Pilgrimage 
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BARRY  CAMERON  is  a  re- 
turned veteran  who  has 

worked  ont  his  readjustment 
problems  with  common 
sense — and  the  help  of  his 

lovely  wife  Anna.  Barry's 
overseas  experience  —  three 
and  a  half  years  of  it — has 
contributed  to  his  advance- 

ment at  the  Johnson  Plant, 

where  he  is  now  a  rising  ex- 
ecutive.   (Spencer    Bentley) 

Barry  Cameron,  couceivedandprodue 

m 



Q^truggles  with  his  heart 

ANNA  CAMERON,  Barry's 
wife,  worked  during  his  over- 

seas service,  and  has  con- 
tinned  to  work  as  a  model 
since  his  return.  Though  she 
has  been  successful,  Anna 
wants  to  retire  as  soon  as  she 
can,  to  devote  herself  to  her 
husband  and  to  the  happy 
marriage  her  love  and  under- 

standing have  helped  to 
create.    (Florence  Williams) 

Frank  and  Anne  Hommert,  is  heard 
aC  nA*m»A»lr   a«i 





The    story    of    a    man's struggles  with  his  heart 

BARRY  CAMERON  is  a  f 

turned  veteran  who  ans 

worked  out  his  readjustment 

problems  wilh  common 
sense — and  the  help  of  tiO 

lovely  wife  Anna.  Barry* 
overseas  experience  —  thrM 
and  a   half  years   of  il-*>« 

  buted    to   his   advanef 
menl  at  the  Johnson  Plant, 
where  he  is  now  a  rising  ex- 

ecutive.    {Spencer    Beot'^y 

ANNA  CAAIERON,  Barry's «'e,  worked  during  his  over- 

«°«d  [T"^'  ?"*  h"   «>"• 
C  t  ""'■  Tkongh  she 

«am,t'"  ,!«««W.  Anna 

ai^   o  J        '  ?'  =''°"  "^  she 

""'riageheM'"''".  '■^PP' 

"«d4"avr  if ">"'"?''"• tteaie    m  helped     to 

'•    ("Mcnce  Williams) '•«*„„„ 
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MARAINE  CLARK,  renowned  is 

one  of  America's  greatest  actresses, 

has  burst  into  the  Camerons'  lives  to 

play  a  startling  role — that  of  Barry's 
long-missing  mother.  And  it  isn't play-acting,  for  Maraine  is  actually 
Barry's  mother  though  she  kept  the 
fact  secret  for  many  years.  Maraine 
is  a  woman  forever  unpredictable, 

always  startling — and  never  dull. 
(Played   by  Dorothy   Sands) 

I 

i 

VINNIE  has  been  Maraine  Clark's  maid 
for  a  long  time.  Serving  a  tempera- 

mental, willful  woman  like  Maraine  is 
not  the  sort  of  job  that  would  appeal  to 

everyone,  but  Vinnie  finds  many  com- 
pensations in  it — for  example,  caring  for 

the  actress's  beautiful  things.  Though 
she  is  fired  at  least  once  a  week,  Vinnie 
has  enough  sense  of  humor  to  take 

these,  and  all  the  other  of  Maraine's 
frequent  outbursts,  in  her  stride. 

(Played   by  Doris   Rich) 

I 

.S9, 



JOHN  NELSON,  the  attractive 
young  man  who  owns  the  model 
agency  where  Anna  works,  has  been 
the  cause  of  much  misunderstand- 

ing between  the  CameronSi  Because 
Anna  was  very  helpful  to  John  in 
his  early  struggles  to  make  the 
agency  a  success,  a  close  friendship 
has  grown  up  between  them,  which 
has  been  mistaken  for  love  by  several 

people  who  don't  know  either  of 
them  too  well.  Though  Barry  knows 
how  unfounded  such  suspicions  are, 
he  has  sometimes  found  John  a  dis- 

turbing element  to  his  peace  of  mind. 
(Played  by  Scott  McKay) 

MRS.  MITCHELL  is  the  motherly 

'owner  of  the  boarding  house  where  the 
Camerons  live.  Because  she  has  no 

children  of  her  own,  Mrs.  Mitchell  has 

adopted  the  two  young  people  who  occu- 
py the  whole  top  floor  of  her  house, 

and  has  made  all  their  doings — all  of 
their  failures,  successes,  problems,  and 

joys — as  much  a  part  of  her  own  pre-, 
viously  lonely  life  as  though  she  were 
in  fact  an  affectionate  elderly  relative. 

(Played   by  Helen  Carewe) 

^Ai 
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Because  both  Barry  and  Anna  Cameron 
are  alert,  active  young  people  with 

varied  interests  and  plenty  of  char- 
acter, they  sometimes  find  married  life 

not  quite  as  placidly  smooth  as,  ideally, 

it  should  be.  Anna's  career  as  a  model 
has  complicated  their  lives  a  bit,  and 
they  have  also  had  to  contend  with  all 
the  different  pressures  that  come  to  bear 
on  any  youthful  couple  who  are  just 
beginning  to  make  their  way.  But  Anna 
and  Barry  are  very  much  in  love.  Their 
faith  in  each  other  is  a  growing  thing, 
already  tested  by  misunderstandings 
which  they  have  ironed  out  together. 
One  of  their  greatest  pleasures  is 
brealcfasting  together,  an  affectionate 
interlude  which  leaves  them  cheerfully 
facing  the  problems  of  the  busy   day. 

%  0t  9  m  »  *  '»>  mt 
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JOSEPHINE  WHITFIELD  is  Bar- 
ry's aunt,  and  a  very  troublesome 

element  indeed  in  the  Cameron 

household.  Motivated  by  a  most  oin- 
reasoning  jealousy  of  Anna,  Jose- 

phine tried  from  the  beginning  to 

break  up  Barry's  marriage,  and  has 
caused  her  young  nephew  and  his 
wife  a  great  deal  of  unnecessary 

unhappiness.  But  her  intense  remorse 
for  her  past  misdeeds  has  earned  her 
the  forgiveness  of  Barry  and  Anna. 

(Played  by  Elsie  Hitz) 



WILL  STEVENSON  is  Barry's  superior 
at  the  Johnson  Plant,  and  Barry  is  fortu- 

nate to  have  him  both  as  a  co-worker  and 

friend,  for  Will  has  a  good-natured,  easy- 
going temperament  which  is  not  easily 

ruffled  or  confused.  MARTHA  (left). 

Will's  wife,  doesn't  always  feel  that  her 
husband's  forthright,  outspoken  directness 
is  the  right  way  to  handle  all  situations, 
but  because  she  has  learned  to  curb  the 

impatience  she  sometimes  feels,  theirs 
has  become  a  truly  happy  marriage. 

(King  Calder,  Mary  Hunter) 





Because  both  Barry  and  Anna  Cameron 
are  alert,  active  young  people  with 
varied  interests  and  plenty  of  char- 

acter, they  sometimes  find  married  life 
not  quite  as  placidly  smooth  as,  ideally, 

it  should  be.  Anna's  career  as  a  model 
has  complicated  their  lives  a  bit,  and 
ihey  have  also  had  to  contend  with  all 
the  different  pressures  that  come  to  bear 
on  any  youthful  couple  who  are  just 
beginning  to  make  their  way.  But  Anna 
and  Barry  are  very  much  in  love.  Their 
faith  in  each  other  is  a  growing  thing, 
already  tested  by  misunderstandings 
which  ihey  have  ironed  out  together. 
One  of  their  greatest  pleasures  is 
breaTcfasting  together,  an  afTectionate 
interlude  which  leaves  them  cheerfully 
facing  the  problems  of  the  busy  day. 

JOSEPHINE  WHITFIELD  is  Bar- 
ry's aunt,  and  a  very  troublesome 

element  indeed  in  the  Cameron 

household.  Motivated  by  a  most  un- 
reasoning jealousy  of  Anna,  Jose- 

phine tried  from  the  beginning  to 

break  up  Barry's  marriage,  and  has 
caused  her  young  nephew  and  his 
wife  a  great  deal  of  unnecessary 

unhappiness.  But  lier  intense  remorse 
for  her  past  misdeeds  has  earned  her 
the  forgiveness  of  Barry  and  Anna. 

(Played   by  Elsie   Hilz) 

WILL  STEVENSON  is  Barry's  superior 
at  the  Johnson  Plant,  and  Barry  is  fortu- 

nate to  have  him  both  as  a  co-worker  and 
friend,  for  Will  has  a  good-natured,  easy- 

going teniperamenl  which  is  not  easily 
ruffled  or  confused.  MARTHA  (left). 

Will's  wife,  doesn't  always  feel  that  her 

husband's  forthright,  outspoken  directness 
is  the  right  way  to  handle  all  situations, 
but  because  she  has  learned  to  curb  the 

impatience  she  sometimes  feels,  theirs 
has  become  a  truly  happy  marriage. 

(King  Calder,  Mary  Hunter) 
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AT  FIRST  SIGHT- 

'That  musician,"  June's  family  called  Bob — ^but  that  was  years  ago. 

FOR  a  long,  long  time  I  have  re- fused to  tell  the  story  of  the  way 
I  met  Bob  Crosby,  how  we  fell  in 

love  at  first  sight — really  at  first 
sight — and  lived  happily  ever  after. 

For  one  thing  there  was  a  fictional 
quality  about  the  whole  proceeding 
whioh — if  it  had  been  fiction — would 
have  bovmced  it  back  in  my  lap  with 

a  rejection  slip  marked  "not  plaus- 
ible." Also,  there  is  always  a  ques- 

tion, I  guess,  of  how  long  is  "ever 

after." Now,  however,  when  we  are  old 
married  folks,  with  seven — almost 
eight — anniversaries  behind  us,  when 
we  have  three  children  and  another 
one  on  the  way,  I  feel  secure  enough 
in  the  present  and  sure  enough  of 
the  future  to  recount  the  whole 

amazing  business — with  all  the  im- 
plications it  may  have  for  an  eigh- 

teen-year-old girl   that  she   can,   ij 

she's  as  lucky  as  I  was,  take  one  look 
at  a  man — if  he's  the  right  man — 
and  be  his  forever.  (Sorry  to  be  so 

"iffy,"  but  those  ifs  are  imiportant.) 
It  happened  during  Easter  vacation 

in  1936.  I  was  a  freshman  in  Sarah 
Lawrence  college  in  Bronxville,  New 
York,  and  had  flown  home  to  Chi- 

cago to  spend  the  holidays  with  my 
parents.  It  was  a  very  merry  week, 
and  I  managed  to  go  out  dancing 
every  night — with  a  casual  beau. 

Luckily  I  was  between  "engage- 

ments." 
My  beau  and  I,  having  "done"  all the  older  night  clubs,  decided  to  try 

the  town's  newest — the  Congress 
Casino,  where  Bob  Crosby  and  his 
band  were  playing.  I  had  never 
heard  of  Bob  Crosby,  believe  it  or 
not,  and,  yes,  I  made  the  usual  and 
tiresome  remark  that  he  probably 
was  just  trading  on  the  reputation 

Love  at  first  sight?   Look  at 

June  and  Bob  Crosby, 

who  went  from  that  first  heart- 

stopping  moment  into  a 

serene  and  lasting  happiness 

By 

Mrs.  BOB  CROSBY 

of  the  Crosby  I  had  heard  of.  The 

band  probably  couldn't  play  any- 
thing but  waltzes.  But  I  would  go  if 

everybody  else  wanted  to.  We  could 

always  leave  if  we  didn't  like  it.  Be- 
sides, Bob  Crosby  was  Bing's  brother, 

the  gang  told  me — ^that  almost  made 
the  trip  worthwhile.  I.  certainly 
didn't  dream,  at  that  time,  that  I 
would  be  spending  the  rest  of  my 
vacation  within  hand-holding  range 
of  the  bandstand. 

I  didn't  notice  Bob  in  particular,  at 
first.  But  I  liked  the  band.  They  all looked  so  happy. 

"For  once,"  I  remarked,  "here  is  a 
bunch  of  musicians  who  look  as 

though  they're  glad  to  be  here — as 

though  they  enjoy  their  work." And  then  I  got  a  good  look  at  Bob. 
"Well  now,"  I  said  to  myself,  "that 

is  not  hard  to  take.  Not  hard  to 
take  at  all. 



"Let's  dance  up  closer  to  the  band- 
stand,"  I  added  aloud. 

We  danced  back  and  forth  in  front 

of  the  band — in  front  of  Bob,  for  ihe 
was  all  I  saw — the  rest  of  the  eve- 

ning. And  I  guess — from  what  hap- 
pened later — ^that  he  saw  me  too. 

The  next  night  I  inveigled  my 
friend  into  taking  me  back  to  the 
Casino — the  music,  I  said,  was  so 
much  better  than  anywhere  else. 
And  we  danced  back  and  forth  in 
front  of  the  band  again. 

About  midnight — I  had  gone  to  the 
powder  room  to  make  repairs — a  girl 

I  didn't  know  came  up  to  me  and 
asked  a  couple  of  very  odd  ques- 
tions. 

"Were  you  here  last  night?" 
"Did  you  have  on  a  black  suit 

with  lynx  collar?" 
Then  came  the  $64  question,  the 

oddest   of  all: 

"Would  you  like  to  meet  Bob 
Crosby?" 

I  didn't  answer.  You  can't  talk 
with  your  mouth  wide  open,  you 
know.  So  she  explained.  She  was  the 
publicity  director  for  the  hotel.  Bob 
had  looked  her  up,  explained  that 
he  had  noticed  me  the  night  before 
— wanted  very  much  to  meet  me. 
Her  instructions  were  to  stand  by  in 

the  girls'  room  until  I  put  in  an 
appearance,  and  then  to  arrange  an 
introduction. 

I  was  sure  there  was  a  joker  in 
the  deck  somewhere,  but  I  promised 
to  come  into  the  lobby  at  the  next 
intermission. 
When  the  time  came,  I  was  surer 

than  ever  that  one  of  my  friends 
was  playing  a  joke  on  me.  So  I 
excused  myself  and  slipped  off  alone 
— at  least  if  I  were  going  to  be  hu- 

miliated it  wouldn't  be  in  front  of 
my  escort. 

I  walked  into  the  lobby  feeling 
very  silly  indeed — ^but  I  needn't 
have,  for  there  waiting  by  a  pillar 
stood  my  new  acquaintance  from  the 
powder  room  and  my  dream  naan. 
Bob  Crosby,  himself. 

I  didn't  have  time  to  be  em- 
barrassed. He  was  charming  to  me 

and  insisted  that  at  the  next  inter- 
mission he  would  be  delighted  to 

meet  my  friends.  Perhaps,  he  sug- 
gested, we  (Continued  on  page  78) 
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AN     AUNT    JENNV 

AT  FIRST,  Phil  Ruskin  and  Sally  Burnett  were  just  two  of  the 

many  of  Littleton's  young  people  who  often  drop  into  my 
■  house  looking  for  cookies  or  advice,  or  both,  or  just  for  the 

fun  they  seem  to  get  out  of  meeting  there.  But  I  soon  realized  that 
Phil  and  Sally  were  in  love,  and  as  soon  as  I  knew  that,  I  knew, 

too,  that  there  was  trouble  ahead.  For  Phil's  father.  Berg  Ruskin, 
was  president  of  the  bank  and  his  mother  one  of  Littleton's  social 
leaders,  while  Sally  was  definitely  "from  the  other  side  of  the 
tracks."   And  trouble,  as  I  expected,  came. 

In  the  first  place.  Phil,  just  home  from  the  Army,  had  always 
been  very  much  under  the  thumbs  of  his  parents.  He  was  all  for 
eloping  with  Sally  and  telling  his  parents  afterwards.  But  Sally — 
very  wisely — would  have  none  of  that.  She  knew  it  would  start 
their  marriage  off  on  the  wrong  footing.  She  insisted  that  Phil 
tell  his  mother  and  father  that  he  and  Sally  were  in  love,  and 
were  going  to  be  married.  Finally,  sihe  and  I  persuaded  Phil  that 
Sally  was  right — ^but  unfortunately,  the  night  before  Phil  planned 
to  tell  his  parents,  Sally's  brother  was  arrested — ^he  had  driven 
the  car  for  two  robbers  who  held  up  a  diner  in  Littleton.  Oliver 

insisted  that  he  didn't  know  what  the  men  were  doing  in  the 
diner,  and  nearly  everyone  in  Littleton  believed  ihim.  But,  as 

Phil  pointed  out  that  evening,  it  certainly  didn't  help  any  in  tell- 
ing his  parents  that  he  wanted  to  marry  Oliver's  sister,  Sally. 

Sally  and  Phil  had  a  bad  argument  at  my  house  that  night,  but 
Phil  finally  did  go  off  to  tell  his  parents. 

Of  course,  they  raised  violent  objections.  And  the  next  day. 
Berg  Ruskin  called  Sally  down  to  his  office  and  told  her  that  he 
would  get  her  brother  released  if  she  would  refuse  to  marry  Phil. 
Of  course,  Sally  said  no — it  was  a  hard  decision,  but  she  had  to 
make  it — ^she  couldn't  make  a  bargain  like  that.  And  that  night 
at  my  house,  Phil  and  Sally  argued  again — this  time  because  of 
Phil's  very  obvious  reluctance  to  marry  Sally  at  once.  He  wanted 
to  wait.  He  had  told  his  parents,  but  he  didn't  want  to  add 
another  blow  by  marrying  Sally  at  once.  And  the  argument  ended 

with  Sally's  breaking  the  engagement. 
It  was  one  day  a  little  later,  that,  not  knowing  that  Phil  hadn't 

heard  about  it,  his  mother  told  him  about  his  father's  offer  to 
Sally  to  help  her  brother  if  she  would  give  Phil  up.  Oliver  had 
already  been  released  from  prison  because  of  lack  of  evidence 
that  he  was  actually  involved  in  the  robbery.  And,  of  coiorse,  it 
seemed  to  Phil  that  that  was  the  reason  that  Sally  had  brbken 

the  engagement — that  she  had  accepted  Berg's  offer! 
It  meant  to  Phil  that  Sally's  feeling  for  him  had  never  been 

strong  enough  to  come  before  her  feeling  for  her  family. 

Sally  and  Phil  had  to  find  their  happiness. 

And  what  was  the  measure  of  it  ?  The  warmth  of  kisses, 

perhaps?   Or  the  peace  of  a  free  conscience? 

Sally  told  me  how  she  had  made 

Ernie  leave  the  Log  Cabin  before  Phil 
saw  her  there  with  him  one  night 
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AT  FIRST,  Phil  Ruskin  and  Sally  Burnett  were  just  two  of  the 

many  of  Littleton's  young  people  who  often  drop  into  my 
house  looking  for  cookies  or  advice,  or  both,  or  just  for  the 

fun  they  seem  to  get  out  of  meeting  there.  But  I  soon  realized  that 
Phil  and  Sally  were  in  love,  and  as  soon  as  I  knew  that.  I  knew, 
too.  that  there  was  trouble  ahead.  For  Phil's  father.  Berg  Ruskin. 
was  president  of  the  bank  and  his  mother  one  of  Littleton's  social 
leaders,  while  Sally  was  definitely  "from  the  other  side  of  the 
tracks."  And  trouble,  as  I  expected,  came. 

In  the  first  place.  Phil,  just  home  from  the  Army,  had  always 
bei'n  very  much  under  the  thumbs  of  his  parents.  He  was  all  for 
eloping  with  Sally  and  telling  his  parents  afterwards.  But  Sally — 
veiy  wisely— would  have  none  of  that.  She  knew  it  would  start 
their  marriage  off  on  llie  wrong  footing.  She  insisted  that  Phil 
tell  his  mother  and  father  that  he  and  Sally  were  in  love,  and 
were  going  to  be  married.  Finally,  she  and  I  persuaded  Phil  that 
Sally  was  right— hut  unfortunately,  the  night  before  Phil  planned 
to  toll  his  parents,  Sally's  brother  was  arrested — he  had  driven 
the  car  for  two  robbers  who  held  up  a  diner  in  Littleton.  Oliver 
insisted  that  he  didn't  know  what  the  men  were  doing  in  the diner,  and  nearly  everyone  in  Littleton  believed  him.  But  as 
Phil  pointed  out  that  evening,  it  certainly  didn't  help  any  in  tell- 

ing his  parents  that  he  wanted  to  marry  Oliver's  sister,  Sally. Sally  and  Phil  had  a  bad  argument  at  my  house  that  night  but 
Phil  (inully  did  go  otV  to  tell  his  parents. 
Of  course,  they  raised  violent  objections.  And  the  next  day Uerg  Ruskin  called  Sally  down  to  his  office  and  told  her  that  he 

wo\ild  get  her  brother  released  if  she  would  refuse  to  marry  Phil. Of  course,  Sally  said  no— it  was  a  haid  decision,  but  she  had  to 
make  It— she  couldn't  make  a  bargain  like  that.  And  that  night at  my  house,  Phil  and  Sally  argued  again— this  time  because  of 
1  lul  s  very  obvious  reluctance  to  marry  Sally  at  once.  He  wanted 
to  wait.  He  had  told  his  parents,  but  he  didn't  want  to  add 
another  blow  by  marrying  Sally  at  once.  And  the  argument  ended 
with  Sally's  breaking  the  engagement. 

It  was  one  day  a  little  later,  that,  not  knowing  that  Phil  hadn't 
U.ard  about  it,  his  mother  told  him  about  his  father's  offer  to 
■Sally  to  help  her  brother  if  she  would  give  Phil  up.  Oliver  had already  been  released  from  prison  because  of  lack  of  evidence 
that  he  was  actually  involved  in  the  robbery.  And,  of  course  it secmixi  to  Phil  that  that  was  the  reason  that  Sally  had  broken the  engagement— that  she  had  accepted  Berg's  offeri 

It  meant  to  Phil  that  Sally's  feeling  for  him  had  never  been strong  enough  to  come  bef.ire  her  feeling  for  her  family. 

SMy  and  Phil  had  to  find  iheir  happiness. 

Aii.i  what  was  the  measure  of  it  ?  The  warmth  of  kisses, 

perhaps?   Or  llie  peace  of  a  free  oonsoienee? 
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After  that  night,  Phil  Kuskin 
provided  the  Littleton  gossips — 
and  I'm  not  denying  that  there 
are  a  few — with  something  to 
talk  about.  He  gave  up  his  job  at 

the  bank,  or  I  should  say  he  didn't 
so  much  give  it  up  as  never  go  back 

to  it.  "Why  should  I  work?"  he  said 
to  Ed  Horton,  the  bartender  at  the 

Smoke  Shop-  "My  lather's  the  richest 
man  in  town — ask  him,  he'll  tell  you 
so  himself — and  I've  got  a  thousand 
dollars  of  my  own  I  saved  up  while 
I  was  in  the  Army.  With  all  that, 

why  should  I  work?"  He  looked 
down  at  his  glass,  saw  that  it  was 
empty,  and  tapped  it  against  the 
polished  wood  of  the  bar.  Ed  filled 
it  up  again. 

•yHAT  story,  along  with  a  good 
■*■  many  others,  got  around.  I  heard 
that  Phil  usually  wasn't  seen  any- 

where until  late  in  the  afternoon, 
when  he  would  appear  at  the  Smoke 
Shop  and  start  drinking.  Later  on, 
he  might  go  next  door  to  the  pool 
room,  and  stay  there  until  it  closed. 

Or  he'd  call  up  some  girl  and  ask  her 
to  go  with  him  out  to  the  Log  Cabin. 

He  didn't  have  a  car  of  his  own,  and 
he  couldn't  get  his  father's,  but  that 
didn't  bother  him.  There  were  al- 

ways boys  or  men  aroimd  the  Smoke 
Shop  to  give  him  a  lift  if  he  wanted 

to  go  anywhere.  They  weren't  the ones  he  had  been  friends  with  before 
he  went  into  the  Army,  but  he 
seemed  to  be  companionable  enough 
with  them  now. 

No  one  in  town  dared  to  say  any- 
thing to  Berg  or  Helen  Ruskin  about 

him.  No  one  at  all. 
They  showed  how  proud  they 

could  be,  in  those  days.  Berg  went 
to  the  bank  at  the  usual  time  every 
day,  walking  as  erect  and  prim  as 
ever,  nodding  to  the  people  he  knew 
and  looking  straight  through  those 
he  didn't.  Before  Phil  started  his 
drinking.  Berg  had  been  invited  to 
make  a  speech  at  the  monthly  meet- 

ing of  the  Lunch  Service  Club,  and 
he  made  it,  standing  there  in  his 
dark  grey  suit  and  white  shirt  and 
neat  polka-dot  tie,  talking  about 
how  much  Littleton  needed  a  new 
library.  It  was  a  good  speech,  too. 
Helen  went  right  ahead  with  her 

Church  Guild  and  Orphan's  Home 
work,  and  when  it  was  her  turn  to 
have  the  bridge  club  meeting  at  her 
house  she  served  chicken  patties  and 
mocha  pecan  cake,  and  made  just  as 
fine  a  hostess  as  she  ever  had.  She 
was  showing  the  strain,  though.  She 
had  begun  looking  her  fifty  years 
while  Phil  was  overseas;  then,  when 
he  first  returned,  she  had  brightened 
up  again,  but  now  the  strained  lines 
around  her  mouth  were  back.  And 
whenever  I  talked  to  her  I  got  the 

impression  that  she  wasn't  really 
listening  to  what  I  said. 

There  aren't  many  different  places 
you  can  go  to  in  Littleton,  and  Phil 
and  Sally  were  bound  to  meet  at  one 
of  them,  sooner  or  later.  The  only 

reason  the  meeting  didn't  happen  be- 
fore it  did  was  that  Sally  tried  her 

best    to    avoid    it.     She    and    Ernie 

Meadows,  she  told  me  one  day,  were 
at  the  Log  Cabin  one  night  when 
Phil  came  in,  but  luckily  Sally  saw 
him  and  was  able  to  persuade  Ernie 
to  leave  before  Phil  caught  sight  of 
them. 

She  wasn't  quick  enough,  the  first 
Friday  night  in  June  when  Cotter's Pavilion  opened. 
The  Pavilion  has  a  dance  floor, 

open  at  the  sides  but  with  a  striped 
awning  over  it.  You  can  buy  beer 
and  soft  drinks  and  sandwiches,  and 
eat  them  at  little,  tables  set  around 

under  the  tall  poplar  and  cotton- 
wood  trees,  and  on  a  spring  or  sum- 

mer night  it's  a  pleasant  place  to  go 
— even  for  old  folks  like  me.  This 
year  the  dance  floor  had  been  en- 

larged and  an  orchestra  hired  from 
Metropole,  and  the  weather  was  as 
soft  and  warm  as  summer,  so  a  good 
crowd  turned  out. 

Sally  was  with  Ernie  Meadows 

again.  She'd  been  going  out  with  him 
a  good  deal — not  steadily,  but  oftener 
than  with   anyone   else.    He   was   a 

Once  We're  •  Married  is  a  brand  new 
Aunt  Jenny  story.  Listen  daily  to  Aunt 

Jenny's  Real  Life  Stories,  broadcast 

every  Monday  through  Friday,",  over 
the    Columbia    Broadcasting    System. 

nice  boy,  it  seemed  to  me — ^honest 
and  good-natured,  with  a  wide  grin 
— and  it  was  plain  he  thought  a  good 
deal  of  Sally.  As  for  Sally  herself— 
well,  who  could  tell  what  she  was 
thinking,  under  her  gaiety? 

They  danced,  and  sat  at  their  table 
and  talked,  and  Ernie  told  Sally  that 
he  was  in  line  for  a  better  job  at  the 
power  company.  He  might  have  said 
more,  only  just  then  Phil  was  stand- 

ing beside  them.  He'd  come  out  from 
Littleton  with  two  other  fellows 
from  the  Smoke  Shop,  and  Sally 
hadn't  seen  them  arrive. 

"Hello,  Sally,"  he  said.  "How's 

everything?" Sally  looked  up  at  him,  and  for 

a  minute  she  couldn't  speak.  She 
had  thought  it  was  all  over  between 

them;  she'd  done  her  crying,  all 
alone  by  herself,  and  then  she'd 
lifted  her  chin  and  gone  out  to  build 
whatever  kind  of  life  she  could.  She 
had  trained  herself  to  see  him  on  the 
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street  or  across  a  dance  floor,  and 
not  to  show  that  she  cared,  but  in- 

stead, as  unobtrusively  as  possible, 
to  avoid  coming  face  to  face  with 
him.  But  now,  at  the  sound  of  his 
voice,  blurred  as  it  was  with  liquor, 
her  knees  turned  weak  and  words 
stuck  in  her  throat. 

Ernie  Meadows  jumped  up,  all  po- 
liteness. He  didn't  know  there  was 

any  connection  between  Phil  and 
Sally;  not  very  many  people  in  town 
did.  He  didn't  even  know  who  Phil 
was,  because  he'd  lived  in  Littleton 
only  a  year. 

Sally  fouiid  her  voice.  "Hello, 
Phil,"  she  said.  "Dp — do  you  know 
Ernie  Meadows?  Ernie,  this  is  Phil 

Ruskin." 

Phil  had  been  drinking,  but  he  had 

sense  enough  to  shake  Ernie's  hand 
when  it  was  offered.  He  didn't  have 
the  sense  to  go  away  right  after- 

wards, though.  "Mind  if  I  sit  here 
with  you  for  a  while?"  he  asked 
Ernie.  "Sally  and  I  are  old  friends, 
and  we  haven't  seen  each  other  in  a 

long,  long  time." Ernie  didn't  see  Sally's  quick,  in- 
voluntary gesture  of  protest.  "Why — 

why,  sure,"  he  said,  puzzled  but  still 
polite,  and  he  drew  up  a  chair  from 
another  table.   Phil  sat  down. 

"To  tell  the  truth,"  he  said,  "I've 
got  a  feeling  that  Sally's  been  trying 
hard  not  to  see  me.  How  about  it, 

Sally?  Haven't  you?" Below  the  surface  of  the  table, 

Sally's  hands  gripped  fhe  edge  of 
her  chair,  hard.  She  wanted  to  leap 
to  her  feet  and  run  away,  as  far  and 
as  fast  as  she  could — away  from 
Phil's  handsome,  flushed  face,  the 

odor  of  liquor  on  his  breath  when ' he  leaned  toward  her,  the  reproach 
of  his  presence  in  this  condition.  She 
wanted  to  run  away — but  another 
part  of  her  wanted  to  stay  and  put 
her  arms  around  Phil  and  press  his 
head  against  her  breast,  kissing  away 
the  torment  that  had  brought  him 
here. 

"You  see?"  Phil  said  to  Ernie  when 

she  didn't  answer.  "She  practically 
admits  she's  been  avoiding  me."  He 
shook  his  head  in  owlish  reproach. 

"Bad,  very  bad.  I  wouldn't  have 
thought  Sally'd  forget  her  old 
friends.  She's  a  very  loyal  person. 
But  maybe — "  His  voice  lost  its  pon- 

derous mockery  and  turned  hard 
and  brittle.  "Maybe  it's  only  her 

family  she's  loyal  to!" Sally's  breath  caught  raggedly  in 
her  throat,  and  she  shrank  back 

against  her  chair.  She  couldn't  take 
in  the  full  meaning  of  Phil's  taunt — 
not  yet.  She  only  knew  that  it  was 

cruel  and  horrible,  that  he'd  said  it because  he  wanted  to  hurt  her. 

And  of  course  Ernie  was  com- 
pletely at  sea.  He  looked  from  one  of 

them  to  the  other  in  amazement,  and 

then  he  said  loudly,  "Look  here, 
Ruskin — I  don't  know  what  all  this 

is  about,  but  you'd  better  stop  an- 
noying Sally  unless  you  want  a 

punch  in  the  jaw." 
Phil  paid  no  attention.  "How  is 

Oliver?"  he  asked  Sally.  "How's  he getting      (Continued   on  page    80) 



A«*MY      TRUE      STORY" 

■P^''-"  -"■"%:.»J;     rvattf^R^'a::; 

ON'T  do  anything.  Don't  worry 

about  anything!"  Doctor  Petei's had  ordered. 

But  how  can  you  stop  worrying — 
especially  when  you  have  carried  the 
load  I  had  for  seven  years? 

I  turned,  fretfully,  nervously  on  the 
clean,  hot,  white  sands  of  Laguna 
Beach,  easing  the  shoulder-strap 
slightly  off  one  reddened  shoulder. 
Easy  enough  for  the  doctor  to  advise 
complete  relaxation,  but  he  had  no 
concept  of  the  nerves  inside  me  that 
quivered  to  be  on  the  move,  that 
tensed  and  would  not  let  me  relax. 

A  big  breaker  broke  and  foamed  up 
on  the  beach,  curling  around  the  little 
sand  piles  nearly  at  my  feet.  But  I 
barely  heard  the  crash  of  waters  or 

n 



the  mournful  cries  of  the  sea  gulls 
or  the  faraway  voices  of  the  other 
bathers  dotting  the  beach. 
Much  clearer  in  my  ears — though 

he  was  miles  away  in  Los  Angeles — 
was  the  habitual  fussy  scolding  of 
Mr.  Jensen  in  the  bakery  shop  where 
I  worked.  From  habit,  even  now,  I 
caught  myself  listening  for  his  dread 

'Miss  Ballin!  There's  a  customer  up 

front—!" Or  else  I  was  wondering  what  was 
happening  at  home.  Was  Mother  run- 

ning up  bills,  going  on  one  of  her 

"splurges"  in  her  usual  impractical 
fashion? — ^now  that  I  wasn't  there  to 
watch  the  budget?  Were  Jim  and 
John,  the  twins,  in  trouble  again 
with  the  neighbors?  Was  Flick,  my 
pretty,  flighty  sister,  getting  out  of 
hand?  Poor  Dad  had  been  in  a  wheel-' 
chair  these  past  seven  years  and  I 
had  taken  his  place  as  head  of  the 
family.  Was  Flick  too  much  for  him 
to  control? 

'  I  buried  my  head  in  the  sand, 
while  I  tried,  unsuccessfully,  to  blot 
out  all  thoughts  of  Mr.  Jensen — of 
Mother — of  Flick.  My  hair  jerked 
loose  from  its  smooth  net  and  from 
long  habit  I  started  to  train  it  back 
in  its  usual  severe  manner. 

My  back'  was  to  the  ocean  or  I 
might  have  seen  it  coming.  But  there 
was  no  warning.  I  was  helpless  to 
move,  with  my  hands  upraised  to  my 
head — when  the  huge  wave  broke- 

swept  far  up  the  beach — and  my  first 
warning  was  an  icy  drenching,  me, 
blanket  and  all! 

"Oh!  Oh — ^my  shoes — !"  I  grabbed 
for  the  floating  sandals,  scrambling 
gracelessly  to  my  feet,  making  futile 
darts  for  suntan  oil,  sun  glasses, 
candy  bar.  I  jerked  the  blanket,  but 
it  held  fast. 

"Let  go!"  I  yelled  to  the  figure 
lying  prone  on  one  corner  of  it.  The 
wave  receded  quickly,  but  this  man 
— obviously  one  of  the  strong  swim- 

mers who  "ride"  the  breakers  in — 
had  been  left  behind  in  its  wake. 
"Get  off!" 

XTE  TURNED  his  breathless  face 

up   to  me. 
"Hi!"  he  panted.  He  seemed  very 

comfortable,  where  he  was.  "That 
was  a  lulu.  Did  you  see  me  come  in? 
— did  you  see  that  bonny  wave  take 
me  clear  out  from  by  that  raft  and 
carry  me  in  right  up  onto  your 

blanket?" "No,  I  didn't,"  I  said,  crossly.  "Just 
look  at  my  shoes!"  I  held  up  the 
soggy  cloth  sandals.  "And  my  bottle 
of  nail  polish  is  full  of  sand — you 
arid  your  wave!  Get  off  that  blanket 
— it's  all  wet  and  I  want  to  get  into 
the  sun  and  out  of  danger.  There 

may  be  another  one  coming!" He  hoisted  his  long,  lean  frame  up 
slowly.  He  studied  me  gravely,  but 
there  was  laughter  behind  his  sober- 

ness. I  fussed  a  little  under  his  stare, 
remembering  the  disorderly  cloud 
of  my  hair  and  that  my  nose  was 
beginning  to  peel  just  a  little.  It 
was  hard  to  hang  on  to  my  dignity. 

He  took  one  corner  of  the  blanket 
and  flapped  the  sand  off  it  with  a 
quick,  strong  movement  of  his  hand. 
His  red  hair  stood  up  on  end. 

"There's  a  problem  here,  Angus." 
He  pretended  to  be  talking  to  him- 

self. "Can  I  go  off  and  leave  this  girl 

in  her  unhappy  illusion?  It's  plain she  thinks  the  ocean  is  something  to 
look  at  and  the  sand  is  something  to 

curl  up  in  with  a  good  book.  That's a  terrible  state  of  affairs.  Here  she  is 
— a  visitor — and  here  I  am  with  ,my 
duty  staring  me  straight  in  the  face. 

She's  got  to  be  educated." 
I  was  edging  away  from  him  a 

little,  not  sure  what  he  had  in  mind. 
He  was  bundling  my  junk  up  inside 
the  blanket  and  I  wanted  to  stop 

him — but  somehow  I  couldn't. 
"You  see  how  it  is,"  he  told  me, 

with  that  laughter  still  peeping  out 

of  his  eyes,  "I  can't  go  off  and  leave 
you  worrying  about  such  things  as 

wet  blankets  and  such  trifles.  I'm 
going  to  have  to  make  an  ocean 
swimmer  out  of  you."  Before  I  could 
protest  he  had  flung  my  rolled-up 
blanket  behind  a  rock  and  had 

grabbed  my  hand,  pulling  me  behind 
him  toward  the  water. 

I  tried  to  make  him  stop.   Why, 

It    was    so    different,    thLs    whole    exciting    morning 



this — this  was  a  pick-up!  I  heartily 
disapproved  of  them,  even  though — 
having  been  in  Laguna  for  three 
days — I  had  come  to  realize  that 
strangers  here  talked  to  each  other 
without  introduction  and  that  friend- 

ships flowered  here  on  the  beach 
without  any  strings  attached.  But 
not  for  me! — I  tried  to  stop  him,  but 
he  was  too  strong. 

'T'HE  next  moment  we  were  run- 

■'■  ning  through  the  low  shore-line 
water,  bracing  ourselves  as  the  first 
few  gentle  waves  broke  on  against 
our  legs.  I  was  too  busy  now  to  hang 
back.  I  was  too  anxious  to  hold  on. 
Out  on  the  horizon  a  big  billow  was 
shaping  itself  to  sweep  down  the 
beach. 

"Better  try  diving  through  and  un- 
der the  first  few  big  ones!"  he  coun- 

seled. "You'll  get  confidence  that 

way." I  waited  until  just  the  last  mo- 
ment. Then,  when  I  felt  the  quick 

pressure  of  his  hand  on  my  shoulder, 
I  closed  my  eyes  and  dived  through 
the  bottom  of  that  huge,  powerful 
crest  towering  up  above  me. 

"Oh — ^that's  fun!"  I  gasped,  coming 
up  the  other  side.  "There's  nothing 
to  it!" He  grinned,  wiping  the  water  from 

his  lean,  tanned  face.  "It  is  easy, 
that  way.  But  don't  kid  yourself 
about  the  force  of  that  water.  If  you 

stand  up  and  let  it  hit  you  broadside, 

you  can  get  hurt.  It'll  pick  you  up 
and  turn  you  around  and  scrape  you 

on  the  sand — I've  seen  people  get 

hurt  pretty  badly." My  learning  progressed  all 
through  the  morning.  Angus  Howard 
was  a  good  teacher  and  he  seemed 
to  be  enjoying  himself.  I  learned  to 
wait  until  the  wave  was  nearly  on 
top  of  me — ^to  throw  myself  upward 
and  forward — to  kick  like  mad  with 
my  hands  outstretched — and  then 
feel  the  surge  and  power  of  the  wave 
sweep  under  me,  pushing  me  far  up 
on  the  beach. 

That  is,  I  did  it  once.  Most  of  the 
time  I  only  got  a  little  ride,  because 

I  was  still  too  timid.  I  couldn't  judge 
them  as  expertly  as  Angus  did. 

"Lunchtime!"  he  called  out  sud- 

denly. "Let's  try  the  Trader  Inn!" 
I  had  passed  the  Inn  yesterday 

and  I  had  thought  then,  wistfully, 
that  it  looked  an  interesting  place. 
But  not — with  the  crowd  there  who 
seemed  to  know  each  other  so  well — 
definitely  not  the  kind  of  place  a 
lone  girl  would  want  to  try.  Now 
I  was  going  there  with  this  red- 

headed stranger! 
There  were  driftwood  tables  for 

two  in  the  little  cove  the  Trader  Inn 
nestled  into.  Abalone  shells  were 

used  for  ash  trays  and  those  bril- 
liantly-colored, netting-encased  glass 

fishing  balls  the  Japanese  used  and 

which  drifted  clear  across  the  ocean 
to  wash  up  on  our  California 
beaches,  hung  from  the  ceiling  for 
decoration.  Directly  in  front  of  us 
as  we  ate  was  a  smock-clad  artist, 
with  camp-stool  and  easel,  noncha- 

lantly painting  the  ocean  scene,  ob- 
livious to  the  interest  of  passersby. 

It  was  so  different — this  whole,  ex- 
citing morning,  and  now  my  being 

here  with  Angus — so  different  from 
the  lonely  three  days  I  had  already 
spent  that  I  was  dazed.  So  much  so 
that  I  had  forgotten  all  about  my 
hair,  until  after  we  ordered. 

"I  look  a  mess,"  I  apologized  to 
Angus,  as  I  gathered  the  thick  waves 
into  a  neat  bun  at  the  back  of  my 
head. 

He  looked  at  me  for  a  moment, 
critically,  and  then,  with  one  swift, 
gentle  motion  of  his  hand,  he  swept 
the  hairpins  aside,  vmdoing  the  bun, 
and  letting  my  hair  cascade  down 
onto  my  shoulders. 

"I  like  it  better  that  way.  Sue.  You 
look — sweet,  that  way.  Not  like  that 
prim  young  lady  who  bawled  me  out 
this  morning.  And  who  would  prob- 

ably rap  me  over  the  knuckles  if  I 
asked  her  for  a  date  to  go  dancing 

tonight!" 

For  some  strange  reason  my  heart 

began  to  pound.  My  throat  thick- 
ened up  and  I  felt  the  nerves  in  the 

back  of  my  neck  and  shoulders  begin 
to  quiver   (Continued  on  page  68) 

Inside  the  everyday  Sue  there  was  another  girl,  a  girl  who  ran  and 

laughed  in  the  sunlight— who  fell  in  love  with  Angus.   It  was  this  girl  Angus 

wanted,  because  he  was  the  kind  who  would  never  take  second  best 
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the  mournful  cries  of  the  sea  gulls 
or  the  faraway  voices  of  the  other 
bathers  dotting  the  beach. 
Much  clearer  in  my  ears — though 

ho  was  miles  away  in  Los  Angeles — 
was  the  habitual  fussy  scolding  of 
Mr.  Jensen  in  the  bakery  shop  where 
I  worked.  From  habit,  even  now,  I 
caught  myself  listening  for  his  dread 
'*MiRs  Ballin!  There's  a  customer  up 
front—!" 

Or  else  I  was  wondering  what  was 
happening  at  home.  Was  Mother  run- 

ning up  bills,  going  on  one  of  her 
"splurges"  in  lior  usual  impractical 
fashion? — now  that  I  wasn't  there  to 
watch  the  budget?  Wore  Jim  and 
John,  the  twins,  in  trouble  again 
with  the  neighbors?  Was  Flick,  my 
pretty,  flighty  sister,  getting  out  of 
hand?  Poor  Dad  had  been  in  a  wheel-' 
chair  these  past  seven  years  and  I 
had  taken  his  place  as  head  of  the 
family.  Was  Flick  too  much  for  him 
to  control? 

I  buried  my  head  in  the  sand, 
while  I  tried,  unsuccessfully,  to  blot 
out  all  thoughts  of  Mr.  Jensen — of 
Mother— of  Flick.  My  hair  jerked 
loose  from  its  smooth  net  and  from 
long  habit  I  started  lo  train  it  back 
in  its  usual  severe  manner. 
My  back'  was  to  the  ocean  or  I 

might  have  seen  it  coming.  But  there 
was  no  warning.  I  was  helpless  to 
move,  with  my  hands  upraised  to  my 
head — wlien  the  huge  wave  broke — 

swept  far  up  the  beach — and  my  first 
warning  was  an  icy  drenching,  me, 
blanket  and  all! 

"Oh!  Oh — ^my  shoes — !"  I  grabbed 
for  the  floating  sandals,  scrambling 
graceiessly  to  my  feet,  making  futile 
darts  for  santan  oil,  sun  glasses, 
candy  bar.  I  jerked  the  blanket,  but 
it  held  fast. 

"Let  go!"  I  yelled  to  the  figure 
lying  prone  on  one  corner  of  it.  The 
wave  receded  quickly,  but  this  man 
— obviously  one  of  the  strong  swim- 

mers who  "ride"  the  breakers  in — 
had  been  left  behind  in  its  wake. 
"Get  off!" 

ITE  TURNED  his  breathless  face 
up    to   me. 

"Hi!"  he  panted.  He  seemed  very 
comfortable,  where  he  was.  "That 
was  a  lulu.  Did  you  see  me  come  in? 
— did  you  see  that  bonny  wave  take 
me  clear  out  from  by  that  raft  and 
carry  me  in  right  up  onto  your 

blanket?" "No,  I  didn't,"  I  said,  crossly.  "Just 
look  at  my  shoes!"  I  held  up  the 
soggy  cloth  sandals.  "And  my  bottle 
of  nail  polish  is  full  of  sand— you 
and  your  wave!  Get  off  that  blanket 
— it's  ail  wet  and  I  want  to  get  into 
the  sun  and  out  of  danger.  There 

may  be  another  one  coming!" 
He  hoisted  his  long,  lean  frame  up 

slowly.  He  studied  me  gravely,  but 
there  was  laughter  behind  his  sober- 

ness. I  fussed  a  little  under  his  stare, 
remembering  the  disorderly  cloud 
of  my  hair  and  that  my  nose  was 
beginning  to  peel  just  a  little.  It 
was  hard  to  hang  on  to  my  dignity. 

He  took  one  corner  of  the  blanket 
and  flapped  the  sand  off  it  with  a 
quick,  strong  movement  of  his  hand. 
His  red  hair  stood  up  on  end. 

"There's  a  problem  here,  Angus." 
He  pretended  to  be  talking  to  him- 

self. "Can  I  go  off  and  leave  this  girl 
in  her  unhappy  illusion?  It's  plain she  thinks  the  ocean  is  something  to 
look  at  and  the  sand  is  something  to 

cuii  up  in  with  a  good  book.  That's a  terrible  state  of  affairs.  Here  she  is 
— a  visitor — and  here  I  am  with  my 
duty  staring  me  straight  in  the  face. 

She's  got  to  be  educated." I  was  edging  away  from  him  a 
little,  not  sure  what  he  had  in  mind. 
He  was  bundling  my  junk  up  inside 
the  blanket  and  I  wanted  to  stop 

him — but  somehow  I  couldn't. 
"You  see  how  it  is,"  he  told  me, 

with  that  laughter  still  peeping  out 

of  his  eyes,  "I  can't  go  off  and  leave 
you  worrying  about  such  things  as 
wet  blankets  and  such  trifles.  I'm 
going  to  have  to  make  an  ocean 
swimmer  out  of  you."  Before  I  could 
protest  he  had  flung  my  roUed-up 
blanket  behind  a  rock  and  had 
grabbed  my  hand,  pulling  me  behind 
him  toward  the  water. 

I  tried  to  make  him   stop.  Why, 

this— this  was  a  pick-up!  I  heartily 

disapproved  of  them,  even  though — 
having  been  in  Laguna  for  three 
(jays — I  had  come  io  realize  that 
strangers  here  talked  to  each  other 
without  introduction  and  that  friend- 

ships flowered  here  on  the  beach 
without  any  strings  attached.  But 
not  for  me! — I  tried  to  stop  him,  but 

he  was  too  strong. 

'pHE  next  moment  we  were  run- ■'■ning  through  the  low  shore-line 
water,  bracing  ourselves  as  the  first 
few  gentle  waves  broke  on  against 
our  legs.  I  was  too  busy  now  to  hang 
back.  I  was  too  anxious  to  hold  on. 
Out  on  the  horizon  a  big  billow  was 
shaping  itself  to  sweep  down  the 

beach. "Better  try  diving  through  and  un- 
der the  first  few  big  ones!"  he  coun- 

seled. "You'll  get  confidence  that 

way." 

I  waited  until  just  the  last  mo- 
ment. Then,  when  I  felt  the  quick 

pressure  of  his  hand  on  my  shoulder, 
I  closed  my  eyes  and  dived  through 
the  bottom  of  that  huge,  powerful 
crest  towering  up  above  me. "Oh— that's  fun!"  I  gasped,  coming 

up  the  other  side.  "There's  nothing 

to  it!" 

He  grinned,  wiping  the  water  from 
his  lean,  tanned  face.  "It  is  easy 
that  way.  But  don't  kid  yourself about  the  force  of  that  water.  If  you 

stand  up  and  let  it  hit  you  broadside 
you  can  get  hurt.  It'll  pick  you  up and  .turn  you  around  and  scrape  you on  the  sand— I've  seen  people  get 

hurt  pretty  badly."  ^ 

My  learning  progressed  all through  the  morning.  Angus  Howard 
was  a  good  teacher  and  he  seemed 
to  be  enjoying  himself.  I  learned  to wait  until  the  wave  was  nearly  on 
top  of  me— to  throw  myself  upward and  forward— to  kick  like  mad  with 
my  hands  outstretched— and  then feel  the  surge  and  power  of  ,the  wave sweep  under  me,  pushing  me  far  up on  the  beach. 

That  is,  I  did  it  once.  Most  of  the 
time  I  only  got  a  little  ride,  because 
I  was  still  too  timid.  I  couldn't  judge them  as  expertly  as  Angus  did. "Lunchtime!"  he  called  out  sud- 

denly. "Let's  try  the  Trader  Inn!" I  had  passed  the  Inn  yesterday 
and  I  had  thought  then,  wistfully, that  it  looked  an  interesting  place. 
But  not— with  the  crowd  there  who 
seemed  to  know  each  other  so  well   
definitely  not  the  kind  of  place  a 
lone  girl  would  want  to  try.  Now 
I  was  going  there  with  this  red- headed stranger! 

There  were  driftwood  tables  for 
two  in  the  little  cove  the  Trader  Inn 
nestled  into.  Abalone  shells  were 
used  for  ash  trays  and  those  bril- 

liantly-colored, netting-encased  glass 
fishing  balls  the  Japanese  used  and 

which  drifted  clear  across  the  ocean 
to  wash  up  on  our  California beaches,  hung  from  the  ceiling  for decoration.  Directly  in  front  of  us 
as  we  ate  was  a  smock-clad  artist with  camp-stool  and  easel,  noncha- 

lantly painting  the  ocean  scene  ob- livious to  the  interest  of  passersby. 
It  was  so  different— this  whole  ex- citing morning,  and  now  my  being 

here  with  Angus— so  different  from 
the  lonely  three  days  I  had  already 
spent  that  I  was  dazed.  So  much  so 
that  I  had  forgotten  all  about  my hair,  until  after  wo  ordered. 

"I  look  a  mess,"  I  apologized  to 
Angus,  as  I  gathered  the  t/hick  waves into  a  neat  bun  at  the  back  of  my 
head. 

He  looked  at  me  for  a  moment, 
critically,  and  then,  with  one  swift, 
gentle  motion  of  his  hand,  he  swept 
the  hairpins  aside,  undoing  the  bun, 
and  letting  my  hair  cascade  down 
onto  my  shoulders. 

"I  like  it  better  that  way,  Sue.  You 
look— sweet,  that  way.  Not  like  that 

prim  young  lady  who  bawled  me  out 
this  morning.  And  who  would  prob- 

ably rap  me  over  the  knuckles  if  I 
asked  her  for  a  date  to  go  dancing 

tonight!" 

For  some  strange  reason  my  heart 

began  to  pound.  My  throat  thick- 
ened up  and  I  felt  the  nerves  in  the 

back  of  my  neck  and  shoulders  begin 
to  quiver   (Continued  on  page  68) 

Inside  the  everyday  Sue  there  was  another  girl,  a  girl  who  ran  and 

laughed  in  the  sunlight — who  fell  in  love  with  Angus.   It  was  this  girl  Angus 

wanted,  because  he  was  the  kind  who  would  never  take  second  best 

■■'■^i^ 



This   hour-long   breakfast   time 

show  has  been  starting  the  coast- 

to-coast  day  right  for  many  years 

Sam   Cowling's   Almanac   offers   wisdom 
for  those  not  laughinjg  too  hard  to  hear  it. 

Music  winds  in  and  out  and  around  the  rest  of  the  program, 
some  of  it  provided  by  the  rhythm  quartet  called  the  Vagabonds. 

Cruising   Crooner   Owens    finds    a    dream 
girl  of  any  age,  sings  tenderly  to  her  alone. 

CPONTANEOUS  as  the  first  spring 

flower,  always  funny  and  fre- 
quently rising  to  great  heights  of 

wit,  ABC's  thirteen-year-old  Break- fast Club  comes  on  morning,  after 
morning  in  the  same  format,  more 
or  less.  But  because  it  is  largely 
unrehearsed  (those  portions  of  it 
involving  the  studio  audience  are 

completely  unrehearsed)  there  is  al- ways room  for  some  bit  of  madness, 
some  wild  surprising  gaiety  which 
m.c.  Don  McNeill  culls  from  the 

always-enthusiastic  studio  audience 
or  makes  up  as  he  goes  along,  out 
of  whatever  happens  to  catch  his 
fancy. 

Don  McNeill  started  his  radio 

career  as  an  announcer,  but  he's  been an  m.c.  for,  by  his  own  figures, 

around  4,400  microphone  hours.  He's never  late,  seldom  absent,  and  has 
taken  only  brief  vacations,  and  still 
his  adlibbing  has  a  freshness  and 
liveliness  that  less  experienced m.c.'s  envy. 

Aunt  Fanny  was  born  by  accident, 
one  day  in  a  Waterloo,  Iowa  radio 
station,  when  singer  Fran  Allison 
was  called  on  to  say  a  few  words 

between  songs.  She  is  now  a  com- 
posite of  so  many  loway  ladies  re- 

membered by  Fran  from  her  grow- 

ing-up  days  out  there  that  Fran's mother  is  in  a  perpetual  dither  for 
fear  one  of  her  friends  is  going  to 

recognize  herself  in  one  of  Aunt 

Fanny's  outrageous  caricatures.  But 
so  far  it  hasn't  happened. 

Sam  Cowling  is  from  Indiana.  Be- 
fore he  thought  up  his  Fiction  and 

Fact  Almanac  he  sang  tenor  with  a 

trio,  but  now  most  of  his  creative 

effort  goes  into  manufacturing  lop- 
sided  wisdom   for   the   Almanac. 



DON  McNeill,  Hie  Breakfast  Club's  Master  of  Ceremonies,  runs  through  his  hour-long  program  day  after 
day    without    benefit    of    script-writers,    manufacturing  dialogue  as  he  goes  along  out  of  whatever  happens  to  strike 

his  fancy.    He  can  do  this  not  only  because  he's  been  doing  it  for  years,  and  not  only  because  the  rest   of 
the  Club's   cast   cooperates   so   enthusiastically,   but   because  he  has  a  large  measure  of  that  special  talent,  indis- 

pensable to  m.c.'s,  of  setting  his  unrehearsed  audience    guests    completely    at    ease    before    the    mike.     The 
Breakfast  Club's  kind  of  fun  is  friendly,  unpretentious — the  let's-all-join-in  kind  that  everyone  enjoys.    The  Break- 

fast Club  is  heard   every  Monday  through   Saturday  morning  at  8  PDT.  8  MDT,  8  CDT,  9  EDT,  over  ABC. 





I 
This  hour-long  breakfast  lime 

show  has  been  starting  the  coast- 

to-coast  day  right  for  many  years 

Sam   CowIinitV   Alninnoc   ofTcrin   wisdom 
for  ihoHO  iiol  IniigliinK  too  hard  lo  hear  it. 

Music  winds  in  and  out  nnd  around  the  rcsl  of  Ihe  program, 
dome  of  it  urovidrd  l»y  the  rhythm  quartet  called  the  Vagabonds, 

Crnl^in,    Crooner   Owens    finds    a    dream 
Rirl  of  any  age,  «ngs  tenderly  to  her  alone 

gPONTANEOUS  as  the  first  spring 
flower,  always  funny  and  fre- 

quently rising  to  great  heights  of 
wit,  ABC's  thirteen-year-old  Break- 

fast Club  comes  on  morning  after 
morning  in  the  same  format,  more 
or  less.  But  because  it  is  largely 
unrehearsed  (those  portions  of  it 
involving  the  studio  audience  are 
completely  unrehearsed)  there  is  al- 

ways room  for  some  bit  of  madness, 
some  wild  surprising  gaiety  which 
m.c.  Don  McNeill  culls  from  the 
always-enthusiastic  studio  audience 
or  makes  up  as  he  goes  along,  out 
of  whatever  happens  to  catch  his 
fancy. 

Don  McNeill  started  his  radio 
career  as  an  announcer,  but  he's  been 
an  m.c.  for,  by  his  own  figures, 

around  4,400  microphone  hours.  He's 
never  late,  seldom  absent,  and  has 
taken  only  brief  vacations,  and  still 
his  adlibbing  has  a  freshness  and 
liveliness  that  less  experienced m.c.'s  envy. 

Avmt  Fanny  was  born  by  accident, 
one  day  in  a  Waterloo,  Iowa  radio 
station,  when  singer  Fran  Allison 
was  called  on  to  say  a  few  words 
between  songs.  She  is  now  a  com- 

posite of  so  many  loway  ladies  re- 
membered by  Fran  from  her  grow- 

ing-up  days  out  there  that  Fran's 
mother  is  in  a  perpetual  dither  for 
fear  one  of  her  friends  is  going  to 
recognize  herself  in  one  of  Aunt 
Fanny's  outrageous  caricatures.  But 
so  far  it  hasn't  happened. 

Sam  Cowling  is  from  Indiana.  Be- 
fore he  thought  up  his  Fiction  and 

Fact  Almanac  he  sang  tenor  with  a 
trio,  but  now  most  of  his  creative 
effort  goes  into  manufacturing  lop- 

sided  wisdom   for   the   Almanac. 
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During  the  Breakfast   Qub's   second   quarter   hour  there   is no  clowning.    This  is  when  the  studio  audience,  the  cast,  and  many 
listeners  at  home  bow  their  heads  in  prayer.      A  hymn  of  the 

day,  chosen  from  among  favorite  hymns  of  all  religions,  foUows. 

Jack  Owens  has  been  the  screen 
singing  voice  of  many  a  Hollywood 
star.  And  to  his  composiyg  credit 
there's  a  long  list  of  smash-hit  songs: 
"Louisiana  Lullaby",  "I  Dood  It", 
"The  Hut-Sut  Song".  He's  been  the 
Cruising  Crooner  since  1944,  but  he 
still  writes  a  song  a  week. 

Ilene  Woods,  only  nineteen,  be- 
came a  singer  in  spite  of  the  strenu- 

ous efforts  of  her  mother,  a  profes- 
sional singer,  to  steer  her  along  other 

paths.  Ilene  came  to  the  Breakfast 
Club  via  several  ABC  programs  and 
a  bond   tour  with  Paul  Whiteman. 

Nancy  Martin,  who  was  voted  the 
Best  Woman  Singer  of  Popular  Songs 
a  while  ago  in  a  radio-listener  poll, 
does  a  lot  of  things  besides  singing. 

She's  a  wife,  a  swimmer,  and  a  writer 
of  poetry,  fiction  and  songs,  several 
of  which  have  been  published. 

Aunt    Fanny,    played    by    ra- 
dio   actress    Fran    Allison,    makes 
herself    generally    useful 

in   the   program's   fun   department. 
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Some  days  the  romantic  music 
is    sung    by    pretty    Dene    Woods — 

Aunt  Fanny  and  Sam  Cowling 

produce   some   of   the   show's   most hilarious    moments,     full     of 
country-style    words    and    music. 

— And    some    days    the    songs 
are    sung    by   pretty   Nancy    Martin. 

Around  the  studio  breakfast  table  go  the  marchers,  and  around  their  own   tables  at  home  go  many  listeners! 
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Ralph  Locke  plays  Papa  David  in 
Life  Can  Be  Beautiful,  written 
by    Carl    Bixby    and    Don    Becker. 

t-eri 

RaJio     Wlr.o.    Off. 

one  hundred  dollars 

each  month  for  your 

oLiPe    K^an    vSe    v^eautif-ul    cJLelt 
erS 

Have  you  sent  in  your  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
letter  yet?  For  the  letter  Papa  David  considers 
best  each  month,  RADIO  MIRROR  will  pay 
one  hundred  dollars.  For  each  of  the  other  letters 
received  during  the  month  which  we  have  space 
enough  to  print,  RADIO  MIRROR  Magazine  will 
pay  fifteen  dollars.  Address  your  letters  to  Papa 
David,  care  of  RADIO  MIRROR  Magazine,  205 
East  42nd  Street^  New  York  17,  New  York. 

IF  you  have  faith  that  a  good  life  is  within  the 
grasp  of  anyone  who  wants  it,  then  your  Life 
Can  Be  Beautiful.  This  does  not  mean  that 
an  existence  free  of  any  hardships  or  unhap- 

piness  can  be  had  at  wUI,  only  that  beauty  dwells 
in  unexpected  places — unexpected  situations,  and 
it  is  up  to  each  one  of  us  to  seek  it  out.  As  a 

wise  poet  once  said,  "Beauty  and  truth  are 
worthy  to  be  sought." And  when  troubles  come,  as  come  they  do  to 

all  of  us,  don't  give  way  to  despair.  More  often 
than  most  people  realize,  the  compensation  of 
suffering  is  that  it  brings  us  to  a  greater  appre- 

ciation of  our  blessings. 

O  beautiful  in  this  living  that  passes  like the  foam, 

It  is  to  go  with  sorrow,  yet  come  with 
beauty  home. 

Hardly  a  day  passes  that  I  don't  find  proof  of this  in  my  own  life  or  the  lives  of  my  friends 
and  neighbors.  I  was  discussing  it  with  the 
tobacconist  from  around  the  corner  quite  re- 

cently. He  is  a  widower,  whose  daughter  Har- 
riet, an  unusually  gifted  girl  who  had  been  given 

every  possible  advantage  of  education,  became 
blind  about  a  year  ago.  After  much  suffering 
and  illness,  a  series  of  successful  operations  re- 

stored ber  sight.  And  now  Harriet  is  glad  of 
the  experience! 

"All  my  life  I  will  be  more  thankful,  more 
grateful  for  the  precious  gift  of  sight  because 

I  was  once  without  it,"  she  told  her  father.  "All my  life  I  will  have  more  sympathy  and  more 
understanding  for  the  blind  because  I  know 

what  it  is  like  to  be  blind." 
I  was  filled  with  thankfulness  when  the  tohac- 

conist  repeated  these  words — ^the  thankfulness  I 
always  experience  when  hearing  that  one  more 
person  has  learned  the  joyous  secret — Life  Can 
Be  Beautiful.  It  is  the  same  thankfulness  I  feel 
at  the  deluge  of  inspiring  letters  which  you  have 
sent  to  me — letters  that  are  a  tribute  to  the 
philosophy  of  life  which  is  the  moving  spirit  of 
our  radio  program.  I  only  wish  We  could  print 
them  all,  but,  since  that  is  impossible,  here  are 
the  ones  selected  as  the  most  fitting  testimonials 
that  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful. 

This  first  one,  from  a  young  woman,  I  have 
chosen  as  the  best  letter  sent  by  a  reader  this 

month,  and  to  the  writer  of  it  goes  Radio  Mirror's 
check  for  $100.00 — and  gratitude  from  all  of  us 
for  sharing  her  experience  with  us. 



_^   Wbe  Oi: 

Dear  Papa  David: 

When  I  was  twenty-two  months  of  age,  I  was 
a  victim  of  that  dreaded  child  disease  infantile 

paralysis  which  left  me  with  a  shortened  leg  and 

a  badly  twisted  right  foot.  I  was  unable  to  walk 
until  I  was  almost  nine  years  old;  by  that  time 

I  was  very  self-conscious  about  my  affliction.  I 
hated  the  thought  of  starting  to  school.  I  shunned 

the  other  children  and  only  watched  when  they 

played,  although  they  asked  me  to  join  in. 
One  day  our  teacher,  to  whom  I  think  I  owe 

more  than  anyone  else,  announced  that  our  room 

was  to  put  on  a  forty-five  minute  program  at 
the  high  school.  I  could  hardly  believe  my  ears 

when  Mrs.  Thomas  said  that. she  was  giving  me 

the  leading  part  in  the  play.  I  begged  her  not  to, 
but  to  no  avail. 

One  day  she  asked  me  to  remain  in  at  recess. 
It  was  then  she  made  me  tell  her  the  reason  I 

did  not  want  to  be  in  the  play.  Through  burning 

tears  I  told  her  how  I  felt  about  my  twisted  foot. 

She  patted  my  head  and  spoke  so  tenderly. 

"Honey,  you  are  going  to  be  in  our  play  and  no 

one  will  even  know  you  are  a  cripple."  She  left 
the  room  and  soon  returned  with  a  large  box. 

She  soon  had  me  dressed  in  a  long  hoop  skirt, 

a  black  blouse  and  a  grey  wig  complete  with 
black  rim  specs.  It  was  then  I  learned  I  was 

to  play  the  part  of  a  typical  "old  maid"  school 
teacher. 

Two  weeks  later  our  play  was  presented  with 
huge  success.  When  I  left  the  stage  Mrs.  Thomas 

was  waiting  for  me.  "Darling,  you  were  won- 
derful," she  exclaimed,  and  to  prove  she  really 

meant  it,  before  that  term  of  school  was  out  she 

had  put  me  in  nine  forty-five  minute  programs. 
Almost-  unnoticed  by  me  she  managed  to  dress 

me  each  time  in  the  first  five  plays  so  that  no 
one  would  know  I  was  a  cripple.  But  the  last 

four  I  played  my  part  in  very  short  little  girl 

dresses.  I  pleaded  with  her  not  to  put  me  in 

those  roles  but  she  only  smiled  and  said,  "Honey, 
you  have  been  my  very  best  little  actress  and 

you  won't  let  me  down  now,  will  you?" 
It  was  then  and  there  I  made  up  my  mind  I 

would  never  let  her  down,  and  I  didn't.  I  went 
on  the  stage  as  any  other  child  and  played  my 

part. 

I  finished  school  at  the  age  of  sixteen,  went 

to  the  city  and  took  a  good  job.  In  less  than  a 

year  I  met  and  married  the  best  man  in  the 
world  I  think.  We  have  a  darling  baby  girl 

and  a  lovely  little  home. 

If  it  had  not  been  for  my  teacher  I  don't  feel 
I  would  ever  have  the  happiness  I  enjoy  today. 

Mrs.  T.  L.  R. 

And  here  are  other  letters,  each  of  them  a 
lesson  in  life.  To  the  writers  of  each  of  these. 
Radio  Mirror  has  mailed  fifteen-dollar   chedks. 

J^etn  ̂ r Wak 
Dear  Papa  David: 

For  six  years  I  let  a  "sorry  complex"  nag  my 
life.  My  first  memory  "was  the  day  on  which 
my  teen-age  husband  was  drowned.  I  felt  I  was 
bearing  all  the  grief  of  the  world.  Later  when 

my  son  was  born,  my  joy  was  over-shadowed  by 
my  feeling  of  utter  loneliness  and  I  cursed  the 
fate  that  placed  me  alone  to  raise  my  child.  I 

had  plenty  to  look  ahead  to,  but  I  preferred  to 
look  back. 

A  year  later  my  Dad  was  captured  as  a 
civilian  worker  on  Wake,  and  for  two  years  we 

were  doubtful  whether   {ComtivAied.  on  page  56) 

ea  to  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful  daUy  at  10  A.lM[.,PDT,  lllV.M.,  MDT,  12CDT,  and  1  P.M.,  EDT,  over  CBS. 





Kiilph  Lnrkr  plovs  P»|ia  David  ... 
Mfr  (lull  Bo  Iti-niitifiil,  wrilleii 
l>y    CnrI    llixliy    nnil    Don     llofk.T. 

kUo     7lUor    Off,.,.s 
one  hundri-d  dollars 

Piirli  nioiilli  for  jour 

"^/r    C„„    R,   EcaulifJ  J^cllors 

Have  you  sent  in  your  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful letter  yet?  For  the  letter  Papa  David  considers 
best  each  month.  RAIMO  MIRROR  will  pay one  hutjdred  doUar.s.  For  each  of  the  other  letters received  durinjs  the  month  which  we  have  space enough  to  pr.nt.  RADIO  MIRROR  Magazine  will 
pay  fifteen  dollars.  Address  your  letters  to  Papa 
P.J'ls'^'^e"'  "^^^^'O  MIRROR  Magazine,  205 EMt  42nd  Street.  New  York   17,  New  York 

IF  you  have  faith  that  a  gooii  !t/e  is  within  the 
grasp  of  anyone  who  wants  it,  then  your  Life 
Can  Be  Beautiful.  This  does  not  mean  that 
an  exisience  free  of  an.v  hardships  or  unhap- 

piness  can  be  had  at  wUl,  only  that  beauty  dwells 
in  unexpected  places — unexpected  situations,  and 
it  is  up  to  each  one  of  us  to  seek  it  out.  As  a 

wise  poet  once  said,  "Beauty  and  truth  are 

worthy  to  be  sought." And  when  troubles  come,  as  come  they  do  to 

all  of  us,  don't  give  way  to  despair.  More  often 
than  most  people  realize,  the  compensation  of 
suiTering  is  that  it  brings  us  to  a  greater  appre- 

ciation of  our  blessings. 

O  beautiful  in  this  living  that  passes  like the  foam, 

It  is  to  go  with   sorrow,   yet   come  with 
beauty  home. 

Hardly  a  day  passes  that  I  don't  find  proof  of 
this  m  my  own  life  or  the  lives  of  my  friends 
and  neighbors.  I  was  discussing  it  with  the 
tobacconist  from  arotmd  the  corner  quite  re- 

cently. He  is  a  widower,  whose  daughter  Har- 
riet, an  unusually  gifted  girl  who  had  been  given 

every  possible  advantage  of  education,  became 
bllno  about  a  year  ago.  After  much  suffering 
and  illness,  a  series  of  successful  operations  re- 

stored her  sight.  And  now  Harriet  is  glad  of the  experience! 

"AU  my  life  I  will  be  more  thankful,  more pateful  for  the  precious  gift  of  sight  because 
I  was  once  without  it,"  she  told  her  father.  "All my  life  I  wdl  have  more  sympathy  and  more understanding  for  the  blind  because  I  know 
what  it  is  like  to  be  blind." 

I  was  filled  with  thankfuhiess  when  the  tobac- 
conist repealed  these  words— the  thankfuhiess  I 

always  experience  when  hearing  that  one  more 
person  has  learned  the  joyous  secret— Li/e  Can Be  Beautiful.  It  is  the  same  thankfuhiess  I  feel 
at  the  deluge  of  mspiring  letters  which  you  have sent  to  m<---letters  that  are  a  tribute  to  the 
philosophy  of  life  which  is  the  moving  spirit  of 
our  radio  program.  I  only  wish  we  could  print them  all,  but,  smce  that  is  impossible,  here  are he  ones  selected  as  the  most  fitting  testimonials that  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful. 
This  first  one,  from  a  young  woman,  I  have 

chosen  as  the  best  letter  sent  by  a  reader  this 
month,  and  to  the  writer  of  it  goes  Radio  Mirror's cheek  for  $100.00-and  graUtude  from  all  of  us lor  sharmg  her  experience  with  us. 
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Dear  Papa  David: 

When  I  was  twenty-two  months  of  age,  I  was 
a  victim  of  that  dreaded  child  disease  infantile 
paralysis  which  left  me  with  a  shortened  leg  and 
a  badly  twisted  right  foot.  I  was  unable  to  walk 
until  I  was  almost  nine  years  old;  by  that  time 
1  was  very  self-conscious  about  my  afBiction.  I 
hated  the  thought  of  starting  to  school.  I  shunned 
the  other  children  and  only  watched  when  they 
played,  although  they  asked  me  to  join  in. 
One  day  our  teacher,  to  whom  I  think  I  owe 

more  than  anyone  else,  announced  that  our  room 
was  to  put  on  a  forty-five  minute  program  at 
the  high  school.  I  could  hardly  believe  my  ears 
when  Mrs.  Thomas  said  that. she  was  giving  me 
the  leading  part  in  the  play.  I  begged  her  not  to, 
out  to  no  avail. 

One  day  she  asked  me  to  remain  in  at  recess. 
It  was  then  she  made  me  tell  her  the  reason  I 
did  not  want  to  be  in  the  play.  Through  burning 
tears  I  told  her  how  I  felt  about  my  twisted  fool. 
She  patted  my  head  and  spoke  so  tenderly. 
'  Honey,  you  are  going  to  be  in  our  play  and  no one  will  even  know  you  are  a  cripple."  She  left 
me  room  and  soon  returned  with  a  large  box. 
She  soon  had  me  dressed  in  a  long  hoop  skirt, 
a  black  blouse  and  a  grey  wig  complete  with 
Wack  rim  specs.  It  was  then  I  learned  I  was 

0  play  the  part  of  a  typical  "old  maid"  school 

teacher. 

Two  weeks  later  our  play  was  presented  with 
nuge  success.  When  I  left  the  stage  Mrs.  Thomas 
«M  waiting  for  me.  "Darling,  you  were  won- 
="ul,"  she  exclaimed,  and  to  prove  she  really 

Tad""  "'  '"^'""^  *^'  '^'■'"  "^  ̂^°°^  ̂ ^  °"'  ̂''^ put  me  in  nine  forty-five  minute  programs. 
most  unnoticed  by  me  she  managed  to  dress 

^  5  each  time  in  the  first  five  plays  so  that  no 

fo"u  T"'"*  ''"°"  '  ""^  "  cripple.   But  the  last "■■      played  my  part  in  very  short  little  girl 
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dresses.  I  pleaded  with  her  not  to  put  me  in 

those  roles  but  she  only  smiled  and  said,  "Honey, 
you  have  been  my  very  best  little  actress  and 

you  won't  let  me  down  now,  will  you?" 
It  was  then  and  there  I  made  up  my  mmd  I 

would  never  let  her  down,  and  I  didn't.  I  went 
on  the  stage  as  any  other  child  and  played  my 

part. 

I  finished  school  at  the  age  of  sixteen,  went 

to  the  city  and  took  a  good  job.  In  less  than  a 

year  I  met  and  married  the  best  man  in  the 

world  I  think'.  We  have  a  darling  baby  girl 
and  a  lovely  little  home. 

If  it  had  not  been  for  my  teacher  I  don't  feel 
I  would  ever  have  the  happiness  I  enjoy  today. 

Mrs.  T.  L.  R. 

And  here  are  other  letters,  each  of  them  a 
lesson  in  life.  To  the  writers  of  each  of  these. 
Radio  Mirror  has  mailed  Hfteen-dollar  chedts. 

J4eip  ̂ font    UUitnin 
Dear  Papa  David: 

For  six  years  I  let  a  "sorry  complex"  nag  my 
life.  My  first  memory  was  the  day  on  which 

my  teen-age  husband  was  drowned.  I  felt  I  was 

hearing  all  the  grief  of  the  world.  Later  when 

my  son  was  bom,  my  joy  was  over-shadowed  by 
my  feeling  of  utter  loneliness  and  I  cursed  the 
fate  that  placed  me  alone  to  raise  my  child.  I 

had  plenty  to  look  ahead  to,  but  I  preferred  to 

look  back. 
A  year  later  my  Dad  was  captured  as  a 

civilian  worker  on  Wake,  and  for  two  years  we 

were  doubtful  whether  (Continued  on  page  56) 
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Solid  goodness — that's  what  you  buy  from 
your  frozen  food  dealer.    He  has  everything  that 
you  need  for  a  meal,  from  start  to  finish. 

SUMMER  wouldn't  be  summer  without  fried chicken,  but  there  are  sultry  days  when  the  labor 
of  cleaning  and  disjointing  the  bird  does  detract 

from  its  appeal.  That  is  why  the  return  to  our  markets 
of  quick  frozen  fryers  is  such  good  news,  for  the  frozen 
fowl  is  beautifully  cleaned  and  singed  and  is  cut  to 
provide  eight  generous  portions.  For  dinner  in  a  hurry, 
for  dinner  with  a  minimum  of  time  spent  in  the  warmth 
of  the  kitchen,  and  for  dinner  which  your  family  will 
call  the  best  ever,  serve  Fried  Chicken  Southern  Style 
or  Buttermilk  Fried  Chicken  and 
as  an  accompaniment  to  either 
one,  try  creamed  peas  or  sour 
cream  succotash. 

Fried  Chicken, 
Southern    Style 

1  quick     frozen     frying     chickeii 
(about  2  lbs.) 

I'cup  flour 
1  tsp.  salt 

14  tsp.  pepper 
Shortening 

Thaw  chicken  enough  to  sep- 
arate pieces.    Roll  in  flour  sea- 
soned with  salt  and  pepper.  Heat 

KATE   SMITH 
RADIO     MIRROR 
FOOD    COUNSELOR 

Listen  to  Kate  Snuth's 
daily  talks  at  noon 
and  her  Friday  night 
Variety  Show,  heard 
on  CBS,   8:30   EDT. 

sizzling  hot  about  %  inch  shortening  in  heavy  skillet. 
Place  chicken  in  fat  and  fry  slowly  25  to  30  minutes, 
or  until  tender,  turning  to  brown  delicately  on  both 
sides.  Arrange  on  hot  platter.  Garnish  with  halved 
orange  slices  and  water  cress. 

Buttermilk  Fried  Chicken 

Follow  directions  for  fried  chicken  southern  style, 
but  after  thawing  dip  chicken  into  buttermilk  before 
rolling  in  flour. 

Creamed  Peas 

1 
4 
2 
3 

1% 

(10  oz.)  package  quick-frozen  peas tbls.  shortening 
tbls.  minced  onion 
tbls.  flour 

cups  milk %  cup  vegetable  liquor  or  vegetable  liquor  and  milk 
Salt  and  pepper  to  taste 

Cook  peas  according  to  directions  on  the  box.  While 
they  are  cooking,  saute  onion  in  shortening  until  tender 
and  golden.  Add  flour  and  stir  to  a  paste.  Add  milk 
gradually,  stirring  constantly.  Cook  gently  2  minutes, 
or  until  thickened,  stirring  constantly.  Measure  liquor 
drained  from  cooked  vegetables,  adding  milk,  if  neces- 

sary, to  make  up  the  amount.  Add  to  white  sauce  and 
blend.  Season  with  salt  and  pepper.  Mix  lightly  with 
drained  peas.    Serve  hot. 

Sour  Cream  Succotash 

1  pkge.  quick  frozen  string  beans 
1  pkge.  quick  frozen  corn 1  tbls.  shortening 
4  tbls.  minced  onion 
1  tbls.  flour 

Vz  cup  vegetable  liquor 
%  cup  sour  creann Salt  and  pepper  to  taste 
Combine  corn  and  beans  and  cook  as  directed  on 

package.  While  they  are  cooking  saute  onion  in  shorten- 
ing until  clear  and  golden.  Add  flour  and  stir  to  a  paste. 

Add  %  cup  liquor  from  corn  and  beans  and  cook, 
stirring  constantly,  until  well  blended,  about  2  minutes. 
Remove  from  fire  and  stir  in  sour  cream.  Add  salt 
and  pepper  to  taste.  Combine  sour  cream  mixture  with 
cooked  corn  and  beans,  heat  piping  hot  and  serve 
at  once. 
Another  quick  frozen  treat  is  chicken  a  la  king,  and 

I   am   putting   it    on   my   list   of   favorites   not   only 

because  it  is  delicious,  but  be- 
cause  it    can   be   served   in   so 

many  ways.   For  instance: 
Bake  a  corn  meal  short  cake, 

a  large  one  or  sriiall  individual 
cakes,  using  a  prepared  corn 
muffin  mix.  Fill  and  top  with 
piping  hot  chicken  a  la  king. 

Stir  up  a  batch  of  corn  meal 
waffles  and  top  them  with 
chicken  a  la  king. 

Make  a  ring  of  cooked  rice 
or  noodles,  fill  the  center  with 
chicken  a  la  king  and  all  plates 
will  be  passed  back  for  more. 
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Eaitern  Daylight  Time 

CBS:  Country  Journal 
ABC:  Earl  Wilde,  pianist 

MBS:  Young  People's  Church ABC:  White  Rabbit  Line 

CBS:  Renfrew  Valley  Folks 
NBC:  Story  to  Order 
NBC:  NBC  String  Trio 
MBS:  Voice  of  Prophecy 
CBS:  Choir  Practice 
CBS:  Church  of  the  Air 
ABC:  Message  of  Israel 
NBC:  Highlights  of  the  Bible 
MBS:  Radio  Bible  Class 
CBS:  Church  of  the  Air 
ABC:  Southernaires 
NBC:  Circle  Arrow  Show 
MBS:  Chaplain  Jim 
NBC:  Eternal  Light 
MBS:  Pro  Arte  Quartet 
CBS:  Wings  Over  Jordan 
ABC:  Hour  of  Faith 
CBS:  Salt  Lake  City  Tabernacle 

Choir 
MBS:  Reviewing  Stand 

NBC:  Solitaire  Time,  Warde  Dono- 
van 

MBS:  Pilgrim  Hour 
CBS:  Invitation  to  Learning 
NBC:  NBC  Concert  Orchestra 
MBS:  Lutheran  Hour 

ABC:  String  Orchestra 
ABC:  Cliff  Edwards 
CBS:  People's  Platform 
NBC:  Voice  of  the  Dairy  Farmer 

NBC:  America  United  < 
ABC:  Orson  Welles 
MBS:  Ilka  Chase 
CBS:  Time  for  Reason 
ABC:  Sammy  Kaye's  Orchestra 
NBC:  Chicago  Round  Table 
MBS:  Sweetheart  Time 
NBC:  Harvest  of  Stars 
MBS:  Songs  Along  the  Trail 
ABC:  Warriors  of  Peace 
CBS:  Reader's  Digest 
ABC:  Dorothy  Claire,  songs 
NBC:  John  Charles  Thomas 
ABC:  National  Vespers 
ABC:  Bill  Cunningham,  news 
MBS:  The  World  Tomorrow 

MBS:  Open  House 
CBS:  Columbia  Broadcasting  Sym- 

phony 
NBC:  Carmen  Cavallaro 
ABC:  Galen  Drake 

ABC:  A  Present  From  Hollywood 
NBC:  One  Man's  Family 
MBS:  Vera  Holly,  songs 
ABC:  Johnny  Thompson  and  llena 

Woods 

CBS:  Columbia  Workshop 
NBC:  The  National  Hour 
ABC:  .Stump  the  Authors 
MBS:  Murder  Is  My  Hobby 
CBS:  The  Electric  Hour 
NBC:  Frank  Black,  Robert  Merrill 
ABC:  Right  Down  Your  Alley 
MBS:  True  Detective  Mysteries 
NBC:  NBC  Symphony 
CBS:  The  Family  Hour 
ABC:  Darts  for  Dough 
MBS:  The  Shadow 
MBS:  Quick  as  a  Flash 
CBS:  Gene  Autry 
ABC:  David  Harding,  Counterspy 
CBS:  William  L.  Shirer 
CBS:  Silver  Theatre 
ABC:  Stairway  to  the  Stars 
MBS:  Those  Websters 
NBC:  Catholic  Hour 
ABC:  Phil  Davis 

MBS:  Let's  Go  to  the  Opera 
NBC:  Frank  Morgan 
CBS:  Gene  Autry 
MBS:  Star  Show 
ABC:  The  Quiz  Kids 
NBC:  Fitch  Bandwagon 
CBS:  Blondie 

NBC:  Alec  Templeton 
MBS:  Mediation  Board 
ABC:  Ford  Hour 

MBS:  Don't  Be  a  Sucker 
CBS:  Crime  Doctor 
NBC:  Tommy  Dorsey 
CBS:  Ned  Calmer 
CBS:  Meet  Corliss  Archer 
MBS:  Exploring  the  Unknown 
ABC:  Walter  Winchell 
NBC:  Manhattan   Merry-Go-Round 
ABC:  Louella  Parson's  Show 
CBS:  Texaco  Star  Theater,  James Melton 
ABC:  Former  Mayor  LaGuardia 
MBS:  Double  or  Nothing 
NBC:  American  Album  of  Familiar Music 
ABC:  Jimmie  Fidler 
MBS:  Dorothy  Tho>npson 
CBS:  Take  It  or  Leave  It 
ABC:  Mystery  Hour 
NBC:  Hour  of  Charm 
MBS:  Freedom  of  Opportunity 
NBC:  Meet  Me  at  Parky's 
CBS:  We  the  People 
MBS:  Serenade  for  Strings 
CBS:  Bill  Costello 
ABC:  Orson  Welles 
NBC:  Pacific  Story 

NEVER       WASTES M   E 

Alfred  Drake,  who's  holding  down  the 
singing  m.  c.  job  on  the  summer  edition  of 
the  Ford  Sunday  Evening  Hour  (ABC, 
8  P.  M.  EDT)  almost  became  an  opera 

singer.  He  and  his  'brother  both  entered 
the  Metropolitan  Auditions  of  the  Air  con- 

test together.  Alfred's  brother  won  the 
contest.  You  hear  him,  now,  as  Arthur 
Kent,  of  the  Metropolitan  Opera  Company. 

Alfred.  Drake  didn't  lose  any  time  weep- 
ing over  his  disappointment,  however.  He 

went  after  Broadway  musical  work  and 
radio  and  wound  up  as  the  singing  lead  in 

the  now  almost  legendary  musical,  "Okla- 

homa." 

Alfred  and  Arthur  both  started  out  in 
Brooklyn  with  the  patronym  Cappura. 
They  both  showed  their  talent  for  singing 
quite  early.  And  they  both  started  their 
careers  very  early,  singing  in  the  churches 
in  their  neighborhood — for  pay,  which  they 
were  glad  to  get  because  it  helped  to  pay 
for  their  singing  lessons.  They  changed 
their  names,  because  after  a  while  they  fell 
into  the  hands  of  an  enterprising  agent, 
who  insisted  that  they  must  have  an  Amer- 

ican name,  since  the  big  rage  in  singers 
then  was  for  Americans.  Since  they  often 
went  to  the  same  places  for  jobs,  they  de- 

cided to  take  different  last  names.  There- 
fore the  Alfred  Drake  and  the  Arthur  Kent. 

Alfred  is  fully  trained  for  Opera.  He's 
a  fine  linguist,  having  given  in  to  his  par- 

ents' wishes  to  the  degree  of  going  through 
college  with  the  apparent  aim  of  becoming 
a  language  teacher. 

Shortly  after  his  graduation  from  col- 
lege, and  after  a  brief  spell  with  a  Gilbert 

and  Sullivan  company,  Alfred  was  hired  as 

an  understudy  to  William  Gaxton  in  "White 
Horse  Inn,"  which  some  of  you  may  re- 

member as  a  fantastically  lavish  presenta- 
tion at  the  Center  Theatre  in  New  York, 

a  theater  where  the  stage  is  a  good  block 
away  from  the  last  row.  Quite  against  all 
the  rules  in  real  theater — only  in  the 
movies  do  understudies  ever  get  a  chance 

— Alfred  had  to  sing  and  play  Gaxton's  part for  eleven  days. 
After  that  Mr.  Drake  made  Broadway 

history  by  becoming  one  of  the  busiest 
actor-singers  in  the  business.  He  can 

look  back  to  "Babes  in  Arms,"  "Straw 
Hat  Revue,"  "Two  for  the  Show,"  and 
"Sing  Out  Sweet  Land."  After  his  suc- 

cess in  "Oklahoma"  Hollywood  caught  up 
with  him  and  he  now  has  a  contract  to 
work  six  months  in  the  film  city  and,  if  he 
chooses,  six  months  in  New  York.  His  first 

film  was  "Tars  and  Spars."  His  next  will 
be  a  picture  with  Rita  Hayworth. 

Alfred  Drake  is  married  to  the  former 
Harvey  Brown,  who  sang  in  the  ensemble 

of  "Oklahoma."  They  have  a  baby  daugh- 
ter named  Candace,  Candy  for  short. 
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4:15 
4:30 

4:30 
4:30 
4:45 
4:45 
4:45 5:00 
5:00 

5:00 

5:00 
5:15 
5:15 
5:15 
5:15 
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5:30 
5:30 
5:30 
5:45 

5:45 
5:45 
5:45 

6:15 
6:15 
6:30 
6:45 
7:00 
7:30 
7:30 
8:00 

S:00 

8:00 8:00 
8:15 
8:30 8:30 

8:30 
8:30 
9:00 
9:00 
9:15 
9:30 

9:30 
9:30 

10:00 
10:00 

10:00 
10:00 
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10:30 

10:30 

ABC:  Breakfast  Club 
NBC:  Honeymoon  In  New  York 
CBS:  This  Is  New  York 
MBS*:.  Shady  Valley  Folks 
CBS:  Valiant  Lady 
ABC:  My  True  Story 

NBC:  Lone  Jo'urney MBS:  Once  Over  Lightly 

NBC:  Lora  Lawton 
CBS:  Light  of  the  World 
MBS:  Faith  In  Our  Time 

CBS:  Evelyn  Winters 
ABC:  Hymns  of  All  Churches 
NBC:  Road  of  Life 
MBS:  Married  For  Life 
ABC:  Policewomen 
CBS:  Bachelor's  Children 
NBC:  Joyce  Jordan 

ABC:  Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast 
NBC:  Fred  Waring  Show 
CBS:  Arthur  Godfrey 

MBS:  Elsa  Maxwell 
CBS:  Tena  and  Tim 
ABC:  Gilbert  Martyn 
NBC:  Barry  Cameron  / 
MBS:  Take  It  Easy  Time 

CBS:  Aunt  Jenny's  Stories ABC:  Ted  Malone 
MBS:  Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
NBC:  David  Harum 
ABC:  Glamour  Manor 
CBS:  Kate  Smith  Speaks 
CBS:  Big  Sister 
MBS:  Morton  Downey 
CBS:  Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
ABC:  At  Your  Request 
MBS:  U.  S.  Naval  Academy  Band 
CBS:  Our  Gal  Sunday 

NBC:  Maggi's  Private  Wire MBS:  Naval  Academy  Band 
CBS:  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
MBS:  Luncheon  With  Lopez 
CBS:  Ma  Perkins 
CBS:  Young  Dr.  Malone MBS:  John  J.  Anthony 
CBS:  Road  of  Life 
NBC:  The  Guiding  Light 
CBS:  The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
ABC:  Ethel  &  Albert 
NBC:  Today's  Children CBS:  Perry  Mason 
MBS:  Smile  Time 
NBC:  Woman  in  White 
CBS:  Rosemary 
ABC:  Bride  and  Groom 
MBS:  Queen  for  a  Day 
CBS:  Time  to  Remember 
NBC:  Masquerade 
ABC:  Al  Pearce  Show 
CBS:  You're  in  the  Act 
NBC:  Woman  of  America 
MBS:  True  Confessions 
NBC:  Ma  Perkins 
MBS:  Judy  Lang,  Songs 
ABC:  Ladies  Be  Seated 
CBS:  Cinderella,  Inc. 
NBC:  Pepper  Young's  Family 
MBS:  Lady  Be  Beautiful 
NBC:  Right  to  Happiness 
ABC:  Jack  Berch 
CBS:  House  Party 
MBS:  Erskine  Johnson's  Hollywood 
NBC:  Backstage  Wife 
ABC:  Allen  Prescott 
NBC:  Stella  Dallas 
MBS:  Johnson  Family 
ABC:  Our  Singing  Land 
CBS:  Give  and  Take 
NBC:  Lorenzo  Jones 
MBS:  Mutual's  Melody  Hour ABC:  Hop  Harrigan 
NBC:  Young  Widder  Brown 
CBS:  Feature  Story 
ABC:  Terry  and  the  Pirates 
NBC:  When  a  Girl  Marries 
MBS:  Here's  How  with  Peter  Howe 
NBC:  Portia  Faces  Life 
ABC:  Dick  Tracy 

MBS:  Superman 
CBS:  Woman's  Club MBS:  Captain  Midnight 
ABC:  Jack  Armstrong 
NBC:  Just  Plain  Bill 
CBS:  Cimarron  Tavern 
NBC:  Front  Page  Farrell 
ABC:  Tennessee  Jed 
CBS:  Sparrow  and  the  Hawk 
MBS:  Tom  Mix 
NBC:  Sketches  in  Melodies 
CBS:  Waitin'  for  Clayton 
CBS:  Skyline  Roof ABC:  Cal  TInney 
NBC:  Chesterfield  Club 
CBS:  Bob  Hawk  Show 
ABC:  The  Lone  Ranger 
NBC:  Cavalcade  of  America 
CBS:  Forever  Ernest 
ABC:  Lum  &  Abner 
MBS:  Bulldog  Drummond 

ABC:  The  O'Neills ABC:  Fat  Man  Detective  Series 

CBS:  Night  Life 
NBC:  Voice  at  Firestone 
MBS:  Sherlock  Holmes 
ABC:  I  Deal  in  Crime 
NBC:  The  Telephone  Hour 
MBS:  Real  Stories 
NBC:  Benny  Goodman 
MBS:  Spotlight  Bands 
ABC:  Paul  Whiteman's  Orchestra 
ABC:  Bill  Thompson  Show 
CBS:  Screen  Guild  Players 
NBC:  Contented  Program 
MBS:  Your  Land  and  Mine 
ABC:  Ralph  Morgan 
MBS:  Jon  Gart  Trio 
CBS:  Tonight  on  Broadway 
NBC:  Dr.  I.  Q. 
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10:15 MBS: 
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7:30 10:30 NBC: 

10:30 MBS: 
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10:45 MBS: 
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11:00 CBS: 
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MBS: 

10:30 12:30 1:30 CBS: 
1:30 MBS: 
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2:30 1:00 2:00 ABC: 
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3:00 1:30 2:30 
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MBS: 
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2:30 4:30 5:30 
NBC: 
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NBC: 

6:15 
CBS: 
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NBC: 

7:15 
MBS: 

4:30 6:30 7:30 
CBS: 

6:30 7:30 
NBC: 

9:00 7:00 8:00 
CBS: 

8:00 7:00 8:00 
ABC: 

8:30 7:00 8:00 
NBC: 

8:00 
MBS: 

8:15 
ABC: 

8:30 8:30 
ABC: 

5:30 7:30 8:30 
NBC: 

8:30 7:30 8:30 
CBS: 

8:30 
MBS: 

5:SS 7:30 
8:55 

CBS: 
9:00 8:00 9:00 

ABC: 
6:00 8:00 

9:00 
NBC: 

9:15 ABC: 
9:15 

MBS: 
6:30 8:30 9:30 

CBS: 
10:45 8:30 9:30 

ABC: 
6:30 8:30 9:30 NBC: 

D             6:30 
"             7:15 

8:30 9:30 
MBS: 

10:00 
ABC: 

m            7=00 9:00 10:00 NBC: 

10:00 
CBS: 

10:30 10:30 10:30 
CBS: 

10:30 MBS: 

7:30 9:30 10:30 NBC: 
11:15 CBS: 

Eastern  Daylight  Time 

Breakfast  Club 
Honeymoon  in  New  York 
This  Is  New  York 
Shady  Valley  Folks 
Daytime  Classics 
Valiant  Lady 
My  True  Story 
Alan  Scott 
Lone  Journey 
Lora  Lawton 
Light  of  the  World 
Faith  in  Our  Time 

Evelyn  Winters 
Hymns  of  All  Churches 
Road  of  Life 
Married  For  Life 
The  Listening  Post 
Joyce  Jordan 
Fun  With  Music 
Fred  Waring  Show 
Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast 
Arthur  Godfrey 
Elsa  Maxwell 
Gilbert  Martyn 
Tena  and  Tim 
Barry  Cameron 
Take  It  Easy  Time 
Aunt  Jenny  Stories 
Ted  Malone 
David  Harum 
Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
Glamour  Manor 
Kate  Smith  Speak* 
Morton  Downey 
Big  Sister 
Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
At  Your  Request 
Command  Band 
Our  Gal  Sunday 
Maggi's  Private  Wire 
News  For  Women 
Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
Sketches  in  Melody 
Ma  Perkins 
Luncheon  with  Lopez 
Young  Dr.  Malone 
Smile  Time 
Road  of  Life 
John  J.  Anthony 
The  Guiding  Light 
John  B.  Kennedy,  News 
The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
Ethel  &  Albert 
Smile  Time 
Today's  Children 
Perry  Mason 
Woman  in  White 
Rosemary 
Bride  and  Groom 
Queen  for  a  Day 
Time  to  Remember 
Masquerade 
You're  in  the  Act 
Al  Pearce  Show 
A  Woman  of  America 
True  Confessions 
Ma  Perkins 

Pepper  Young's  Family 
Lady  Be  Beautiful 
Cinderella,  Inc. 
Ladies  Be  Seated 
Right  to  Happiness 
Jack  Berch 
House  Party 
Backstage  Wife 
Erskine  Johnson's  Hollywood Stella  Dallas 
The  Johnson  Family 
Allen  Prescott 
Lorenzo  Jones 
Give  and  Take 
Our  Singing  Land 
Mutual  Melody  Hour 
Hop  Harrigan 
Young  Widder  Brown 
Terry  and  the  Pirates 
When  a  Girl  Marries 
Here's  How  with  Peter  Howe 
Portia  Faces  Life 
Dick  Tracy 
Superman 
Jack  Armstrong 
Just  Plain  Bill 
Cimarron  Tavern 
Captain  Midnight 
Tennessee  Jed 
Front  Page  Farrell 
Sparrow  and  the  Hawk 
Tom  Mix 
Jose  Bethencourt,  Marimba 
Patti  Clayton 
Cal  Tinney 
Chesterfield  Supper  Club 
Korn  Kobblers 
American  Melody  Hour 
Songs  by  Warde  Donovan 
Big  Town 
Lum  'n'  Abner 
Johnny    Desmond,    Margaret 

Whiting,  Herb  Shriner 
Nick  Carter 
The  O'Neills Dark  Venture 
A  Date  With  Judy 
Theater  of  Romance 
Adventures  of  the  Falcon 
Bill  Henry 
Ed  Sullivan 
Amos  &  Andy 
Eugenie  Baird 
Real  Stories 
Encore  Theatre 
Doctor  Talks  It  Over 
Fred  Waring 
American  Forum  of  the  Air 
Concert  Time 
Bob  Hope 
Crime  Photographer 
Open  Hearing 
Better  Half 
Sigmund  Romberg 
Frontiers  of  Science 

LOVELIEST       LOVELY 

Milena  Miller  is  an  easy  client  for  the 
publicity  boys  to  handle.  Milena,  who  is 
now  featured  songstress  on  the  Music 
Hall  summer  show,  requires  very  little 
build-up.  All  the  boys  have  to  do  is  send 
out  her  picture.  And  her  beauty  is  widely 
recognized.  Last  spring  a  group  of  illus- 

trators— which  gentlemen,  after  all,  should 
know  a  little  something  about  such  things — 
named  Milena  the  most  beautiful  girl  in 
radio.  Look  at  her  picture.  What  do  you 
think? 

Milena  came  to  be  a  radio  singer  by  a 
roundabout  route.  She  was  born  in  Mans- 

field, Ohio,  and  her  very  first  ambition 
was  to  make  her  mark  as  a  costume  de- 

signer. The  center  of  such  things  is  New 
York,  so  Milena  hied  herself  to  New  York 
City  when  it  was  time  to  start  her  training. 
She  studied  at  the  Traphagen  School  of 
Fashion. 

While  one  studies,  one  usually  has  to  eat. 

Milena's  allowance  was  nothing  very  elab- 
orate, so,  at  the  suggestion  of  some  friends, 

she  decided  to  earn  a  little  extra  money 
modeling.  The  Harry  Conover  Model 
Agency  took  one  look  at  her  and  she  was 
promptly  put  to  work.  That  was  in  1941 
and,  somehow,  she  began  to  be  on  call  for 
modeling  jobs  so  often  that  she  had  to  skip 
more  classes  than  seemed  sensible.  So  she 
gave  up  the  school.  Milena  never,  forgot 

what  she  had  learned,  however,  and  she's 
still  interested  enough  in  designing  4o  de- 

sign most  of  her  own  clothes. 
In  1943,  Harry  Conover  suggested  that 

Milena  enter  an  Atlantic  City  Beauty  Con- 
test in  which  the  entrants  had  to  have 

dramatic  or  musical  ability,  as  well  as 

beauty.  And  that's  what  clinched  it  for 
Milena.  She  won  hands  down  for  beauty 
combined  with  singing  ability. 

Unlike  so  many  beauty  contest  winners, 
for  Milena  the  breaks  began  ajter  the 
contest  was  over.  She  made  her  profes- 

sional debut  as  a  song  stylist  at  a  supper 
club.  Shortly  afterward  she  was  signed 
as  the  permanent  vocalist  for  the  Ballan- 
tine  Show. 

Despite  the  relative  ease  with  which  her 
beauty  and  talent  have  led  her  to  a  rapid 
success — a  success  which  promises  to  go 
much  farther — Milena  isn't  at  all  spoiled. 
That  same  beauty  and  talent  could  provide 
her  with  dozens  of  dates  and  plenty  of 
fancy  beauing,  but  she  limits  her  time  on 
those  things.  She  still  likes  to  read  a  great 
deal  and  one  of  her  pet  forms  of  relaxation 
is  to  sit  for  hours  listening  to  George  Gersh- 

win music.  Milena  also  likes  the  movies — 
and  it  is  our  guess  that  before  long  the 
movies  will  be  liking  her  to  the  tune  of  a 

fat  contract.  She's  by  way  of  being  a 
slightly  screwball  fan  about  the  flickers. 
Sometimes,  when  the  mood  strikes  her, 
she'll  go  from  one  theater  to  the  other  and 
see  three  or  four  pictures  in  succession. 

Milena  says  she  has  some  very  important 
plans  for  her  future.  It  remains  for  time 
to  tell  whether  she  will  change  them. 
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Breakfast  Club 

Honeymoon  In  New  York 
This  Is  New  York 

Shady  Valley  Folks Valiant  Lady 
Lone  Journey 

Daytime  Classics 
My  True  Story 
Once  Over  Lightly 
Lora  Lawton 
Faith  In  Our  Time 
Light  of  the  World 
Evelyn  Winters 
Road  of  Life 
Married  For  Life 
Bachelor's  Children 
The  Listening  Post 
Joyce  Jordan 

Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast Fred  Waring  Show Arthur  Godfrey 

Elsa  Maxwell 
Gilbert  Martyn 
Barry  Cameron 
Take  It  Easy  Time 
Tena  and  Tim 

Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
Aunt  Jenny's  Storlos 
Ted  Malone 
David  Harum 
Glantour  Manor 
Kate  Smith  Speaks 
Morton  Downey 

Big  Sister 
Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
At  Your  Request 

Our  Gal  Sunday 

Maggi's  Private  Wire 
Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

Ma  Perkins Luncheon  With  Lopez 

Young  Dr.  Malone 
Road  of  Life John  J.  Anthony 
The  Guiding  Light 
The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
Ethel  &  Albert 
Today's  Children 
Perry  Mason 
Smile  Time Rosemary 

Bride  and  Groom 
Woman  in  White 
Queen  for  a  Day 
Time  to  Remember 

Masquerade 
Al  Pearce  Show 
A  Woman  of  America 
True  Confessions You're  in  the  Act 

Ma  Perkins 
Cinderella,  Inc. 

Pepper  Young's  Family Ladies  Be  Seated 
Lady  Be  Beautiful 
Right  to  Happiness 
Backstage  Wife House  Party 

Erskine  Johnson  in  Hollywood 
Jack  Berch 
Beautiful  Music 
The  Johnson  Family 
Stella  Dallas 
Give  and  Take 
Lorenzo  Jones 
This  Is  Your  Country 

Hop  Harrigan 
Young  Widder  Brown 
Terry  and  the  Pirates 
When  a  Girl  Marries 
Here's  How  with  Peter  Howe 
Portia  Faces  Life Dick  Tracy 

Superman Cimarron  Tavern Jack  Arinstrong 

Captain  Midnight 
Just  Plain  Bill Tennessee  Jed 
Front  Page  Farrell 
The  Sparrow  and  the  Hawk Tom  Mix 

Quincy  Howe Waitin'  For  Clayton 
Jose  Bethencourt,  Marimba 
Skyline  Roof,  Gordon  MacRae Cal  Tinney 

Headline  Edition 
Lanny  Ross  Show Chesterfield  Supper  Club 
The  Korn  Kobblers 
Adventures  of  Ellery  Queftn 
The  Lone  Ranger 
Lum  'n'  Abner 
What's  the  Name  of  That 

Song? 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  North 
The  O'Neills 
Fresh  Up  Show 
Fishing  and  Hunting  Club 
A  Life  in  Your  Hands Bill  Henry 

Court  of  Missing  Heirs 
Frank  Sinatra  Show 
McGarry  and  His  Mouse 
Real  Stories 
Bob  Crosby  Show 
So  You  Want  to  Lead  a  Band? 

Spotlight  Bands Mr.  District  Attorney 
Academy  Award 

Kay  Kyser 
Sports  Review Endorsed  by  Dorsay 
David  Rose  Orchestra 
Bill  McCune's  Orchestra 
Fantasy  in  Melody 
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8:00 8:00 9:00 ABC: 
S:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: 

6:15 3:30 9:15 CBS: 
9:15 MBS: 

6:45 9:30 NBC: 
<:15 9:00 10:00 CBS: 

10:30 9:00 10:00 ABC: 
10:00 NBC: 
10:00 MBS: 

10:15 NBC: 
8:30 9:15 10:15 CBS: 

10:15 MBS: 

7:30 9:30 10:30 NBC: 
1:30 2:00 10:30 CBS: 

10:30 MBS: 
12:45 9:45 10:45 CBS: 
11:30 9:45 10:45 ABC: 
7:45 10:45 NBC: 

10:45 MBS: 
11:00 CBS: 

3:30 10:00 11:00 ABC: 
8:00 10:00 11:00 NBC: 

11:15 MBS: 
10:00 10:30 11:30 ABC: 

11:30 NBC: 
11:30 MBS: 
11:30 CBS: 

8:45 10:45 11:45 CBS: 
10:15 10:45 11:45 ABC: 
8:45 10:45 11:45 NBC: 

11:45 MBS: 
9:00 12:00 ABC: 
9:00 11:00 12:00 CBS: 
9:15 11:15 12:15 CBS: 

12:15 MBS: 
9:30 U:30 12:30 CBS: 

11:30 12:30 ABC: 
12:30 MBS: 

9:45 U:45 12:45 CBS: 
9:45 11:45 12:45 NBC: 

12:45 MBS: 
10:00 12:00 1:00 CBS: 
10:15 12:15 1:15 CBS: 

1:15 MBS: 
10:30 12:30 1:30 CBS: 

1:45 MBS: 
1:45 CBS: 

11:00 1:00 2:00 NBC: 
11:00 1:00 2:00 CBS: 

11:15 2:15 ABC: 
11:15 1:15 2:15 NBC: 
11:15 1:15 2:15 CBS: 

2:15 MBS: 
11:30 1:30 2:30 CBS: 
3:00 1:30 2:30 ABC: 

1:30 2:30 NBC: 
2:30 MBS: 

11:45 1:45 2:45 CBS: 

.2:45 
NBC: 

12:00 2:00 3:00 ABC: 
12:30 2:00 3:00 NBC: 

3:00 MBS: 
3:00 CBS: 

12:15 2:15 3:15 NBC: 
12:30 2:30 3:30 NBC: 
12:30 3:30 ABC: 

3:30 MBS: 
3:30 CBS: 

12:45 2:45 3:45 NBC: 
3:45 MBS: 

1:00 4:00 ABC: 
1:00 3:00 4:00 CBS: 
1:00 3:00 4:00 NBC: 

4:00 MBS: 
1:15 3:15 4:15 NBC: 

4:15 MBS: 
4:15 ABC: 
4:30 CBS: 
4:30 ABC: 
4:45 MBS: 

1:30 3:30 4:30 NBC: 
4:45 4:45 

ABC: 
1:45 3:45 4:45 NBC: 4:00 5:00 5:00 ABC: 
2:00 4:00 5:00 NBC: 

5:00 MBS: 
2:15 4:15 5:15 NBC: 
5:15 4:15 5:15 ABC: 

5:15 MBS: 
4:30 5:30 CBS: 

5:30 5:30 5:30 ABC: 
2:30 4:30 5:30 MBS: 
2:30 4:30 5:30 NBC: 
5:45 5:45 5:45 ABC: 
2:45 4:45 5:45 NBC: 

5:45 CBS: 
5:45 MBS: 

5:15 6:15 CBS: 3:15 5:15 6:15 NBC: 
6:30 CBS: 

5:30 6:30 NBC: 
10:00 6:45 ABC: 
8:00 6:00 7:00 NBC: 

7:15 MBS: 
4:30 6:30 7:30 

CBS: 
7:30 ABC: 

6:30 6:30 7:30 NBC: 
8:30 7:00 8:00 NBC: 
8:00 7:00 8:00 ABC: 
9:00 7:00 8:00 CBS: 

8:00 MBS: 
8:30 7:30 8:30 ABC: 
9:00 7:30 8:30 NBC: 

8:30 MBS: 
5:55 7:55 8:55 CBS: 
«:00 8:00 9:00 CBS: 
6:00 8:00 9:00 MBS: 
6:00 8:00 8:00 NBC: 

9:15 MBS: 
6:30 8:30 9:30 ABC: 
6:30 8:30 9:30 CBS: 

9:30 MBS: 
9:30 NBC: 

7:00 9:00 10:00 ABC: 
10:00 MBS: 

7:00 9:00 10:00 NBC: 
10:30 ABC: 

7:30 9:30 10:30 NBC: 
10:30 MBS: 

Breakfast  Club 
Honeymoon  in  New  York 
This  Is  New  York 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Daytime  Classics 
Valiant  Lady 
My  True  Story 
Lone  Journey 
Once  Over  Lightly 
Lora  Lawton 
Light  of  the  World 
Faith  in  Our  Time 
Road  of  Life 
Evelyn  Winters 
Married  for  Life 

Bachelor's  Children 
The  Listening  Post 
Joyce  Jordan 
Fun  With  Music 
Arthur  Godfrey 
Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast 
Fred  Waring  Show 

Elsa  Maxwell's  Party  Line 
Gilbert  Martyn 
Barry  Cameron 
Take  It  Easy  Time 
Tena  and  Tim 

Aunt  Jenny's  Stories Ted  Malone 
David  Harum 
Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
Glamour  Manor 
Kate  Smith  Speaks 
Big  Sister 
Morton  Downey 
Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
At  Your  Request 
U.  S.  Navy  Band 
Our  Gal  Sunday 
Maggl's  Private  Wire Judy  Lang 
Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
Ma  Perkins 
Luncheon  with  Lopez 
Young  Dr.  Malone 
John  J.  Anthony 
Road  of  Life 

The  Guiding  Light 
The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 

Ethel  and  Albert 
Today's  Children 
Perry  Mason 
Smile  Time 
Rosemary 
Bride  and  Groom 
Woman  in  White 
Queen  for  a  Day 
Time  to  Remember 
Masquerade 
Al  Pearce  Show 
A  Woman  of  America 
True  Confessions 
You're  in  the  Act 
Ma  Perkins 

Pepper  Young's  Family 
Ladies,  Be  Seated 
Remember? 
Cinderella,  inc. 
Right  to  Happiness 
Lady  Be  Beautiful 
Jack  Berch 
House  Party 
Backstage  Wife 
Erskine  Johnson  in  Hoilywood 
Stella  Dallas 
Johnson  Family 
Allen  Prescott 
Give  and  Take 
Our  Singing  Land 
Mutual  Melody  Hour 
Lorenzo  Jones 
Hop  Harrtgan 
Young  Widder  Brown 
Terry  and  the  Pirates 
When  a  Girl  Marries 
Here's  How  with  Peter  Howe 
Portia  Faces  Life 
Dick  Tracy 
Superman 

Cimarron  Tavern     ' Jack  Armstrong 
Captain  Midnight 
Just  Plain  Bill 
Tennessee  Jed 
Front  Page  Farrell 
Sparrow  and  the  Hawk 
Tom  Mix 
Waitin'  For  Clayton 
Serenade  to  America 
Skyline  Roof 
Clem  McCarthy 
Cal  Tinney 
Chesterfield  Supper  Club 
Korn  Kobblers 
Mr.  Keen 
Professor  Quiz 
Bob  Burns 
Meredith  Willson 
Lum  'n'  Abner 
Suspense 
Elaine   Carrington   Playhouse 
America's  Town  Meeting 
Olmstead  Playhouse 
Rogue's  Gallery Bill  Henry 
Dick  Haymes 
Gabriel  Heatter 
Eddie  Duchin,  Edward  Everett 
Horton 

Real  Stories 
Detect  and  Collect 
Hobby  Lobby 
Treasure  Hour  of  Song 
Jack  Haley  with  Eva  Arden 
Curtain  Time,  drama 
Beatrice  Kay  Show 
Abbott  and  Costello 
Here's  Morgan 
Rudy  Vallee 
Leo  Efoart's  Orchestra 

9UICK      CHANGE      ARTIST 

Recently,  Nannette  Sargent  pulled  a 
switch  that  could  only  happen  in  radio. 
For  the  past  five  years,  Nannette  has  played 
the  role  of  the  baby,  Paulette  Henderson, 
in  the  Ma  Perkins  show.  She  made  the 
first  baby  cry,  which  was  all  the  part  called 
for  in  the  beginning,  and  worked  steadily 
through  the  part  to  the  present  age  of  the 
script  baby,  about  five  years.  And  then, 
a  few  weeks  ago,  Nannette  was  shifted  to 

playing  the  part  of  the  baby's  mother. 
This  is  no  unusual  thing  for  Nannette. 

She's  one  of  the  most  versatile  actresses  in 
radio.  She  can  and  does  portray  characters 
from  day-old  babies  to  eighty-year-old 

women.  As  leading  lady  for  WGN's  Mys- 
tery House,  she's  called  on  to  enact  a  wide 

variety  of  women,  from  sweet  young  things 
to  hardened  criminals.  Not  long  ago,  in 

three  consecutive  broadcasts  of  ABC's 
Curtain  Time,  she  played  a  baby,  a  twenty- 

two-year-old  girl  and  an  ei'ghty-year-old woman. 
An  injured  back  and  a  dare  are  the  cause 

of  it  all,  Nannette  says.  Nannette,  who 
was  born  in  Montpelier,  Ohio,  and  went 
through  High  School  there,  started  her  pro- 

fessional life  at  the  age  of  six  as  a  ballet 
dancer  and  continued  as  a  ballerina  until 
about  thirteen  years  ago,  when  a  serious 
fall  while  she  was  dancing  as  the  Ballerina 
in  the  Pageant  of  the  States  put  an  end  to 
her  dancing  career — and  almost  to  her 
walking.  When  she  was  finally  able  to 
walk  again,  she  still  had  the  theater  bug 
and  she  turned  to  the  legitimate  stage. 
A  year  with  the  famous  Jesse  Bonstelle 

started  her  off  on  the  right  track.  She  then 
spent  several  seasons  with  a  traveling  stock 
company,  touring  the  South. 

Nannette,  like  so  many  stage  people,  was 
terrified  of  a  microphone.  But  Nannette 

also  couldn't  refuse  dares.  So,  when  her 
mother  dared  her  to  go  to  Station  WROL 
in  Knoxville  and  ask  for  a  job,  Nannette, 

feeling  very  sure  she  wouldn't  get  it,  went. 
She  proved  wrong.  She  not  only  got  a  job, 
but  she  stayed  with  the  station  for  a  year 

and  a  half,  doubling  as  "platter  turner"  and 
leading  actress.  From  there  she  returned 
to  her  native  state  of  Ohio  and  went  to 
work  for  stations  WLW  and  WKRC  in  Cin- 

cinnati, where  she  again  was  an  actress  of 
all  work  and  kept  steadily  busy  until  1940, 
the  year  that  she  moved  to  Chicago. 
Now  you  hear  her  many  times  a  day — 

and  many  days.  Besides  the  shows  already 
mentioned,  she  is  heard  as  Catherine  Colby  . 
in  NBC's  Today's  Children,  Vivian  in 
CBS's  Judy  and  Jane  and  as  baby  Michael 
in  NBC's  Masquerade. 
During  her  free  time,  Nannette  com- 

mutes between  Cincinnati,  where  her  hus- 
band is  in  business,  and  Chicago,  where  her 

radio  shows  originate.  A  busy  radio  sched- 
ule and  maintaining  two  apartments  is  a 

full-time  job  even  for  the  huskiest.  And 
Nannette  is  no  husky.  Blonde  and  blue- 
eyed  and  delicate,  Nannette  stands  all  of 
four  feet  eleven  inches  in  her  stockings. 
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NBC: 
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CBS: 
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NBC: 
ABC: 

CBS: 

Breakfast  Club 
Honeymoon  in  New  York 
This  Is  New  York 
Shady  Valley  Folks 

Daytime  Classics Valiant  Lady 

My  True  Story Lone  Journey 
Once  Over  Lightly 

Lora  Lawton 
Light  of  the  World Faith  in  Our  Time 

Evelyn  Winters 
Betty  Crocker 
Road  of  Life 
Married  for  Life 
Bachelor's  Children 
Joyce  Jordan The  Listening  Post 
Fun  With  Music 

Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast Arthur  Godfrey 
Fred  Waring  Show 

Elsa  Maxwell's  Party  Line 
Gilbert  Martyn 
Tena  and  Tim 
Barry  Cameron Take  it  Easy  Time 

Aunt  Jenny's  Stories 
Ted  Malone David  Harum 
Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
Glamour  Manor 
Kate  Smith  Speaks 

Big  Sister 
Morton  Downey 

Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
At  Your  Request 
U.  S.  Army  Band 

Maggl's  Private  Wire Our  Gal  Sunday Judy  Lang 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
Ma  Perkins 
Luncheon  with  Lopez 
Young  Dr.  Malone 
Road  of  Life John  J.  Anthony 

The  Guiding  Light 
John  B.  Kennedy,  news 
The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 

NBC:    Today's  Children 
ABC:     Ethel  and  Albert     • 
CBS:     Perry  Mason 
MBS:    Smile  Time CBS:      Rosemary 
ABC:     Bride  and  Groom 
NBC:    Woman  in  White 
MBS:    Queen  for  a  Day 
CBS:     Tune  to  RememSer 
NBC:    MasqueradI 
ABC:     Al  Pearce  Show 
NBC:    A  Woman  of  America 
MBS:    True  Confessions 
NBC:    Ma  Perkins 
CBS:     Cinderella,  Inc. 
ABC:     Ladies,  Be  Seated 
NBC:    Pepper  Young's  Family 
MBS:    Lady  Be  Beautiful 
NBC:    Right  to  Happiness 

ABC:    JacklBerch 
CBS:     House  Party 
MBS:    Erskine  Johnson 
NBC:    Backstage  Wife 
MBS:    Johnson  Family 
ABC:     Allen  Prescott 
NBC:    Stella  Dallas 
CBS:     Give  and  Take 
NBC:    Lorenzo  Jones 
MBS:    Mutual  Melody  Hour 
ABC:     Hop  Harrigan 
NBC:    Young  Widder  Brown 
ABC:     Terry  and  the  Pirates 
NBC:    When  a  Giri  Marries 
MBS:    Here's  How  with  Peter  Howe 
NBC:    Portia  Faces  Life 
ABC:     Dick  Tracy 
MBS:    Superman 
CBS:     Cimarron  Tavern 
MBS:    Captain  Midnight 
ABC:    Jack  Armstrong 
NBC:    Just  Plain  Bill 
NBC:    Front  Page  Farrell 
CBS:     Sparrow  and  the  Hawk 
ABC:     Tennessee  Jed 
MBS:    Tom  Mix 
ABC:  Kiernan's  News  Corner 
CBS:  Waitin'  for  Clayton 
CBS:  Skyline  Roof.  Gordon  MacRae 
NBC:  Clem  McCarthy 
ABC:  Cal  Tinney 
NBC:  Chesterfield  Supper  Club 
MBS:  Korn  Kobblers 
CBS:  Tommy  Riggs  and  Betty  Lou 
ABC:  The  Lone  Ranger 

CBS:  The  Aldrich  Family 
NBC:  Highways  in  Melody 

Paul  Lavalle 
MBS:  Passport  to  Romance 
ABC:  Woody  Herman  Show 
ABC:  This  is  Your  FBI 

NBC:  Duffy's  Tavern CBS:  Kate  Smith  Sings 
MBS:  Voice  in  the  Night 
CBS:  Bill  Henry 
ABC:  Break  the  Bank 
NBC:  Harry  Sosnik 
MBS:  Real  Stories 
ABC:  The  Sheriff 
MBS:  Spotlight  Bands 
NBC:  Waltz  Time 
ABC:  Elmer  Davis 
ABC: 

MBS: NBC: 

CBS: MBS: 

Boxing  Bouts 
Tommy  Dorsey's  Playshop 
Molle  Mystery  Theater 
Mercury  Summer  Theater 
Meet  the  Press 
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8:00 

6:30 8:30 

5:30 

6:45 8:45 

7:00 9:00 

7:30 9:30 

Galen  Drake 
Give  and  Take 
Albert  Warner 

CBS: 
MBS: 

Theater  of  Today 
House  off  Mystery 

NBC:  Consumer  Time 

CBS:  Stars  Over  Hollywood 
ABC:  American  Farmer 
NBC:  Smiling  Ed  McConnell 
MBS:  Snow  Village  Sketches 

NBC:  National  Farm  &  Home  Hour 
CBS:  Grand  Central  Station 
ABC:  To  Live  in  Peace 
MBS:  Opry  House  Matinee 

ABC:  Hank  O'Amico's  Orchestra 
CBS:  County  Fair 
NBC:  The  Veteran's  Aid 

ABC:  Chicago  Serenade 
NBC:  Your  Host  Is  Buffalo 

2:15.  CBS:     Adventures  in  Science 
MBS:    Don  McGrove's  Orchestra 

CBS:  Hollywood  Star  Time 
NBC:  The  Baxters 
MBS:  Opry  House  Matinee 
ABC:  Hill  Toppers 

NBC:  Stories  by  Olmstead 
ABC:  Melodies  to  Remember 

MBS:  Sinfonietta 
CBS:  Assignment  Home 
ABC:  Piano  Playhouse 

ABC:  Roundup  Time 

CBS:  Cross  Section  AFL 

NBC:  Doctors  at  Home 
ABC:  Duke  Ellington 

MBS:  Tex  Fletcher's  Orchestra 
4:30 
4:30 

5:00 
5:00 
5:00 

5:30 
5:30 

5:45 
5:45 

6:15 
6:15 

6:30 
6:30 
6:30 

6:45 
6:45 
7:00 
7:00 
7:00 

7:15 

7:30 
7:30 
7:30 
7:45 

8:00 
8:00 
8:00 

8:30 
8:30 
8:30 

8:55 

9:00 
9:00 
9:00 
9:00 

9:30 
9:30 
9:30 

10:00 
10:00 

George  Barry's  Orchestra Easy  Money 

Saturday  Concert 
Phone  Again  Finnegan 
Sports  Parade 

John  W.  Vandercook 

Gray  Gordon's  Orchestra 
Charles  Jordan 
Tin  Pan  Alley  of  the  Air 

Jimmy  Blair 
American  Portrait 

Harry  Wismer,  sports 
Los  Angeles  Symphonic  Band 
American  Portrait 

Labor,  U.  S.  A. 
Religion  in  the  News 

Our  Foreign  Policy 
Hawaii  Calls 
Voice  of  Business 

MBS: 
NBC: 

ABC: 
NBC: 
MBS: 

NBC: 
MBS: 

ABC: 
NBC: 

ABC: 
CBS: 

ABC: 
MBS: 
CBS: 

ABC: 
NBC: 

NBC: 
MBS: 
ABC: 

ABC:    Correspondents  Abroad 

ABC:  Green  Hornet 
NBC:  Jimmy  Edmondson 
CBS:  Tony  Martin 
MBS:  I  Was  a  Convict 

MBS:  20  Questions 
NBC:  Life  of  Riley 
ABC:     Dick  Tracy 

ABC:     Famous  Jury  Trials 
MBS:    Saturday  Night  Revue 
NBC:    Truth  or  Consequences 

CBS;     Ned  Calmer 

MBS:  Leave  It  to  the  Girls 
CBS:  Your  Hit  Parade 
NBC:  National  Barn  Dance 
ABC:  Gang  Busters 

NBC:    Can  You  Top  This? 
MBS:    Jonathan  Trimble,  Esq. 
ABC:     Berkshire  Festival 

CBS:     Saturday  Night  Serenade 

MBS:    Theater  of  the  Air 
NBC:    Judy  Canova 

What  About  Television? 
((2.ontxnm6,  from  page  19) 

your  attention  the  much  stimtilated, 
red-herring  subject  of  color  in  televi- 

sion. There  are  some  who  suggest 
that  television  should  wait  for  color, 
and  one  executive  of  a  company  crusad- 

ing for  delay  has  said  that  the  public 
will  wait  indefinitely  for  color.  Prog- 

ress never  waits.  We  at  NBC  have 
experimented  with  color  and  recently 
gave  a  public  demonstration  at  the 
RCA  Laboratories  in  Princeton.  At  that 
time  we  stated  that  color — I  mean  good 
color — ^will  ultimately  be  a  reality  in 
television,  but  it  is  far  from  being  ready 
for  public  acceptance  at  this  time.  That 
is  not  the  opinion  of  one  company,  but 
rather  the  joint  opinion,  the  consensus, 
of  the  engineering  staffs  in  the  entire 
industry,  with  a  few  exceptions.  Color 
has  great  psychological  importance  in 
our  lives,  and  it  must  be  handled  with 
care.  When  good  and  practical  color  in 
television  is  ready  for  your  homes,  our 
company  will  have  it.  Many  of  you 
are  familiar  with  the  many  trying  years 
of  color  effort  by  the  motion  picture 
industry.  Much  of  the  same  uncertainty 
faces  us  in  our  color  problem  in  tele- 

vision. Now,  the  question  as  to  what 
television  programs  are  like: 

TELEVISION  comes  directly  into  the 
home,  and  all  the  precautions  which 

have  been  thrown  aroimd  sound  broad- 
casting to  render  it  domestically  ac- 
ceptable may  be  automatically  assumed 

to  be  equally  essential  for  television. 
Furthermore,  because  the  visual  im- 

pression is  likely  to  be  more  vivid  and 
detailed,  and  because  to  be  understood 
it  reqtiires  less  imaginative  response  on 
the  part  of  the  observer  than  does  an 
auditory  impression,  it  must  be  much 
more  carefully  supervised  if  it  is  to 
avoid  producing  objectionable  reactions. 

Television  cameras  will  tap  vast  re- 
servoirs of  information  and  instruction. 

The  curricula  of  the  schools  of  the 
future  may  well  include  television 
lectures  on  scientific  explorations, 
travel,  art,  literature,  archaeology,  also 
exhibitions  on  the  television  screen 
depicting  processes  and  methods  of 
manufacture,  and  experimental  demon- 

strations in  all  the  sciences.  Modes 
and  methods  of  doing  things  in  all  fields 
of  human  activity,  visits  to  places  of 
historic  importance  and  demonstrations 
of  new  inventions  and  discoveries,  are 
some  of  the  things  which  television 
will  make  available  to  students,  in 
many  instances  long  before  the  appear- 

ance of  such  information  in  textbooks. 
Radio  has  been  a  tremendous  influ- 

ence in  our  national  political  picture, 
and  it  is  my  feeling  that  television  will 
have  an  even  greater  influence  in  the 
future.  Many  of  the  old-school  type 
of  political  spell-binders  may  have 
difficulty  holding  your  attention  and  in- 

terest. Ghost  writers,  campaign  man- 
agers and  the- advertising  agencies  will 

be  hard  put  to  make  a  dull  figure  ac- 
ceptable on  your  screen.  I  do  not  mean 

to  suggest  that  our  candidates  of  the 
future  must  have  bobby-sox  appeal  like 
Frank  Sinatra  or  Van  Johnson.  Sincer- 

ity or  the  lack  of  it,  on  the  part  of 
public  speakers,  will  be  emphasized  by 
television,  and  this  phase  of  the  new  art 
will  be  worth  watching! 

Television  will  strip  the  phony — the 
demigod — ^the  mountebank,  as  bare  as 
the  day  they  were  bom.  That  lot  will 
not  be  able  to  stand  the  scrutiny  of  the 
American  people  in  their  homes.  Of 
course   thpsestatement^arf 

the  premise  that  without  political  inter- 
ference telecasters  will  be  permitted  to 

present  typical  American  programs  of 
a  clean  and  wholesome  and  cultural nature. 

The  most  interesting  and  most  treach- 
erous field  for  television  is  the  drama. 

It  appeals  to  old  and  young  alike.  It 
has  its  own  traditions  based  on  the 
living  stage  and  a  secondary  set  derived 
from  the  moving  picture.  Shall  tele- 

vision be  governed  by  these,  or  must 
it  develop  its  own  standards,  principles 
and  techniques?  It  is  to  early  to  dogma- 

tize about  all  these  things,  yet  already 
it  appears  to  be  clear  that  television 
faces  peculiarities  in  its  medium  which, 
in  fact,  compel  it  to  find  its  own  way  by 
bold  and  intelligent  experimentation. 
It  can  directly  copy  neither  the  live 
stage  nor  the  cinema,  even  if  it  would. 
Meantime,  because  it  comes  directly 

into  the  home,  it  will  almost  certainly 
find  it  necessary  to  exercise  caution  and 
a  measure  of  restraint  in  the  plays 
which  at  the  outset,  at  least,  it  offers 
for  public  consumption.  The  theater 
has  achieved  a  license  which  harks 
back  to  the  Restoration  drama,  and  not 
a  few  of  the  things  there  to  be  seen  and 
heard  are  certainly  unfit  for  a  medium 
which  finds  its  way  into  the  ordinary 
American  home,  where  standards  of 
purity  and  decency  are  still  anything 
but  extinct.  Those  who,  to  enjoy  them- 

selves dramatically,  must  have  the  ex- 
treme for  Art's  Sweet  Sake,  can  go  to 

particular  shows  which  offer  it.  Fortu- 
nately, there  is  an  immense  amount  of 

superb  dramatic  literature  which  lends 
itself  to  television  production  without 
raising  any  question  of  propriety.  In 
passing,  one  may  remark  that  how  soon 
opera  may  be  effectively  televised  is 
another  unanswered  question.  But  of 
one  thing  we  may  be  sure — the  tele- 

vision theater  is  going  to  revolutionize 
the  appreciation  of  drama,  and  for  that 
we  should  be  profoundly  grateful.  It  is 
going  to  bring  new  pleasures  and  new 
values  into  innumerable  American 
homes. 

One  question  frequently  asked  us  is 
"What  about  motion  pictures  in  tele- 

vision?" We  feel  that  motion  pictures 
are  and  will  be  a  very  important 
feature  of  television  programs.  The  flex- 

ibility of  films  will  be  an  asset  to  the 
program  structure.  There  will  be 
features  made  exclusively  by  film,  and 
there  will  be  interesting  combinations 
of  live  talent  and  films. 

THEN  comes  a  follow-up  question: 
"Who  will  make  the  films,  and  what 

is  the  attitude  of  the  film  industry?" When  the  time  comes,  there  are  many 
companies  now  available  to  make  aU 
the  film  programs  television  can  use. 
Whether  the  films  will  be  made  on  the 
west  or  the  east  coast  has  not  been 
decided.  There  is  the  important  matter 
of  economics  to  be  considered.  It  is 
surprising  to  know  that  the  east  coast 
can  also  make  good  pictures  for  tele- vision. 
Exhibitors  are  worried  about  the 

effect  of  television  on  theater  atten- 
dance. As  an  old  exhibitor,  it  is  my 

feeling  that  people  will  always  go  to 
the  theater — ^if  the  show  is  good.  Going 
out  is  an  event — a  delightful  diversion, 
and  while  we  feel  that  television  will 
provide  programs  of  unusual  interest, 
we  are  not  so  overconfident  that  we 
think  the  American  people  will  become hermits-  gliipd  tn^p^visioi^gp^ 
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Soldier  Shows  are  a  specialty  with  Patricia. 

"The  boys  get  a  big  kick  out  of  costume 
plays,"  she  says,  "and  they  certainly  appre- 

ciate my  Pond's  Cold  Cream  for  taking  off 
their  make-up!"  Her  fiance  is  in  the  Army 
Medical  Department — program  manager  for 
the  Hospital  Broadcasting  System. 

"The  nicest  beauty  care  a  girl  can  ask  for" 
is  what  Patricia  calls  her  jar  of  fragrant, 
snow-white  Pond's  Cold  Cream. Dark  hair  in  a  tiara  braid  .  .  .  eyes  of  mermaid  green  .  .  .  skin  as  smooth  as  fine  porcelain 

CjyaMikxa^  (2/ef^^e?ieC'  — charming  young  New  Yorker, 

engaged  to  Sergeant  Andrew  Donnelly,  Jr.,  also  of  New  York. 

She  is  the  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Albert  J.  Sanford,  Jr. 

Her  ring — an  emerald-cut diamond  flanked  by  four 

baguettes,  set  in  platinum. 

Patricia  sanford  was  sixteen  when 

she  first  knew  Andy  Donnelly,  and  he 

was  nineteen.  "He  was  as  unromantic 

as  a  big  brother  to  me  then,''''  she  says 
with  a  cute  twinkle  in  her  eyes. 

Things  are  different  now.  Patricia 

and  Andy  are  engaged ! 

She's  anotherVond's  bride-to-be.  An- 

other girl  with  a  soft-smooth  Pond's 

complexion!  "I  adore  Pond's  Cold 

Cream,"  Patricia  says. "It  has  the  nicest 
feeling  on  my  face — and  leaves  my 

skin  looking  so  clean  and  smoothed.'' 
Here  is  her  favorite  Pond's  creaming: 

She  smooths  soft,  snowy  Pond's  Cold 
Cream  thoroughly  over  face  and  throat 

—and  pats  well  to  soften  and  release 
dirt  and  make-up.  Tissues  it  all  away. 

She  rinses  with  another  (jream-over,  swirl- 
ing her  fingers  around  in  little  circles. 

Tissues  off.  She  thinks  this  extra  Pond's 
rinse  "just  fine"  to  get  her  face  extra 
clean,  extra  soft. 

Give  your  complexion  a  double  Pond's 
creaming  every  morning,  every  night — 

and  for  daytime  freshen-ups!  It's  no 
accident  so  many  more  women  use 

Pond's  than  any  other  face  cream  ai  any 

price.  Ask  today  for  a  big  jar  of  Pond's. 

A  tew  of  the  many 

Pond's  Society  Beauties 

'Oft 
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Can  you  imagine  yourself  setting 
the  pace — showing  the  way  on 

"those  days"  when  you  used  to 
curl  up  like  a  sick  kitten,  because 

menstruation's  functional  cramps, 
headache  and  "blues"  made  you miserable? 

It  can  be  done.  It  is  being  done 
by  girls  and  women  everywhere 
who  know  about  Midol.  So  be- 

fore you  break  another  date  or 
lose  another  day  due  to  menstrual 
suffering,  try  Midol!  These  effec- 

tive tablets  are  offered  especially 
to  relieve  functional  periodic  pain. 
They  contain  no  opiates,  yet  act 
quickly  in  three  ways :  Ease  Cramps 
— Sootjpe  Headache  —  Stimulate 

mildly  when  you  re  "Blue". 
If  you  take  Midol  as  directed, 

you  will  soon  discover  how  com- 
fortable and  carefree  you  can  be. 

Your  druggist  has  Midol. 

I  PERSONAL  SAMPLE— In  plain  envelope. 

I  Write  Dept.  N-86,  Room  H18, 
'      Itl  East  i2nd  St.,  New  York  17,  N.  Y. 

CRAMPS -HEADACHE  -BLUES J 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
{Continued  from  page  49) 

he  was  alive.  In  the  rush  of  foolish- 
ness I  married  a  boy  after  four  dates, 

and  expected  to  see  him  go  overseas. 
Instead  he  vvras  hospitalized  immediately 
and  nine  months  later  discharged  for  a 
nervous  condition.  He  had  been  in  an 
important  position  for  four  years  while 
in  the  Army  and  the  strain  had  caused 
him  to  have  a  nervous  collapse. 

Our  girl  was  born  right  after  that  and 
it  was  a  fight  from  the  first  keeping  her 
alive.  She  lacked  so  many  vital  re- 

quirements, it  was  hard  to  force  her  to 
hang  on  to  the  thread  of  life. 
My  "sorry  complex"  had  developed 

into  the  horrible  idea  that  I  was  a  jinx 
stalking  the  ones  I  loved.  My  husband 
started  to  break  under  the  added  strain 
and  we  feared  for  his  mind.  I  was  no 
help  at  all.  I  thought  of  everything 
but  the  right  thing.  I  prayed  and 
pleaded  and  mentally  fought  to  con- 

quer my  defeatist  attitude.  It  wasn't 
over  night  but  gradually  as  if  my  mind 
had  willed  the  change  my  surrounding 
life  began  to  take  new  meaning.  My 
baby  successfully  weathered  an  opera- 

tion and  is  now  well.  My  husband  was 
given  an  opportunity  to  make  a  new 
life  under  the  Disabled  Veterans  Job 
Training  Program.  And  six  months 
ago  my  father  came  home  unharmed. 
My  proudest  feeling  now  is  of  ac- 

complishment. I  made  myself  realize 
life  can  be  beautiful  if  I  believe  in  it, 
and  do  my  best  to  make  others  know  it. 

Mrs.  H.  H. 

PRAYER  LIGHTED  THE  WAY- 

Dear  Papa  David: 
Charles  and  I  were  married  in  the 

early  twenties,  after  a  short,  but  lovely 
courtship.  We  had  everything  to  make 
our  union  a  happy  one.  When  our  two 
children  came  along,  it  seemed  that,  in- 

deed, our  cup  was  overflowing.  They 
were  normal,  healthy,  happy  children 
and  we  loved  them  so  very  much. 

Then  about  the  time  of  the  1929  crash 
our  troubles  began.  Oh,  we  had  some 
money  saved,  and  Charles  had  his  job. 
However,  in  spite  of  all  this,  he  began 
staying  out  late  nights,  and  grew  cross 
with  the  children.  Several  times  he 
came  home  drunk.  This  really  worried 
me,  for  he  never  touched  liquor. 

Matters  grew  worse  and  the  argu- 
ments became  more  heated.  Sometimes 

he  didn't  even  bother  to  come  home. 
I  knew  there  must  be  a  reason  for  his 
behavior  and  determined  to  find  it. 
One  night,  I  left  the  children  with 
mother  and  took  a  walk  to  think  things 
over;  something  had  to  be  done.  I 
found  myself  standing  before  the  little 
church  several  blocks  from  our  home. 
The  doors  were  open  so  I  went  in,  hop- 

ing to  find  a  little  peace  there,  for  just 
a  while.  Just  inside,  however,  I  stopped 
in  amazement. 
There  I  found  Charles,  kneeling  be- 

fore the  altar.  I  moved  closer  and 
heard — "God  forgive  me  for  this  ter- 

rible wrong.  Give  me  the  strength,  the 
courage  to  go  on.  Kathy  and  our 
children — for  them  let  me  be  good. 
Let  me  be  worthy  of  them." I  dropped  to  my  knees  beside  him. 
"Darling,  you  are  good  and  you  are 
strong,  because  you  still  have  your 

faith  in  God.    That's  all  you  need." Then  together  we  offered  a  little 
prayer  of  thanks  for  all  the  things  we 
had,  love,  understanding,  our  two  won- 

derful children  and — we  had  each 
other! 

He  told  me  that  he  had  lost  his  job 

ilililfiiiliiiiiyi 

used  the  money  we  had  saved,  hoping 
to  find  another  job  soon,  and  replace  it. 
But  things  didn't  work  out  that  way. 
Matters  grew  worse  and  he  began 
drinking.  We  talked  it  over,  and  next 
day  mother  kept  the  children,  while  we 
both  went  job-hunting.  I  found  a  job 
at  once,  washing  dishes  in  a  restaurant. 
The  pay  was  small,  but  it  helped. 
Within  a  week,  Charles,  too,  found  a steady  job. 

From  this  love  and  understanding 
grew  a  life  more  beautiful  than  we  had 
known  before. 

Mrs.  C.  D.  S. 

TO  THE  ISLE  OF  PINES— 

Dear  Papa  David: 
Most  of  the  letters  you  published 

were  about  things  that  had  happened 
to  your  readers  recently — but  I  have 
to  go  back  a  long  time  ago  to  tell  you 
about  mine.  I  lived  along  the  Lake 
and  at  night  I  could  hear  the  waves 
pounding.  My  world  was  pretty  big 
for  such  a  little  girl — a  hundred  acres 
of  land  and  lots  of  living  things. 

I  had  a  lovely  great-grandma  that 
lived  with  us  when  I  was  still  that 
tiny  puzzled  child.  She  looked  like  that 
picture  of  Whistler's  Mother,  only  much 
smaller  and  not  so  long  of  limb.  She 
sat  in  her  rocker  in  the  kitchen  that 
was  big  and  sunny  and  made  quilts.  So 
did  I  (of  sorts).  At  the  age  of  four 
I  could  sew  blocks  that  stayed  together 
fairly  well.  Hers  were  the  kind  you 
keep  in  an  old  chest  to  show  your 
grandchildren.  Mine  were  to  keep  me 
out  of  mischief. 

I  had  a  small  red  rocker  myself  which 
I  placed  between  the  rockers  of  her 
chair  and  we  "played  train."  She  rocked 
and  pretended  she  went  to  "York  State" where  she  was  born,  but  I  wanted  to  go 
to  the  Isle  of  Pines,  because  there  was  a 
picture  of  it  in  a  book  that  lay  on  the 
center  table,  constant  reminder  that  my 
grandfather  wanted  to  buy  a  sugar 
plantation  there,  but  never  quite  got 
up  the  courage  to  go.  One  day  my 

grandma  went  to  another  daughter's house  to  have  her  ninetieth  birthday 
party,  and  she  died  without  ever  com- 

ing home.  I  had  the  Pink  Eye  and 
couldn't  even  go  to  see  her.  It  was  the first  time  I  had  known  that  humans 
could  get  still  and  quiet  like  that  and 
no  matter  how  you  called  them,  they 
never  answered.  My  very  breathing 
seemed  to  stop  inside  me.  I  kept  look- 

ing at  those  "blocks"  that  were  hers. The  needle  was  stuck  in  the  cloth  for  a 

dainty  "running  stitch"  that  she  could do  so  well.  All  at  once  it  struck  me 
that  I  must  find  out  where  she  had 
gone  and  what  she  was  doing  or  burst. 
My  four-year-old  heart  panted  after  i 
her  old  one  and  I  hated  every  breath  I 
drew  while  she  was  away.  Soon  it 
was  night  and  I  followed  my  mother 
out  to  the  barn.  The  vast  heavens  were  j 
full  of  stars  and  it  was  light  with  glory. 
I  had  been  to  Sunday  School  and  knew 
where  heaven  was.  I  said,  "Mother, 
when  people  die,  what  do  they  do  in 
heaven?"  She  answered  casually,  "Just 
what  they  always  did  only  they  do  it 
better,  and  the  place  is  so  beautiful  you 
are  blind  with  the  light.  God  is  there 
and  walking  on  lovely  streets,  no  one 
cries  or  feels  bad  and  they  are  always 

singing." 

All    of   a    sudden    Life    was    m   me 
again.      All    my    dread    went    away, 
Grandma  rocked  in  her  rocker  between 
the  great  dipper  and  the  chimney  of  | 

ir  house.  She  made  guilts  more  beau- 



tiful  than  ever  only  they  were  all 
blue  with  white  stars  on  them.  I 
made  blocks  myself  for  her  and  rocked 
and  rocked  to  the  Isle  of  Pines  because 
an  adult  knew  the  right  thing  to  say 
at  the  right  moment. 
Grandma  had  gone  where  she  wanted 

to  go,  so  I  could! 
Mrs.  W.  S. 

HAPPINESS  THROUGH  SERVING— 

Dear  Papa  David: 
Father  was  a  country  preacher, 

deeply  interested- in  the  saving  of  souls 
and  especially  interested  in  foreign 
missions. 

In  my  girlhood  days  I  had  the  feel- 
ing that  he  would  like  me  to  be  a  mis- 

sionary, but  when  I  decided  that  I  would 
prefer  to  marry  a  country  doctor  he 
made  no  objections.  After  my  mar- 

riage I  soon  found  that  I  was  in  a  posi- 
tion to  be  of  usefulness  to  my  husband. 

At  that  time  there  were  few  trained 
nurses;  the  nearest  hospital  was  a  hun- 

dred miles  away.  We  had  no  auto- 
mobiles, radios,  telephone  or  X-ray 

equipment.  If  my  husband  had  a  case 
of  bone  fracture  he  had  only  to  use  his 
best  judgment  and  take  his  chances. 
If  an  immediate  surgical  operation  was 

-  indicated,  I  had  to  help  administer 
anesthetics,  and  whatever  else  might 
be  required.  Of  course  my  first  duty 
was  to  keep  my  husband  fit  for  his 
work.  Very  often  I  was  up  the  most  of 
the  night  in  order  to  provide  him  a 
noiirishing  meal  on  his  return  from  an 
extended  trip  and  perhaps  assist  him 
in  getting  away  on  another  night  case. 
Sometimes  it  became  necessary  for  me 
to  accompany  him  and  assist  in  a  case  of 
childbirth.  Several  times  I  have  as- 

sisted in  preparing  bodies  for  burial  as 
we  had  no  near  undertakers.  Often  in 
his  absence,  I  was  able  to  check  a  bad 
hemorrhage  or  extract  a  bean  or  other 
obstacle  from  a  child's  nose  or  ear. 
Such  cases  required  prompt  attention. 

At  one  time,  when  my  husband  was 
ill,  I  drove  several  miles  alone  in  the 
night  to  administer  a  sedative  to  a 
suffering  patient.  I  do  not  write  this  in 
a  spirit  of  boasting.  I  simply  took  up 
this  work,  that  seemed  to  fall  into  my 
lap,  and  did  what  I  could.  And  I  liked 
my  work.  If  I  had  my  life  to  live 
again  I  think  I  would  like  to  do  the 
same. 

I  am  now  ninety-two  years  old,  my 
work  is  done.  But  in  these  sunset  days 
as  I  look  over  the  past,  I  can  but  be 
grateful  that  I  have  been  permitted  to 
have  even  so  small  a  share  in  a  really 
worthwhile  service,  ministering  to  suf- 

fering humanity.  Life,  for  me,  has 
been  and  still  is  beautiful. 

Mrs.  M.  W.  D. 

EVEN  IN  BATTLE— 

Dear  Papa  David: 
Like  thousands  of  soldiers,  I  had  a 

funny  feeling  that  we  should  by-pass 
Luzon,  because  it  would  save  so  many 
of  our  men's  lives.  We'd  already fought  up  through  the  Islands  and  were 
so  tired  of  war  that  we  thought  to  our- 

selves, "Let  them  fight  their  own 
battles."  Finally  we  found  ourselves 
at  Lingayen  Gulf  on  the  day  of  in- 

vasion. Like  all  D-days,  the  beaches 
were  being  shelled,  and  guns  firing 
everywhere,  and  planes  bombing  enemy 
positions.  We  hit  the  beaches,  and  just 
about  one  hour  later,  we  went  in.  We 
saw  our  first  civilians,  men,  women  and 
children.  All  up  through  the  Islands 
we  hadn't  seen  any  civilians  whatso- 

ever, and  I  believe  every  man's  heart 
softened  when  he  saw  the  women  and 
children.    Some  had  been  hit  bv  shran. 

cnu  Mojuj  Saa|W 
IN  A  BAR  OF 

FELS-NAPTHA? 
Well  .  .  .  we're  still  counting.  Letters  from  house- 

keepers who  discover  new  uses  for  Fels-Naptha 
Soap  are  almost  a  daily  occurrence.  They  tell  us 

there's  hardly  a  spot  from  attic  to  cellar  that  can't 
be  improved  by  the  Fels-Naptha  treatment. 

This  much  we  know:  there  isn't  one  piece  of  family 
apparel,  from  rough  deeply  soiled  work  clothes  to 

sheer  and  dainty  infant  wear  that  can't  be  washed 
cleaner,  with  gentler  handling  of  fabric  and  with 

less  work — by  Fels-Naptha  Soap. 

We  know  the  reason,  too.  It's  the  Fels  way  of  blend- 
ing gentle,  active  naptha  with  good,  mild  soap,  that 

makes  Fels-Naptha  such  an 
extra  fine  laundry  soap— 

and  all-round  house- 
hold cleanser. 

Fels-Naptha  Soap R 
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nel.  Some  had  other  wounds,  but  they 
all  came  running  to  greet  the  Ameri- 

cans, and  to  thank  them  for  freeing them. 

Ten  of  us  went  out  on  patrol  to  find 
an  area  to  take  our  company  to.  We 
had  one  medic  with  us.  Children  every- 

where were  lined  up  along  paths,  trails 
and  roads  greeting  us  with  a  "Hello, 
Joe."  We  came  to  a  place  where  a  wo- man was  standing  wringing  her  hands 
and  crying.  Her  baby  had  been  hit 
by  shrapnel,  and  was  spitting  up  blood. 
Our  medic  said  he  would  take  a  look. 
He  went  into  her  humble  little  bamboo 
hut  and  gave  the  baby  some  medicine 
which  eased  its  painful  wound.  And 
the  baby  hushed  crying  and  went  to 
sleep  in  a  very  short  time.  When  the 
medic  came  out  of  her  house,  the  wo- 

man fell  on  her  knees,  and  kissed  his 
hands,  and  wept  with  joy.  It  touched 
all  our  hearts,  I  think.  And  I  knew 
then  that  I  had  been  wrong  in  feeling 
like  we  should  by-pass  Luzon.  Because 
here  were  human  beings  who  greatly 
needed  help  and  kindness  that  the 
Americans  could  give  just  a  little  of. 
I  think  that  this  will  show  you  that 
even  in  the  horribleness  of  war  and 
battle  there  are  times  when  life  can 
be  beautiful! 

J.J. 

THE  ENEMY  OF  FEAR— 

Dear  Papa  David: 
As  the  Rector  of  this  little  parish  it 

is  my  privilege  to  try  to  help  others. 
But  working  constantly  with  people  in 
all  walks  and  circumstances  of  life, 
sometimes  one's  own  faith  is  tested  al- 

most to  a  breaking  point. 
One  afternoon  had  been  particularly 

hard  and  gloomy.  A  call  on  a  mother 
who  had  just  received  one  of  those 
fateful  telegrams — "regret  to  inform 
that  .  .  .  killed  in  action."  An  hour 
spent  with  a  family  gathered  about  the 
bed  of  a  dying  father.  An  attempt  to 
mediate  one  of  those  depressing  domes- 

tic quarrels  to  avoid  the  break-up  of 
a  family.  And  then  the  last  and  most 
dreaded  call  of  all — a  friend,  con- 

demned to  death  by  her  doctors,  with 
cancer. 

I  shall  never  forget  entering  that 
Nursing  Home  with  heavy  steps.  For 
she  knew  what  they  thought  of  her 
hopes  of  recoyery  as  well  as  I. 

I  suppose  she  must  have  read  the  dis- 
may on  my  face.  There  was  no  light  in 

her  bedroom,  and  when  I  went  in,  she 
sat  up,  and  I  can  only  express  what 
happened  by  saying  that  it  was  as 
though  someone  had  lighted  a  beauti- 

ful lamp. 

"You  need  not  be  troubled  for  me," 
she  said.  "I  am  not  afraid  of  death. 
All  that  you  preach  is  true."  Then  she 
added  a  sentence  which  I  shall  always 
remember.  She  was  a  rather  quiet  and 
reticent  soul,  and  it  had  been  rather 
a  trouble  to  her  that  although  God 
meant  a  great  deal  to  her,  she  had 
rarely  spoken  of  her  faith  to  another. 
And  there  in  that  room,  knowing  the 
probability  of  painful  death,  and  look- 

ing cancer  straight  in  the  face,  she 
said,  "I  am  proud  to  be  trusted  with 
this  illness.  It  is  giving  me  opportuni- 

ties I  never  had  before." 
She  might  not  get  better  from  cancer, 

but  she  had  most  certainly  conquered 
it.  And  at  that  moment  it  seemed  as  if 
some  obscene  and  beastly  ghost  had 
slunk  from  the  room  defeated  by  the 
glory  of  her  courage,  and  the  place  of 

^  her  crucifixion  had  become  a  beautiful 
garden. 

It  was  a  triumphant  visit.  I  had 
gone  to  cheer  her — she  had  cheered  me 

had  rallied  my  own  faith  and  belief. 
C.  J.  L. 

SOME  HAVE  LESS— 

Dear  Papa  David: 
When  the  Stage  Door  Canteen  was  to 

open  in  San  Francisco,  I  read  that  they 
had  everything  except  a  piano,  and 
could  not  open  without  someone  giving 
one.  I  had  a  serious  illness  which  con- 

fined me  to  my  room  and  my  piano  was 
a  great  comfort  to  me — I  had  just  paid 
my  last  installment  on  it.  But  when  I 
read  the  article,  I  was  happy  to  think 
I  could  do  my  part  in  the  war  effort, 
for  it  distressed  me  greatly  not  to  be 
able  to  contribute  financially  as  much 
as  I  would  have  liked  to. 
My  little  piano  was  used  all  through 

the  trying  years  of  this  war  and  is  on 
the  way  now  to  Mexico  where  I  live. 
The  heads  of  the  Canteen  advised  me  a 
month  ago  that  now  that  the  war  is 
over  the  Canteen  is  returning  the  gifts 
given  them,  and  thanked  me  for  hav- 

ing made  thousands  of  our  boys  a  little 
bit  happier. 
Most  important  about  the  piano 

though,  is  this:  two  boys  who  had 
lived  in  my  apartment  house  were  in 
training  in  Catalina  Islands  and  re- 

lated to  me  the  following  story  on  their 
first  leave  home.  They  had  had  a  dis- 

appointing day,  everything  seemed  to 
go  wrong  and  they  were  blue  and 
homesick.  They  were  ordered  to 
empty  the  garbage  cans,  and  all  of  a 
sudden  a  San  Francisco  Chronicle  fell 
out  with  the  announcement  of  the  open- 

ing of  the  Stage  Door  Canteen.  Being 
their  home  town,  they  eagerly  read  on 
and  when  they  came  to  the  article  tell- 

ing of  my  gift  of  a  piano  to  the  Can- 
teen they  told  me  it  changed  their 

whole  day  from  a  dull  one  to  a  happy 
one.  They  related  me  of  the  thrill 
and  pride  they  felt  to  see  that  someone 
m  their  building  had  offered  as  a  gift 
the  piano  so  badly  needed,  and  were 
ashamed  to  be  grumbling  over  their 
petty  worries  when  a  person  who  was 
ill  and  needed  the  piano  had  done  with- 

out it  to  make  others  happier. 
I  used  to  enjoy  your  program  the  five 

years  I  lived  in  San  Francisco  but  here 
in  Mexico  the  station  does  not  come  in 
clearly,  so  I  depend  on  Radio  Mirror 
to  keep  up  with  your  doings.  I  have 
been  ill  for  a  long  time  now  and  maga- 

zines and  books  are  my  greatest  diver- 
sion. I  have  suffered  a  great  deal  and 

my  long  illness  has  been  hard  on  me 
financially,  but  I  still  find  "Life  can  be 
beautiful"  if  you  try  hard  enough. S.  M.  F. 

COURAGE  DEFEATS  FAILURE— 

Dear  Papa  David: 
It  all  began  when  I  was  just  five 

years  old.  Our  family  lived  in  the 
country  about  five  miles  from  town 
My  parents  were  earnest,  hard-work- 

ing, honest  farmers. 
Mother  worked  very  hard  trying  to 

help  my  three  brothers  and  my  father 
take  care  of  the  farm,  besides  doing  her 
housework  such  as  washing,  ironing 
cooking  and  keeping  the  five  of  us  chil- 

dren prepared  for  school.  During  the 
depression,  1931,  we  thought  we  had  all 
the  burdens  anyone  could  possibly 
bear;  then,  all  of  a  sudden.  Mother 
and  Daddy's  troubles  really  began. 
Our  next  door  neighbor's  baby  had 

just  been  attacked  by  a  terrible  sick- 
ness, but  the  doctors  could  not  decipher 

her  case.  She  died  shortly  after  her 
attack  in  my  mother's  arms — Mother 
not  knowing  that  I  was  to  be  the  next 
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quickly,   safely,  the   Com- mon Sense  Way  I  Whether 
you    are    overweight,    or 
merely  want  to  rid  your- 

self  of   overly    large   hips, 

heavy   thighs,  legs  or   an- 
kles, Sylvia  of  Hollywood 
gets    right    to    the root  of  your  figure 
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v^as  the  next  in  line;  but,  I  wasn't  its victim  as  Frances  had  been.  I  became 
very  ill  about  a  week  after  little 
Frances'  death.  Daddy  had  called  all 
the  doctors  in  the  nearby  town;  but 
when  they  examined  me,  they  would 
each  turn  away  and  shake  their  head. 
Like  most  people  then,  we  were  poor 
and  got  by  on  the  least  bit  of  money 

'  possible;  I  wasn't  taken  to  a  clinic  or hospital  and  today  I  am  thankful  I 
wasn't. 
Mother  did  everything  in  her  power 

to  help  me  to  be  healthy  and  normal 
again.     She  gave  up  helping  father  in 
the  fields  and  gave  me  her  every  at- 

tention.    She   wouldn't  eat  nor   sleep. 
I    lay    helpless    for    weeks    without 

moving  my  body  or  tongue.    My  vocal 
cords  were  paralyzed.     After   a   lapse 
of  time,  !•  began  to  notice  things  that 
moved  and  the  different  sounds  about 
me.     It  seemed  that  my  mother  was 
always  moving  about  doing  something, 
so  I  made  a  complete  study  of  every- 

.    thing  I  could  watch  her  do.    This  made 
e  mother   very   happy,   because    it   gave 
.    her  the  feeling  of  comfort  that  I  would 
*   be  all  right  again.    She  made  me  take 

every   kind    of   exercise   possible   that 
would  give  me  strength.     I  learned  to 
ride  horseback,  swim,  and  other  sports 
with  mother's  kind  assistance.     It  was 
one  day  when  I  was  splashing  around 
in  the   swimming  pool  that  I   gave   a 
hoarse  gurk.    Mother  was  very  startled, 
but  from  that  day  on  she  coached  my 

"    speech.     There  were  months  of  coach- 
ing, but  gradually  I  began  walking  and 

talking  again. 
During  those  long  months,  my  life 

seemed  to  idle.  No  one  knew  what 
went  through  my  mind.  There  was 
plenty  of  time  for  thought.  I  thought 

of  things  that  grown  up  people  haven't any  idea  that  children  think  about,  but 
I  know  what  great  imagination  children 

can  have.  I  began  to  get  a  "key  hole" 
view  of  what  I  thought  life  was  going 
to  be  like.  It  has  led  to  be  quite  dif- 

ferent than  I  had  figured,  yes,  quite 
different. 
You  know,  after  you  combine  several 

good  things  together,  you  can  almost 
always  expect  some  good  result.  Good 
things  such  as  the  careful  attention  of 
my  mother,  the  hardships  of  my  father 
and  faith  in  my  own  self  were  all  com- 

bined to  give  me  health  and  strength 
of  a  normal  person.     Some  might  say 
that    it    was    mother    whom    I    should 
praise  highly,  but  if  you  stop  to  think 

J   — all  good  things  come  from  God.     He 
gave  mother,  daddy  and  me  everything 
we  possess.     I   give   thanks,   not   only 
to  mother  and  daddy,  but  to  God,  also. 

;        Today,  I  am  very  proud  of  myself.    In 

'.   my  twenty  years,  I  have  won  beauty contests  and  honorable  mentions  with  a 
perfectly  healthy   body   and  mind.     I 
also  have  sung  in  the  school  glee  clubs 
and  church  choir,  just  to  think  that  one 
time  I  thought   I  would  never   speak 
again!     I'm  not  bragging  in  the  same manner  that  one  would  if  he  had  a  mil- 

lion dollars,  but  like  one  who  has  so 
much  love  in  his  heart  for  the  joy  of 

!    living,  like  one  who  was  once  an  in- 
b    valid,  helpless,  and  thought  there  was 
I    nothing  in  life! 
K  M.  D.  H. 

ON  THE  WAY  TO  RECOVERY- 

Dear  Papa  David: 
For  twenty-five  years  I've  lived  with 

and  loved  a  very  excellent  lady.  My 
wife.  For  twenty-five  years  Tve  given 
her  no  more  than  was  necessary  to  get 
along  in  a  threadbare  sort  of  way. 
I've  worked  hard  but  never  seemed  to 
earn  more  than  just  enough  to  stopgap 
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l/V/ty  msA  a/tef yearn  for 

It's  a  revelation— how  soft,  soft,  sojt 
Modess  really  is!  And  how  soft  it  stays  on 

the  days  you  need  it  most.  Modess'  com- 
fort is  something  extra-special  because" 

it'i  .  .  . 

Comf ort-in-action !  Gentle  as  a  cloud 

whether  you  take  things  easy  or  fly  through 
the  busiest  day. 

You  feel  so  safe  and  serene,  too,  for 

Modess  has  all  the  safety  a  girl  could  long 
for!  A  special  triple  shield  guards  against 
accidents.  And  no  telltale  outlines  with 

Modess — it's  silhouette-proof. 

Daisy-fresh,  too !  Modess'  triple-proved 
deodorant  in  every  napkin  helps  guard  your 
charm. 

Costs  no  more !  Yet  Modess  is  America's 
luxurious  sanitary  napkin.  Discover  the 

extras  it  gives  you — try  Modess! 

stances  to  another,  and  constantly  wor- 
ried by  the  thousand  things  that  can 

plague  the  life  of  a  guy  who  continu- 
ally tries  but  never  quite  arrives. 

At  last  came  a  break.  A  manufac- 
turer in  Chicago  took  an  interest  in  a 

guy  fifty-thre'e  years  old,  and  sent  him here  to  represent  the  company.  But 

the  customers  didn't  accept  the  new 
man  so  readily  and  again  worry  and 
anxiety  got  in  their  licks  and  twenty- 
four  years  of  frustration  took  a  final 
swing  on  the  old  glass  chin  for  a  regu- 

lar sleep  producer. 
The  doctors  called  it  cerebral  hem- 

orrhage. I  called  it  the  final  curtain 
and  decided  the  show  was  over. 

Then  the  thing  you  preach  daily  en- 
tered the  picture.  My  son  in  Japan 

was  allowed  by  the  Army  to  talk  to 
me,  by  radio  and  telephone,  over 
7,000  miles.  And  the  things  that  boy 
said!  All  about  how  he  would  be 
home  in  four  months  to  help  me  com- 

plete the  effort  I'd  started  for  the 
Chicago  manufactixrer.  And  other 
things  you'd  never  even  expect  a 
twenty-one-year-old   boy  to   think   of. 
My  daughter  canceled  all  dates  and 

such  in  order  to  spend  extra  hours  with 
Pop.  Her  friends  (youngsters)  came 
to  see  me.  My  new-found  adult  friends 
spent  hours  in  my  sick  room.  Some- 

one was  around  to  take  up  where  some- 
one else  left  off  in  the  rubbing  of  spastic 

muscles.  Books,  flowers,  cards  and  all 
the  usual  sickroom  things  appeared 
along  with  offers  of  money,  etc.  from 
folks  we  hardly  knew. 
And  Mom  was  just  as  wonderful  as 

she  has  always  been. 
And  after  the  evidence  of  good  for- 

tune I  had  witnessed  I  felt  like  a  heel 
for  sure  and  agreed  with  ole  man  con- 

science that  I  had  to  get  well  in  order 
to  repay  all  the  kindnesses  of  my  family 
and  friends. 

Today  I'm  on  the  way  to  recovery  and 
in  another  short  while  I'm  sure  God 
will  let  me  walk  well  enough  to  do  my 
work.  Already  I  get  around  the  house 
and  today  helped  Mom  dress  me.  From 
a  disheartened  self-convicted  failure  at 
fifty-three,  the  patient  is  convinced  that 
he'll  live  another  twenty-five  years, 
working  and  succeeding  in  his  work, 
enjoying  the  love  and  companionship 
of  true  friends,  the  love  and  afifection 
of  his  loyal  wife  and  kids. D.  B. 

THERE  ARE  ALWAYS  MIRACLES— 

Dear  Papa  David: 
Life  can  be  so  beautiful  even  though 

the  darkest  hour  seems  so  near.  I  had 
been  a  semi-invalid  all  my  life  and  as 
we  were  too  poor  to  hire  help,  my 
mother  had  been  the  nurse,  house- 

keeper and  maid  all  in  one.  She  was  a 
guarding  angel  through  my  sickness. 
Then  my  mother  became  ill  with  a 

dreadful,  incurable  disease.  We  all 
knew  she  couldn't  live  long.  Her 
greatest  worry  was  what  was  to  become 

of  dad  and  me  after  she  died.  Dad  was' 
getting  old  and  I  wasn't  even  able  to 
care  for  myself. 
Mother  must  have  .  prayed  many 

prayers  while  she  lay  in  bed,  because 
all  at  once  a  miracle  began  happening. 
Almost  by  the  hour  I  began  growing 
stronger.  In  a  few  months  I  was  not 
only  able  to  care  for  myself  but  could 
do  most  of  the  nursing  of  mother  and 
keeping  house  for  dad. 

I'll  never  forget  the  day  before  her 
death,  mother  called  me  to  her  bed- 

side and  said,  "I  never  thought  I'd  live 
to  see  the  day  when  you  would  be 

strong  enough  to  do  what  you've  done the  past  six  months.    Now  I  can  die  in 



peace,  knowing  you'll  be  able  to  make 
your  own  way  in  this  old  world  when 
I'm  gone." 

It  has  been  almost  four  years  since 

that  day  and  I've  grown  stronger  with 
each  passing  year.  I'm  now  able  to 
help  support  dad  in  his  old  age. 

Surely  God  does  send  miracles  if  we 
ask  for  them  in  the  right  way. 

Miss  A.  G. 

A  FABillLY  WAS  CREATED— 

Dear  Papa  Dayid: 
When  my  young  husband  contracted 

tuberculosis  and  was  ordered  to  a  sana- 
torium, life  gave  me  my  first  hard  jolt. 

I  had  to  go  to  work  to  make  a  living 
for  my  two  small  boys. 
My  first  job  netted  me  only  enough 

to  get  by  on,  but  by  careful  planning, 
I  managed  to  work  in  the  mornings  and 
go  to  school  in  the  afternoons,  studying 

shorthand  and  typing.  It  wasn't  easy. 
At  night,  I  was  so  tired  that  I  dragged 
myself  home  by  sheer  will  power.  To 
make  it  worse,  my  husband  had  never 
been  away  from  me  before  and  I  missed 
him  terribly.  The  hospital  was  several 

hundred  miles  away  and  I  didn't  even get  to  visit  him  for  months  at  a  time. 
When  I  did  get  to  go,  although  he  was 

cheerful  enough  '(chiefly  for  my  bene- fit I  knew),  my  husband  could  not 
hide  the  loneliness  and  sadness  he  felt 
at  being  away  from  home. 

At  the  end  of  the  school  term,  I  took 
a  Civil  Service  Examination  and  passed 
with  honors.  Soon  after,  I  got  a  good 
position  and  was  now  able  to  buy  more 
things  for  the  children  and  home. 
Time  dragged  on  and  on:  one  year,  two 
years,  went  by.  When  nearly  three 
years  had  passed,  my  husband  died 
suddenly  at  the  sanatorium.  For  a 
while,  I  was  stunned,  but  I  had  to  keep 
going  or  collapse.  '  I  drove  myself 
night  and  day.  I  was  now  nearly 
thirty.  I  wore  smart  clothes,  attended 
business  meetings  and  church,  but  life 

was  empty  and  dull  because  I  wSsn't 
happy. 
Then  I  met  Anthony.  I  had  known 

that  he  was  a  farmer  from  the  southern 
part  of  the  country  and  had  seen  him  in 
our  ofiice  several  times  on  business, 
but  one  day  I  seemed  to  really  see  him 
for  the  first  time.  There  was  a  lull  in 
the  busy  day  and  we  struck  up  a  casual 
conversation.  He  seemed  interested  in 
me  too  and  asked  me  to  a  movie.  I 
went,  and  that  was  just  the  beginning. 
I  had  almost  forgotten  how  to  have  a 
good  time  with  someone  to  share  it  and 
I  gave  myself  up  to  it  fully. 
We  were  soon  in  love,  a  deep  strong 

love  born  of  a  need  for  companionship 
and  for  each  other.  Anthony  too,  had 
known  loneliness,  for  after  years  of 
illness,  his  beloved  wife  had  died,  and 
perhaps  that  is  why  we  understood 
each  other  so  well. 
We  married  and  went  to  live  at  the 

farm. 
That  was  over  a  year  ago,  and  to 

see  me  now,  one  would  see  a  truly 
happy  woman.  As  I  look  out  my 
kitchen  window,  I  see  my  husband 
driving  the  tractor  into  the  lot.  Across 
the  pasture,  a  little  boy  of  eight  is 
after  a  fat  red  pony.  Climbing  the 
gate  is  my  eldest  boy  with  a  shiny  milk 
pail,  proud  of  having  learned  to  milk 
old  Nellie.  Soon  we  will  all  sit  down 
together,  a  family  once  more,  while 
my  husband  says  grace.  Yes,  life  is 
rich  and  good  and  wonderful.  Five 
years  ago,  it  was  dark  and  miserable, 
but  I  have  learned  that  clouds  do  have 
silver  linings,  and  that  life  can  be 
beautiful. 

Mrs.  S.  A.  F. 

^I  like  being  a 
bachelor  drl" 

BgJSSgJg. 

KEEP  FRESH:  After  you  bathe,  shake 
Cashmere  Bouquet  Talc  all  over  your  body. 

Use  it  with  generous  abandon,  so  that  its  fra- 
grant particles  can  cool  and  sweeten  your  skin. 

FEEL,  SMOOTH:  Guard  against  chafing  by 
smoothing  on  extra  Cashmere  Bouquet  Talc. 
Moist,  sensitive  skin  welcomes  this  long-lasting 
satiny  sheath  of  protection. 

STAY  DAINTY:  Use  Cashmere  Bouquet  Talc 

often  during  hot,  sticky  days.  It's  refreshing 
in  its  daintiness,  for  it  cools,  comforts  and  gives 
your  skin  the  fragrance  men  love. 

In  10>!,20*!  and  35<  sizes* 
For  the  luxury  size 

with  velour  puff  ask  for 
Cashmere  Bouquet 

Dusting  Powder  65ff* 
*plu8  tax 
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NO  MATTER  HOW  YOUNG— 

Dear  Papa  David: 
Older  people  are  not  the  only  ones 

who  get  hurt.  I  am  a  young  girl  and 
I  can  remember  times  when  I  was  so 
very  happy. 

Like  walking  through  Rock  Creek 
Park,  in  Washington,  D.  C.  Going  to 
church  and  the  zoo.  Just  laughing  for 
the  joy  of  life.  We  had  lots  of  fun  just 
walking,  talking  and  laughing  with 
the  whole  world. 

I  think  all  Washington  knew  we  were 
in  love.  I  remember  once  he  said  to 

me,  "Cathy,  a  love  such  as  ours  is 
beyond  time  and « distance.  You're  so 
much  a  part  of  me,  dear,  that  I  shall 
always  love  you  more  than  anything  on 
this  earth  or  the  next  one,  for  if  I 
should  die  tomorrow  a  part  of  you 
would  go  with  me  into  eternity.  Not, 
for  one  second  will  you  ever  be  apart 
from  me.  Your  lovely  spirit  will  walk 
forever  by  my  side."  And  Papa  David, a  part  of  me  is  truly  with  him  now;  not 
even  eternity  can  separate  us.  You 
see  he  was  killed  eleven  months  ago — 
in  action  on  Mindanao — Philippine 
Islands. 

The  hurt  is  something  I  will  never 
get  over.  Although  time  will  heal,  I 
will  always  remember  his  words  to  me. 
That  my  spirit  would  walk  forever  by 
his  side.    Even  in  the  next  world. 

That  shows  me  no  matter  how  young 
we  are,  life  can  and  Will  be  beautiful. 

Mrs.  C.  D.  B. 

LOVE  MUST  BE  GUIDED— 

Dear  Papa  David: 
I  have  listened  to  the  Life  Can  Be 

Beautiful  serial  for  years  and  have 
many  times  been  inspired  by  the 
courage  of  the  people  involved  and 
especially  by  your  kindly  philosophy. 
My  husband  was  recently  discharged 

after  five  years  in  the  service,  part  of 
it  in  the  severest  of  combat.  I,  like 
thousands  of  others,  blandly  assumed 
we  would  pick  up  where  we  left  off 
and  return  to  a  normal  way  of  living. 
But  such  was  not  the  case.  He  was 
finding  it  difficult  to  adjust  to  the  dif- 

ference between  Army  life  overseas  and 
being  an  ordinary  civilian.  I  had  been 
used  to  having  my  own  way  and  un- 

consciously resented  having  my  routine 
upset. 
He  had  trouble  finding  a  job,  so  I 

went  back  to  work.  I  resented  his  be- 
ing home  while  I  had  to  work.  I  hated 

coming  home  and  doing  housework,  and 
didn't  hesitate  to  tell  him  so.  The 
imaginary  grievances  added  up  until 
at  the  slightest  excuse  I  flew  into  a 
rage  and  said  things  for  which  I  was 
immediately  sorry.  Several  times  in 
my  anger  I  told  him  I  was  going  to 
take  our  son  and  live  alone  if  he  didn't 
conform  exactly  to  my  way  of  think- 

ing and  doing  things.  Being  a  very  in- 
telligent and  strong-minded  person  he 

rebelled  at  being  dictated  to. 
Finally  one  night  he  said,  "And  for this  I  lived  and  dreamed  while  I  was 

in  the  midst  of  battle."  In  his  face 
was  mirrored  the  pain  and  disappoint- 

ment he  felt.  I  knew  our  home  was 
near  to  the  point  of  being  broken  up. 
At  the  same  time,  I  was  being  released 
from  my  job,  and  we  would  have  no 
income.  Things  looked  very  black.  We 
were  both  miserable  and  it  was  hard  to 
see  a  ray  of  sunshine  any  place. 

One  day  I  sat  down  and  made  a  list 
of  things  good  and  bad  about  our  life 
together.  It  struck  me  very  force- 

'  fully  that  most  of  the  erring  was  on  my 
a  side.  It  is  amazing  how  it  clarifies 

things  in  one's  mind  to  put  it  in  black 
and  white  on  paper.    After  making  a 

list  of  the  things  of  which  I  was  most 
often  guilty,  I  pinned  it  in  the  kitchen 
cupboard  where  it  was  sure  to  remind 
me  constantly  to  be  on  guard  against 
them.  Everytime  I  forgot,  a  check 
mark  went  on  the  sheet. 

Soon  it  was  a  joke  with  us.  The 
home  atmosphere  improved  rapidly. 
Our  differences  we  discussed  calmly 
and  sensibly.  My  husband  responded 
immediately  to  the  change,  and  began 
to  talk  about  the  things  he  would  like 
to  do,  and  the  kind  of  job  he  would 
like  to  have. 

Before  long,  instead  of  wishing  he 
were  back  in  the  Army,  or  any  place 
just  to  be  away,  we  were  enthusiasti- 

cally making  plans  for  the  things  we 
will  do  in  the  future. 
Now  I  have  a  new  and  better  job 

and  he  has  a  wonderful  opportunity  to 
train  with  an  insurance  company. 
We  are  two  busy,  happy  people,  now 

and  both  firm  believers  in  the  fact 
that  a  lot  of  sorrow  and  broken  mar- 

riages could  be  saved  by  a  little 
determination  to  make  life  beautiful, 
instead  of  vainly  hoping  for  a  miracle. 

R.  M. 

A  TRUER  HAPPINESS— 

Dear  Papa  David: 
So  many  times  we  delude  ourselves 

that  we  are  making  life  beautiful  but 
deep  in  our  hearts  there  is  an  uneasy, 
unsatisfied  feeling  that  we  are  ac- 

cepting a  substitute.  This  acceptance 
can  prevent  us  from  trying  to  seek 
something  real  that  will  not  only  make 
life  beautiful  for  ourselves  but  for 
others  who  may  need  our  help,  badly. 
That  has  been  our  recent  experience. 
We  bought  a  small  new  home  in  Los 

Angeles,  just  in  the  nick  of  time  to 
avoid  high  prices.  Although  we  have 
owned  three  homes,  no  other  has  so 
completely  satisfied  us.  Our  yard  was 
a  sand  pile,  but  in  no  time  we  had  it 
growing  lovely  California  native  shrubs 
and  flowers.  The  little  house  has  two 
bedrooms,  so  we  each  fixed  ours  as  we 
had  always  wanted  to  do.  My  red  and 
cream  kitchen  has  windows  that  look 
toward  the  mountains  and  is  a  joy  to 
work  in.    Small,  yes,  but  so  right! 

At  one  time,  we  thought  we  would 
adopt  children  but  illness  prevented. 
We  became  complacently  happy  in  our 
similar  interests  of  good  music,  litera- 

ture, gardening  and  a  dog,  and  now  that 
we  neared  sixty,  seclusion  was  our 
right. 

The  war  came,  leaving  us  imtouched. 
We  worked,  of  course;  my  husband  re- 

ceived a  civilian  citation  and  I  cer- 
tificates of  merit,  but  we  still  had  our 

pleasant  home  life,  while  about  us 
were  people  just  as  deserving  and 
more  so  without  even  living  quarters. 
We  were  sorry  for  them  but  we  could 
not  see  how  we  could  help. 

Our  nephew  came  home  to  his  wife 
and  baby  after  serving  all  through 
those  desperate  years  to  find  it  impos- 

sible to  rent  a  house.  To  buy  at  the 
current  prices  meant  mortgaging  his 
future  too  heavily.  We  faced  our 
problem.    Could  we  give  them  a  home? 

There's  no  use  denying  that  the  first 
adjustments  were  almost  painful,  but 
there  were  no  longer  lonely  moments, 
and  laughter  filled  the  little  house  and 
love.  Oh,  how  we  learned  to  love  the 
baby!  The  young  folks  took  a  little 
freedom  evenings  and  left  us  to  put  her 
to  bed.  Life  took  on  a  different  mean- 

ing and  we  came  to  realize  more  and 
more  that  the  willing  happy  sharing 
of  our  home  was  one  of  the  deeper experiences  that  brought  home  that 
life  can  be  beautiful. Mrs.  A.  C. 

THE  GREATEST  OF  SORROWS— 

Dear  Papa  David: 
At  our  home,  we  had  just  lost  the 

last  round  to  that  grim  old  adversary, 
death! 

My  young  wife,  and  mother  of  three 
children,  had  at  last  been  compelled  to 
release  her  loving  grip  on  all  our  lives, 
after  an  epic  battle  to  look  after  us  until 
the  last  moment. 

Through  the  days  that  followed,  I  lost 
all  grip  on  life.  Most  of  the  time  I 
sat  motionless.  It  began  to  seem  that 
life  had  come  squarely  up  against  a 
blank  wall,  and  I  felt  that  I,  too,  had 
died. 
.  We  were  making  preparations  for 
our  first  breakfast  together  as  a  re-  I 
duced  family  unit.  The  setting  was 
throat-constricting,  watching  three 
children  bustling  about,  trying  to  carry 
on  where  mamma  had  left  off,  since  Ij 
was  still  pretty  vague. 
Amid  the  clatter  of  dishes,  I  heard  j 

my  oldest  daughter  admonishing  her ' 
younger  sister,  "What  did  you  set  five  ' 
places  for?  It's  no  use  setting  a  place  ■ 

for  mamma!" 
Something  clicked  into  place  in  my 

scrambled  brain,  and  I  saw  the  begin- 
ning of  light  dawning.  I  came  out  into 

the  kitchen  and  spoke  up,  "Go  ahead! 
Let  her  set  a  place  for  mamma!  Let's all  set  a  place  for  mamma,  always, 

both  here  at  home,  and  in  our  hearts." From  that  time  on,  setting  a  place 
for  mamma  gradually  overcame  the 
sting  of  death.  I  have  come  to  realize 

that  you  can  still  take  life's  heaviest jolts,  even  if  you  only  have  a  symbol 
or  an  ideal  to  cling  to.  A  year  has  gone 
by,  and  mamma  still  runs  our  lives. 

Now,  I  won't  claim  that  life  is  as 
beautiful  as  it  was,  but  I  will  say  that 
"setting  a  place"  for  mamma  has 
brightened  it  up  considerably. 

W.  A.  H. 

KINDLY  THOUGHTS— 

Dearest  Papa  David: 
I  am  a  student  nurse  in  a  large  uni- 

versity hospital — or  rather  I  was  until 
recently,  when  they  found  a  lesion  in 
one   of  my   lungs.   They   confined   me. 

I'm  an  average  girl  with  the  usual 
number  of  friends.  That's  why  I  was so  overwhelmed  when  I  came  to  my 
room  at  the  hospital.  It  was  laden  with 
flowers,  my  pajamas  were  laid  out,  and 
everything  was  in  readiness!  I  was 
deeply  touched.  Not  only  did  it  not 
stop  there — but  every  day  one  of  the 
girls  brings  something  new  and  inter- 

esting to  keep  me  occupied  in  my  long 
siege  of  rest. 

All  this  may  not  seem  much  to  you — 
but  to  me,  lying  heie  staring  at  four 
walls — maybe  an  invalid  for  life — I 
have  found  that  friends  like  these  can 
make  life  beautiful — even  for  an  insig- nificant individual  like  me! 

A.  M. 

RADIO  MIRROR— 

John  J.  Anthony's TEN  COMMANDMENTS 

OF,  WEDDED  BLISS 
A  Thoughtful  Guide 

For  Your  Marital  Happiness 
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. . .  the  color  stays  on 

through  every  lipstick  test 

Give  your  lips  an  alluring  color  accent  with 

your  Color  Harmony  shade  of  Tru-Color 
Lipstick.  Glamorous  reds,  lovely      / 

reds,  dramatic  reds... all  exclusive  |. , 

with  Tru-Color  Lipstick  and  all       \ 

based  on  an  original  patented*  f 
color  principle  discovered  by         I 

Max  Factor  Holly  ivood.       ̂          i          . 
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Make  the  famous  Fresh  test.  See  why 
more  women  are  switching  to  Fresh 
than  to  any  other  deodorant. 

Fresh  stops  perspiration  worries 
completely.  Fresh  contains  the  most 
effective  perspiration-stopping 
ingredient  knovm  to  science. 

Fresh  stays  smooth. .  .never  sticky  v^^ 
gritty. . .doesn't  dry  out  in  the  jar. 

Honeymoon 
in  New  York 

(Continued  from  page  23) 

coming  up  all  too  soon — on  Thursday! 
Now,  sitting  in  front  of  my  tray,  with 

the  radio's  music  still  pouring  over  me, 
I  had  to  admit  I  didn't  know  the  answer 
to  my  problem.  I  didn't  know  how  to become  a  companion  again  to  the  man 

whose  closest  companion  I'd  been  for 
twenty-five   years. 

It  was  right  hei'e  that  my  thoughts 
were  interrupted  again  by  the  radio. 
"And  now  I'm  proud  to  introduce  our 

first  couple  on  this  morning's  Honey- 
moon in  New  York,"  Mr.  Kirby  was 

saying,  "Marine  Sergeant  McGuire  and 
Miss  Shirley  Wright — our  engaged 
couple  for  today!"  I  found  myself  lis- 

tening while  he  interviewed  the  two 
of  them — both  youngsters,  giggling  the 
whole  time — about  how  they  had  met 
(on  a  Greyhound  bus  in  Maryland), 
when  they  had  first  kissed  (on  their 
second  date),  when  they  were  going 
to  be  married.  I  listened  while  they  told 
their  plans  for  marriage,  and  what  they 
expected  their  lives  to  be  like  together. 
And  then  I  listened  while  Mr.  Kirby 

and  Joy  Hodges  gave  them  an  ava- 
lanche of  presents  from  the  NBC  Gift 

Table — a  fountain  pen  and  a  wedding 

ring,  sets  of  records,  sheets — dozens  of 
things  they  would  need. 

For  awhile  then  I  forgot  all  my  own 
problems  completely.  I  heard  Joy 
Hodges  singing  again;  I  heard  Mr. 
Kirby  saying  that  all  engaged  couples, 
or  married  ones  with  anniversaries  of 
more  than  twenty-five  years  coming 
up,  should  write  the  program  if  they 
were  coming  to  New  York — and  appear 
on  the  show.  I  listened  while  a  Silver 

Wedding  anniversary  couple  were  in- 
troduced, talked  of  their  courtship  and 

marriage,  and  were  given  presents.  I 
listened  to  the  story  of  a  sweet  young 
honeymooning  couple — who,  like  the 
others,  were  given  more  presents  than 
you  can  imagine,  from  theater  tickets 
to  a  new  stove.  Listening  for  a  little 
while,  the  program  took  me  entirely 
out  of  myself.  And  when  it  signed  off— 
"until  tomorrow  morning  at  nine 
o'clock" — I  was,  to  my  astonishment, 
relaxed  in  my  chair,  smiling  to  myself, 

and  happier  than  I'd  been  in  months. 
It  was  at  that  very  moment  that  the 

idea  came  to  me — the  idea  that  might, 
I  felt,  change  my  whole  life.  Maybe  all 

good  things  in  life  come  when  you've given  up  straining  for  them  ...  at  any 
rate,  it  was  at  that  moment  that  my 
thoughts  on  John  and  myself  took  an 
entirely  fresh  turn. 

I  acted  on  them  without  a  pause.  I 

got  to  my  feet,  crossed  the  room  to  the 

telephone,  looked  up  National  Broad- 
casting Company  in  the  telephone  book, 

and  called  the  number.  I  asked  to  speak 

to  Durward  Kirby,  the-master-of-cere- monies  of  Honeymoon  in  New  York. 
A  second  later  his  voice  was  saying, 
"Hello?"  Then  I  was  pouring  out  a 
flood  of  words— about  how  Thursday 

was  John's  and  my  twenty-fifth  wed- 
ding anniversary,  and  how  much  it 

would  mean  to  me  to  be  on  the  pro- 
gram that  morning.  I  wound  up  saying, 

"Please,  please— I  would  so  appreciate 

it!" 

"If  we  have  an  opening,  Mrs. 

Greenan,  I  should  be  delighted  to  have 

you.  Just  a  minute,"  he  said.  There 
was  a  second's  breathless  pause.  Then 
he  came  back  on  the  line  and  said  that 
yes— the   Greenans  could  definitely   be 



on  the  program!  "But  first  oui-  pro- 
ducer, George  Voutsas,  would  like  to 

interview  both  you  and  your  husband 
on  Wednesday  afternoon,  the  day  be- 

fore you  go  on  the  air,"  he  said.  "It's part  of  our  preparation  for  the  program. 
We  like  to  know  where  you're  from, 
what  your  history  is,  and  so  on.  Do  you 
think  you  can  come  to  the  NBC  studios 
for  the  interview?" 

"Yes,"  I  said.  "Yes  indeed."  And  I 
hung  up  in  a  complete  whirl.  I  could 
hardly  wait  to  tell  John  about  it.  I 
didn't  stop  to  analyze  the  excitement 
that  had  taken  possession  of  me.  I  only 
knew  that  I  must  somehow  get  John  to 
agree  to  come  on  this  program  with  me. 

I  was  utterly  convinced,  and  I  didn't 
attempt  to  question  my  conviction,  that 
it  would  be  our  turning-point,  that  it 
would  somehow  or  other  make  every- 

thing come  right  for  us.  But  getting 
John  to  agree?  Surely  the  whole  idea 
of  being  on  a  nation-wide  broadcast 
would  strike  him  as  being  a  little  bit 
crazy;  it  was  the  sort  of  thing  that 
didn't  happen  to  an  old-fashioned,  mid- 

dle-aged business  man  from  a  small, 
quiet  town  in  West  Virginia.  For  two 
hours  I  paced  the  hotel-room  floor, 
bracing  myself  to  meet  every  objection 
that  he  might  raise. 

But  to  my  surprise,  he  agreed  the 
minute  I  told  him  about  Honeymoon 
in  New  York.  It  was  part  of  his  new 
character,  part  of  this  strange  John  I 
didn't  know  at  all. 
"Why  not?"  he  said.  And  just  as  he 

said  it,  I  caught  him  looking  quickly  at 
himself  in  the  mirror  across  from  our 
table.  Then  he  looked  at  me — ^but  not 
really  at  me,  just  through  me — and 
added,  "Radio,  eh?  Well,  this  old  dog 
needs  to  learn  some  new  tricks." 
And  so  all  my  expectant  happiness 

began  seeping  out  of  me,  and  my  hope 
with  it.  Once  more  I  felt  he  had  eluded 
me — I  knew  with  utter  sadness  that  he 
was  going  into  this  radio  appearance 
not  as  a  team  with  me  but  as  John 
Greenan,  alone,  trying  something  new 
and  interesting.  Sitting  opposite  him 
at  the  table,  I  felt  even  more  alone  than 
I  had  the  night  before  in  my  quiet  hotel 
room. 

I  still  felt  that  way  during  the  inter- 
view at  NBC  on  Wednesday.  We  sat 

in  easy  chairs  across  a  desk  from  nice, 
plump-faced  George  Voutsas,  the  pro- 

ducer of  the  program.  He  asked  us 
simple,  pleasant  questions  on  how  we'd 
met,  how  long  we'd  been  married,  to 
what  we  attributed  our  marital  happi- 

ness. I  hardly  answered  him  at  all — 
I  couldn't,  in  the  depths  of  my  sadness. 
But  John  made  up  for  my  silence.  He 

spoke  brightly,  rapidly,  completely.  So, 
at  the  end  of  it,  I  found  myself  won- 

dering why  I  had  come  along  at  all,  and 
if  two  people  could  ever  became  one 
person  again  ...  if  only  one  of  them 
wanted  it  that  way. 

I  was  in  the  same  sad  mood  all  that 
•evening,  although  we  went  to  a  gay 
musical  comedy  at  a  theater.  I  was  the 
same  way  throughout  the  lonely  night 
in  my  room.  But  the  next  morning  I 
didn't  have  a  chance  to  think  at  all. 
I  was  rushed  from  the  minute  I  got  up 
— getting  into  my  blue  print  suit  and 
new  blue  hat,  catching  a  quick  break- 

fast with  John  in  the  hotel  grill,  rush- 
ing to  NBC  to  be  there  at  8:30,  half 

an  hour  before  the  show  started. 
Once  in  the  radio  theater  where  we 

were  to  appear,  I  was  so  busy  getting 
new  impressions  I  still  had  no  time  to 
think.  We  were  on  a  small  stage,  right 
down  close  to  the  small  theater-full  of 
seats.  It  was  already  crowded  with 
people  when  we  got  there  .  .  .  mostly 
couples,  I  noticed,  holding  hands  as 
they  watched  the  stage.  Mr.  Voutsas 
greeted  us  warmly,  and  introduced  us 
to  pretty  singer  Joy  Hodges,  and  to  six- 
feet-four  Mr.  Kirby,  and  to  Mr.  Sheldon 
the  announcer — and  to  the  two  other 
couples  who  were  appearing  with  us. 
There  were  always  three  couples  on  the 
program,  it  seemed — an  engaged  couple, 
a  honeymooning  couple,  and  an  anni- 

versary couple. 
And  then  suddenly  we  were  on  the 

air — that  is,  the  program  was.  John  and 
I  sat  to  one  side  of  the  stage  on  folding 
chairs,  beside  the  other  two  couples 
who  were  to  appear.  We  watched  while 
Durward  Kirby  started  the  show  going 
and  while  Joy  Hodges  sang  something 
enchanting — and  then  watched  again 
while  the  engaged  couple  were  led  up 
to  the  microphone.  Mr.  Kirby,  grin- 

ning, introduced  them.  They  were  a 
healthy-looking,  handsome  young  pair 
in  their  early  twenties — ^and  yet.  I 
thought,  there  was  something  oddly 
bitter  about  their  expressions.  Some- 

thing that  shouldn't  have  been  in  their faces  at  all. 
They  had  met  the  way  young  people 

today  seem  to  meet — at  the  ends  of  the 
earth;  in  Africa,  during  the  war.  She 
had  been  a  WAC,  he  an  Army  sergeant. 
"We  met,"  she  said,  looking  into  the 
eyes  of  her  young  man,  "when  my  jeep 
broke  down  on  a  dusty  road  just  out- 

side of  Cairo.  He  pulled  his  jeep  up 

alongside  mine — and  by  the  time  he'd 
fixed  the  engine,  we'd  fixed  our  future 

lives!" 

John  pressed  my  hand  just  then  and 
•I   missed   the   next   few   answers    and 
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The  most 

important  kiss 
in  your  life.*^ 

let  it  be  real . . .  not  a  comical  smear 

And  now  that  oh-so-important  kiss 
CAN  be  real  .  .  .  utterly  smearless  ...  a 
heavenly  caress.  Think  of  your  wedding 
day  .  .  .  your  lips  in  the  romantic  red  of 
your  choice!  But  why  wait?  This  new 
Liquid  Liptone  is  not  just  for  special 

events.  It  gives  you  what  you've  always 
wanted  for  every  day — lip  make-up  that 
you  are  sure  will  not  come  off  on 
anything  or  anyone.  So  permanent! 
Put  it  on  at  dusk — it  will  stay  till 
dawn  or  longer.  At  all  hetter  stores  $1. 
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Men  Do  Not 

Forget 

''Lovely  Lips 

Welcome  
Me'' 

"Maybe  my  lipstick  inspired  Bob's 
poetic  remarks.  For  after  I  discovered 

Don  Juan  Lipstick,  he  talked  more 
about  my  lips. 

"They  are  the  same  lips  I  always  had 
. . .  but  Don  Juan  does  something  nice 
to  them.  And  because  I  use  Don  Juan 

Lipstick  as  directed  .  .  .  mylips  stay 

on  me  (and  stay  lovely) ,  when  I  eat, 

drink  or  kiss." 

Don  Juan  Lipstick  is  smoothly  ap- 

plied and  is  not  drying  or  smeary.  In 
fashion  favored  shades.  Try  new 

Medium  iled,  a  true  red,  flattering, 

youthful  looking,  or  Raspberry, 
darker,  exciting.  Other  smart  shades, 
too. 

/The  NEW^% Improved 

^^  §k     y^^  THE  LIPSTICK 

*  ■    %^      THAT  STAYS  ON 

Matching  pow- 
der, rouge  and 

cake  make-up  for 

Beauty's  Sake. 
Sold  in  Canada, too. 

questions.  I  knew  what  he  was  thinking 
— from  what  a  different,  more  peaceful 
time  in  the  world's  history  our  love  had 
come!  The  young  couple  were  going 
on:  how  somehow  he  would  find  a  job — 
though  he  hadn't  been  able  to  as  yet — 
and  how  then  they  would  be  married. 
But  it  was  hard  to  wait,  and  they'd been  waiting  for  months  now.  (This,  1 
thought,  accounted  for  the  bitter  look 
in  their  eyes.)  Then  suddenly  Joy  and 
Mr.  Kirby  were  handing  them  present 
after  present — and  then  Joy  was  sing- 

ing again — and  then,  abruptly,  she  was 
guiding  John  and  me  up  to  the  micro- 

phone. "Well,  here  are  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John 
Greenan!"  Mr.  Kirby  was  saying  across 
the  microphone  between  him  and  us. 

"On  their  twenty-fifth  wedding  anni- 
versary. That's  today,  isn't  it,  Mr. 

Greenan?" 
'"yHAT'S  right,"  John  grinned  back, •■-  and  I  saw  an  embarrassed  red  begin 
creeping  up  from  under  his  collar.  But 
I  also  felt  his  hand  reaching  for  mine 
again — for  the  second  time,  now! — and 
suddenly  he  was  saying,  ""That's  right, 
it's  our  twenty-fifth  anniversary,  after 
about  the  happiest  marriage  I  know. 
And  just  to  make  sure  there  are  more 
like  ours,  I'd  like  to  tell  that  young fellow  who  was  just  on  before  me  that 
I  think  I  know  a  job  for  him.  If  he 
doesn't  mind  moving  to  our  part  of 
the  world,  West  Virginia!" 

Well,  you  should  have  heard  the  long 
pause  that  followed  that — and  then  the 
burst  of  applause.  I  felt  tears  coming 
to  my  eyes — but  they  were  tears  of 
pride  and  happiness,  not  sadness. 
Mr.  Kirby  applauded  harder  than 

anyone  else,  grinning  from  ear  to  ear. 
Then  he  said,  "Well,  Mr.  Greenan,  that's 
just  about  the  nicest-  thing  that's  hap- 

pened on  this  program,  ever."  Then  he 
turned  to  me,  still  grinning.  "Tell  me, 
Mrs.  Greenan,  when  did  you  meet  this 
fine  man  you're  married  to — and 

where?" 

It  was  so  easy,  once  I  started  talking! 
I  said,  "It  was  just  the  opposite  of  a 
dusty  road,  in  Cairo — and  we  were  both 
wearing  the  opposite  of  uniforms!  We 

were  going  to  our  town's  high  school 
dance,  and  I  remember  John  was  wear- 

ing the  tight  pants  of  those  days  and 
the  stiff  collar — and  I  thought  him  the 
handsomest  man  I'd  seen  since  I'd  last 
seen  Francis  X.  Bushman!" 
John  was  holding  my  hand  tightly. 

"And  she  was  wearing  some  filmy 
white  dress  that  floated  like  a  cloud 
around  her.  I  thought  she  was  an 
angel."  Then  he  looked  right  at  me. 
"And  I  still  do,  Kate — even  if  I  act  a 
little   devilish  myself  sometimes!" 

T)xat  was  so  unexpected — and  so 
utterly  sincere — that  again  tears  came 
into  my  eyes.  And  again  the  audience 
applauded  and  stamped  and  laughed 
and  cried  too! 

Well,  I  can't  describe  all  of  it.  I  was 
too  glowing  and  happy  and  bewildered 
to  remember  it  all.  My  heart  was  sing- 

ing to  me  that  my  John  was  mine  again! 
And  somehow  I  knew  it  had  all  been 
brought  about  by  this  romantic  pro- 

gram, and  by  the  worried  young  couple 
who'd  been  on  the  air  before  us,  and  by 
our  own  remembered  peace  in  a  differ- 

ent kind  of  world  for  young  married 
people.  And  suddenly  Joy  was  wheel- 

ing out  a  heaping  table  of  gifts — the 
NBC  Gift  Table— and  John  and  I  were 
gasping  over  our  presents.  We  had  gold 
wrist  watches  apiece,  and  I  had  a  com- 

plete set  of  lingerie  (black!),  and  John 
had  an  electric  razor  and  an  ultra- 

violet lamp,  and  we  both  got  a  complete 
set  of  fine  English  china  and  a  sterling 

BLOMDES! 
"-Be  Lovelier 

Than  Ever       \ 

Under  the 
SummerSun  \ 

•  Insure  your  glamour  this  summer  —  with 
Marchand's  Golden  Hair  Wash!  Let  the  sua 
shine  on  your  smooth,  shimmering  cap  of  gold 
. . .  and  command  admiration  wherever  you  go. 

Yes,  this  is  the  season  to  be  extTa  particular 
about  straw-like  streaks  or  tell-tale  darkness 

at  the  part... so  be  sure  to  use  Marchand's Golden  Hair  Wash  regularly.  Lighten  arm  and 

leg  hair  with  Marchand's,  too. 
Whether  you're  a  blonde,  brunette  or  red- 

head, Marchand's  Golden  Hair  \^'ash  is  the modern  way  to  lighten  and  brighten  your  hair. 
For  the  new  Marchand's  lets  you  achieve  the 
exact  degree  of  lightness  desired... from  a  hint 
of  gold  to  a  definitely  light  blonde  shade. 

Not  a  dye— not  an  expensive  "treatment"— 
tlie  new  Marchand's  Golden  Hair  Wash  is complete  in  one  package, 
now  easier  than  ever  to  use 
at  home.  Try  it  today. 
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PERSPIRATION 
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^     FASTER!  LONGER! 
SAFELY! 

PAT  odor' AWAY  IN  2-SBCONOSI  New 
5  DAY  under  arm  pads  give  1  to  7  days  protection.* 
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with  an  amazingly  effective  perspiration  stopper* 
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•YoQ  and  the  weather  deter- mine how  long. 

At  drug  and  dept.  atore» 
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silver  tray.  And  then,  as  if  that  wasn't 
enough,  Mr.  Kirby  told  us  that  just  for 
the  night  we  were  to  have  a  dinner  at 
the  famous  Stork  Club,  tickets  for  the 
play  "State  of  the  Union" — and  spend 
the  night  at  the  Waldorf-Astoria  Hotel 
in  a  special  honeymoon  room!  This  was 
extra-special;  usually  it  was  the  honey- 

moon, not  the  anniversary  couple,  who 
got  the  honeymoon  room.  But  Mr. 
Kirby  said  we  were  extra-spe.cial,  be- 

cause of  John's  job  offer  to  the  young couple. 
"And  during  the  evening,  Mrs.  Gree- 

nan,  we'd  like  you  to  wear  this  cor- 
sage of  orchids,  with  best  wishes  from 

all  of  us,"  Mr.  Kirby  said,  handing  me 
a  transparent  box  through  which  I 
could  see  two  snow-white  orchids. 
We  were  both  speechless,  though 

John  tried  to  mumble  that  we  already 

had  hotel  rooms  and  therefore  shouldn't use  the  one  at  the  Waldorf.  Kirby 

would  have  none  of  him.  "It's  your  an- 
niversary, isn't  it?  Spend  it  at  the 

Waldorf!"  said  he. 
So  that  was  why,  late  that  night,  I 

found  myself  beside  John  in  a  huge 
bed  in  the  Waldorf  Hotel — with  my 
white  orchids  pinned  to  the  pillow  over 
my  head!  We  were  exhausted  from 
dinner,  the  theater,  the  excitement — 
and  from  John's  telephoning  all  the 
way  to  West  Virginia  to  cinch  the  job 
in  his  former  firm  for  the  young  fellow 
on  the  program  that  morning.  Yes,  we 
were  exhausted;  but  we  were  terribly 
happy.  I  was  happier,  I  was  sure,  than 
ever  before  in  my  life.  And  as  I  was 
thinking  that — right  after  telling  it  to 
John! — he  said,  "Katie,  you  know  I'm 
just  as  happy.  And  I've  been  thinking, ever  since  that  program  this  morning. 
You  know  what  I've  come  to  figure?" 

"IVO,"  I  SAID  into  the  darkness.  His 
-•-^  hand  gripped  mine  more  tightly. 
"I  think  maybe  the  trouble  with  us 

in  the  past  few  months  was  that  we 
were  a  couple  of  getting-old  fogies 
staying  in  the  same  old  rut,"  he  said. 
"Now,  that  young  couple  this  morning 
needed  what  we've  had — security,  and 
solidness,  and  peace.  But  maybe  we 
could  use  a  little  of  what  they've  had 
too  much  of — a  bit  of  adventure  and 
travel.  Maybe  what  we  should  do  is 

take  a  trip  away  from  where  we've 
been  living  all  our  lives  ...  to  Cali- 

fornia, say."  His  voice  warmed  with  his 
growing  enthusiasm.  "Might  even  settle 
down  there,"  he  said.  "Might  even 
start  a  little  business  of  my  own— 
how'd  you  like  that?  Get  old  John 
back  in  the  harness — but  living  in  a 
country  full  of  flowers  and  sunshine, 
and  plenty  of  people  our  age  out  there 

too,  for  the  same  reason  we'll  be  going. 
How's  it  sound,  Katie?" 

"It  sounds  wonderful,  darling,"  I  told 
him,  and  I  meant  it.  My  heart  was  still 
singing,  as  it  had  been  that  morning. 

"Well,  things'd  have  to  be  pretty 
rough  not  to  be  wonderful  with  you," 
said  he.    And  again  our  hands  linked. 

Maybe,  if  it  all  hadn't  happened,  we 
would  hav«  worked  our  problem  out  to- 

gether anyway.  Maybe  John  would  have 
told  me  about  his  dissatisfaction,  and 
"talked  it  out"  of  his  system,  and  we would  have  taken  up  our  lives  in  the 

calm  sort  of  happiness  we'd  always  had 
together.  But  this  way  was  so  much  bet- 

ter! It  was  exciting,  not  calm — like 
being  really  young  again! 
And  I  fell  asleep  with  my  fingers 

twined  in  his  and  with  my  last  thought 
one  of  thankfulness  for  everything 
Honeymoon  in  New  York  had  brought 
the  Greenans. 

Which  included  a  honeymoon  in  New 
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Wonderful  Day 
{Continued  from  page  43) 

and  race.  These  were  the  symptoms 
that  had  made  Dr.  Peters  order  this 
holiday,  and  these  strange  weaknesses 
came  with  sudden,  unpredictable,  over- 

powering rushes.  Sometimes,  I  would 
find  myself  crying,  helplessly,  all  night 
long.        -  . 

I  felt  his  hand  gently  cover  my  own 
clenched  one. 

"Take  it  easy.  Sue.  It's  okay.  Just 
relax.  Don't  say  anything  for  a  few 
moments  .  .  .  you're  white  as  a  sheet. 
I  was  in  the  Navy — a  flier — and  I'd  say 
what  you're  suffering  from  is  kind  of 
like  combat  fatigue." I  thought  he  was  laughing  at  me 

again,  but  he  went  on,  seriously.  "Some 
of  you  civilians  have  been  pushing 
yourselves,  punishing  yourselves,  too 
long.  You  get  the  shakes,  just  like  we 

used  to." T  'TOOK  his  advice  and  sat  there,  let- 
■■•  ting  his  low  voice  go  on  in  a  rambling 
tale  of  his  Navy  days,  in  an  account  of 
the  photography  shop  he  had  bought 
here  in  Laguna,  and  somehow  I  forgot 
the  terror  of  my  nerves.  The  sun  was 
warm  on  my  back  and  the  sight  of  the 
monotonous  dash  and  retreat  of  the  big 
waves  below  us  was  hypnotic.  But  it 
was  his  voice,  mosily — and  his  friendli- ness. 

That  evening  was  a  wonderful  one. 
At  his  insistence  I  had  let  my  hair 
float  around  my  shoulders  and  I  had 
slipped  a  ribbon  through  its  shin- 

ing waves.  The  skirt  I  wore  was  a 
simple,  straight  one — ^but  I  had  reck- 

lessly bought  a  peasant  blouse  from  a 
little  shop  on  my  way  to  the  boardinj 
house  at  dinnertime. 

"No  one  would  ever  say  you  loo! 
cute — you're  not  the  type,"  Angus  told 
me.  And  my  heart  sank  like  a  stone, 
then  rose  like  a  cloud  at  his  next  words. 
"But  cute  girls  aren't  my  type,  anyway. 
I  like  them  straight  and  proud  and 
slim,  like  you.  Like  the  way  you  hold 
your  head  and  the  funny  way  your 

smile  comes  and  goes." I  like  you,  too,  Angu^  Howard,  I 
whispered  to  myself.  I  hardly  dared 
even  think  it.  For  so  long  I  had  ruth- 

lessly stripped  myself  of  all  personal 
emotion,  and  now  this  new,  tremulous, 
budding  shoot  of  emotion  was  fright- 
ening. 

-  The  days  that  followed  were  each 

better  than  the  last.  "We  swam  to- gether every  morning  and  I  learned  to 
be  nearly  as  brave  as  he  was.  We 
lunched  at  a  different  place  every  day. 
The  evenings  were  always  a  surprise — 
dancing  at  a  big  hotel,  or  watching  the 
kids  jitterbug  at  the  friendly  little 
casinos  on  the  beach.  Exploring  the 
world-famous  pottery  shops  where 
local  artists  displayed  their  wares. 
And  then  came  that  wonderful,  that 

lovely  evening.  We  walked  on  the 
beach  that  night.  Moonlight  lay  in- 

candescent on  the  water  and  the  beach 

was  a  ghostly  shelf,  not  cold,  not  un- 
friendly .  .  .  but  rather  a  smooth,  inti- 

mate, silvery  path  at  our  feet. 
Angus  tucked  my  hand  in  his  pocket. 
"Have  to  keep  you  with  me,"  he 

explained.  "No  telling  what  you  might 
do  on  a  night  like  this,  with  the  mer- 

maids sitting  out  on  that  rock — ^they 
might  start  calling  to  you  and  the  ne3rt 

thing  I  know,  you'd  be  swimming  out 
to  join  them.  You  and  the  other 

Loreleis!" 

"No,"  I  reassured  him,  and  my  feet 
danced  a  little  from  sheer  happiness. 



"I  promised  Father  Neptune  that  if  I 
stayed  out  of  his  territory  he  would 
keep  his  mermaids  off  the  beach.  I 

couldn't  trust  them — not  the  way  they 
go  for  red  hair." It  still  seemed  a  miracle  to  me,  that 
I  could  talk  this  boy-and-girl  nonsense 
as  if  I  had  been  used  to  it  all  my  life. 

"And  do  you  like  red  hair?"  he  asked. 
"Yes — "  I  tried  to  make  it  sound 

flippant.  But,  suddenly,  the  words 
stumbled  in  my  throat  and  came  out  a 

whisper — "Yes — oh,  yes,  Angus — !" He  turned  me  around  to  face  him. 

"Enough  so  you  wouldn't  mind  looking 
at  it  and  the  face  that  goes  with  it,  for 
a  long,  long  time?  For  forever?  See- 

ing it  at  odd  moments,  say — like  over 
a  breakfast  table  every  morning? — or 
the  last  thing  at  night?  Sue — could  you 
love  me?" 

"Angus — "  and  then  he  had  closed 
my  lips  with  his  and  there  was  no 
need  to  say  anything.  He  was  holding 
me  tight  against  him  and  a  little  wind 
stirred  the  collar  of  my  coat,  blowing 
it  high  and  around  our  faces,  making  a 
shelter  that  was  unbearable,  wonderful 
intimacy.  His  arms  around  me  were 
gentle  at  iirst.  But  when  I  responded, 
helplessly,  gladly,  to  the  demand  of 
his  mouth — when  I  found  myself  an- 

swering with  the  fullness  of  my  own — 
then  his  arms  tightened  in  an  almost- 
brutal  hunger. 

I  WALKED  that  night  in  a  dream.  I 
went  to  bed  in  a  dream  and  I  was 

still  spellbound  when  I  awoke  the  next 
morning. 
The  feel  of  his  lips  had  lingered 

through  the  night,  and  the  memory  of 
his  arms  around  me  seemed  still  a 
physical  reality.  And  I  would  be  see- 

ing him  in  a  few  minutes.  It  was  real. 
It  had  actually  happened! 
And  then  I  saw  the  telegram.  Some- 

one had  pushed  it  under  my  bedroom 
door. 

I  didn't  want  to  open  it.  Something seemed  to  warn  me  not  to  touch  it.  I 
stood  there,  motionless,  looking  at  it, 
fighting  to  go  back  into  the  dream  that 
held  no  telegrams.  Back  into  the  place 
where  only  Angus  and  I  existed. 

But  finally  I  had  to  pick  it  up.  I 
ripped  it  open. 

"Come  back.  Need  you  desperately. 
Flick  ran  off  to  Las  Vegas  last  night 
and  married  a  boy  named  Tom  Silva. 
What  are  we  going  to  do.  Need  you. 
Mother." 
Automatically  I  found  myself,  from 

habit,  counting  the  words  in  the  tele- 
gram. Mother  never  could  limit  herself 

tothe  cheaper  ten-word  rate! 
And  then  it  came,  like  a  delayed  re- 

action, penetrating  through  my  con- 
sciousness with  the  sharpness  of  a 

knife-cut,  slashing  across  the  web  of 
happiness  I  had  woven  for  myself  these 
past  few  days.  In  the  quickness  of 
time  it  took  me  to  re-read  the  telegram 
through,  I  was  no  longer  Sue,  beloved 
of  Angus.  I  was  Sue  Ballin,  head  of 
the  Ballin  family,  responsible  for  all 
the  troubles  and  the  futures  of  five 
people.    A  dream  had  died. 

Flick  had  run  off  and  married  some 

boy  I  didn't  know.  My  little  sister  had 
achieved  another  of  her  impulsive  ges- 

tures— only  this  was  more  serious  than 
neglecting  her  school  home  work,  or 
staying  out  after  twelve  o'clock.  Flick 
married!  She  was  a  child — seventeen — 
and  it  was  up  to  me,  her  older  sister, 
to  get  her  out  of  this  mess. 

But  Angus  couldn't  see  it  that  way. Not  when  I  told  him  I  had  to  leave  and 

didn't  know  when  I  would  be  back. 
"It's  not  that  I  don't  understand  your wanting  to  go  back  at  a  time  like  this, 

. . .  now  it's  easy  to  be  a 
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Sue.  But  your  sister  has  parents.  And, 
obviously,  she  has  a  mind  of  her  own. 

She's  going  to  have  to  fight  her  own 
battles  sometime." 

"She's  my  job,  Angus.  They  are  all 
my  job — Mother  and  Flick  and  the 
twins.    They  look  to  me."    . 
"You  won't  be  coming  back."  He 

said  it  slowly.  I  started  to  speak,  but 

he  stopped  me.  "No,  you  won't  be  com- 
ing back  to  me.  And  I  won't  follow 

you.  Sue,  and  hang  around  waiting  for 
such  crumbs  of  your  time  as  you  could 

spare  me.  You're  going  back  to  a  dif- 
ferent world.  Already  you've  changed. 

You're  wearing  your  hair  that  same 
tight  way  you  did  at  first." 

"It's — oh,  Angus,  what  else  can  I  do 
now!  Just  let  me  straighten  this  mess 
out  for  them  first,  and  then  we  can 

think  about  ourselves  and  plan — " 

'"yiME  isn't  important.  I  could  wait. 
-■  But  it's  your  state  of  mind  that 

comes  between  us.  Sue.  You'll  never  be 
ready  for  love  and  marriage.  I  know 
you'd  like  to  stay  here  with  me  and 
forget  your  family  or  let  them  work 
things  out  for  themselves,  but,  to  you, 
that's  a  holiday  way  of  thinking. 
Thinking  about  us,  about  Angus  and 
Sue — that's  wishful  thinking,  to  you. 
That's  impractical.  Your  real  job  is 
at  home.  And,  what  really  worries  me, 
in  spite  of  everything,  is  that  there's  a 
kind  of  eagerness  in  you  to  get  back 
and  pick  up  the  load.  It's  satisfying 

to  you." 
"You  mean  I'm  a  martyr?  And  I  like 

it?"  I  was  hurt,  angry  and  incredulous. 
I  wanted  to  say  more,  but  if  I  had  it 
would  have  meant  a  real  quarrel. 

I  left  Angus  like  that. 
Over  and  over,  as  I  jounced  home 

on  the  bus,  I  heard  his  last  Words  to 
me.  He  could  understand  my  leav- 

ing him  when  we  had  only  just  dis- 
covered our  love,  but  he  was  looking 

ahead  to  a  pattern  when  my  responsi- 
bilities must  always  come  first,  and 

he  second. 
Angus  take  second-best?  I  knew  he 

wouldn't. I  walked  home  the  few  blocks  from 
the  bus  station.  The  feeling  of  un- 

reality began  to  disappear  as  I  set  foot 
on  these  so-familiar  streets,  and  gradu- 

ally the  urgency  of  the  problem  facing 
me  asserted  itself  into  my  mind. 
Each  step  was  a  reminder  of  duty. 

Here  was  Simms'  grocery  store  where 
I  placed  our  order  every  day  and  picked 
up  the  groceries  every  night,  if  the 
twins  had  forgotten — as  they  did, 
usually.  I  couldn't  trust  Mother  to  do 
the  marketing.  No  telling  what  the 
bill  would  be  at  the  end  of  the  month! 

Here  was  Flick's  high  school.  She 
was  to  have  graduated  this  year.  She 
must  graduate.  I  hadn't  had  the  chance to  finish.  I  had  sacrificed  so  much  that 
she  should,  and  now  this  stupid  mar- 

riage of  hers — !  It  mustn't  be  allowed to  interfere. 
Old  habits  of  thinking  were  coming 

back  now.  Already  Angus  seemed  like 
someone  I  had  dreamed — if  it  hadn't 
been  that  the  ache  in  my  heart  was  too 
real  for  me  to  call  it  imagination. 

Once  again  I  was  concentrating  on 
my  family.  Flick  must  go  back  to 
school.  I  would  have  to  do  something 
about  this  marriage — get  it  annulled, 
I  supposed.  Jim  and  John  would  have 
to  be  cross-examined  about  their 
hoinework.  And  if  they  had  let  Mrs. 
Peri-y's  dog  loose  again,  or  climbed  Mr. 
Martinez'  fruit  trees,  I  would  have  to 
go  around  and  smooth  things  over. 
Mother — well,  I  would  just  have  to 

find  the  bills,  wherever  she  had  hidden 
them,  this  time.    She  was  such  a  dear. 
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but  money  trickled  through  her  fingers. 
I  thought  with  relief  of  Dad.  Quiet, 

almost  diffident,  never  asserting  him- 
self, but  quick  to  back  me  up.  He  had 

let  me  run  things  for  a  long  time,  but, 
still,  a  word  of  praise  from  him  was 
all  the  reward  I  had  ever  wanted.  If 
only  I  could  see  him  first  and  talk 
things  over  with  him! 

But  it  was  not  to  be.  Mother  met 
me  at  the  door,  her  eyes  red  and  puffy 
from  crying,  her  hands  twisted  in  her 
apron. 

"Oh,  Sue!  If  only  you'd  been  here, 
it  would  never  have  happened.  My 
baby — Flick — "  Mother  was  crying 
again  as  she  led  me  back  to  the  big, 
sunny,  clean  kitchen. 

"Tell  me  about  it,  Mother.  How  did 
it  happen?  Do  you  know  this  boy,  this 
Tom  Silva?" 

"Why,  you've  met  him,  yourself,  Sue. He  used  to  come  to  the  house  with  all 
the  rest  of  those  youngsters  and  I 
never  gave  him  a  second  thought. 
Just  a  boy,  eating  cookies  and  making 
up  sandwiches  and  dancing  with  Flick 
to  the  radio.  And  now  he's  married 
her — those  two  children — oh.  Sue!" 

"ATEVER  mind.   Mother.  We'll  get  it 
■'■^straightened  out."  I  patted  her shoulder,  feeling  unhappy  and  at  the 
same  time,  feeling  my  old  energy 
pouring  back.  "I'll  talk  to  them.  I'm 
going  in  to  talk  to  Dad  first.  But — be- 

fore I  do — are  there  any  bills  around 
need  taking  care  of?  Did  you  send  off 
the  insurance  payment?" 

"Your  father  attended  to  all  that," 
Mother  said,  absentmindedly.  "He 
gave  me  a  new  budget  system  and  I 
can  really  understand  it.  But — Sue — 

the  electric  iron  won't  work,  and  the 
handle  came  off  the  coffee  pot,  and  we 
need  a  new  clothesline — oh,  how  can 
we  talk  about  such  things!  With 

Flick—" 
"Where  is  Flick?  Where  are  they 

now?", 
"I'm  right  here,"  a  voice  said,  defi- 

antly from  the  doorway.  "We  came 
back  last  night.  And  I'm  getting  sick 
of  it — everywhere  I  go,  people  talking, 
talking,  behind  my  back,  treating  Tom 
and  me  as  if  we  were  children.  Prob- 

lem children!  We're  married!  He's 
my  husband — my  grandmother  got 
married  when  she  was  fourteen — " 

"This  is  1946,  Flick,"  I  said,  and crossed  the  room  to  kiss  her  cheek. 
"Look,  darling,  let's  not  discuss  it  right 
now.  You  knew  how  I'd  feel  about 
an  elopement  like  this  .  .  .  and  you 
know  it's  because  I  want  all  the  very 
best  for  you  in  life.  I  don't  want  you 
to  make  any  mistakes." 
Her  head  drooped.  She  looked  ab- 

surdly young,  standing  there  in  white 
ruffled  blouse  and  pinafore,  moccasins 
and  bobby  socks.  That  was  the  way 
she  used  to  stand  when  she  brought  me 
her  dolls  to  be  mended — ridiculous! — 
to  even  think  of  her  ̂ eing  married! 

That  was  a  good  sign,  I  thought  to 
myself,  as  I  went  into  the  little  bed- 

room that  was  also  Dad's  study  and hbrary  and  a  kind  of  haven  that  drew 
the  rest  of  the  family.  Some  of  the 
weight  that  had  settled  back  on  my 
shoulders  eased  slightly.  Dad  would 
help  me.  He  would  tell  me  I  was  do- 
mg  the  right  thing.  He  knew  the 
sacrifices  I  made  and  his  praise  kept me  going. 

"Hello,  Dad,"  I  whispered. He  wheeled  his  chair  around  in  a 
flash.  "Sue!"  he  beamed  at  me.  Then 
his  face  clouded.  "But  you've  cut  your vacation  short — the  first  one  you've 
had  in  years!  That  isn't  right.  I  told 
your  mother  not  to  call  you  back." 

ARE   YOU   JUST  A m^ 

Nature  may  endow  you  with 
breathtaking  beauty,  a  lovely  cur- 

vaceous jfigure.  She  may  bestow 

gifts  on  you  that  make  you  a  bril- 
liant actress,  a  leader  in  your  class 

at  college,  sought  after  at  dances, 
or  a  charming  wife  and  mother. 

Yes,  Nature  may  do  all  this.  But 
even  so — you  may  find  your  face 
mockingly  slapped  if  you  suffer 
these  distressing  symptoms  which 
so  many  unfortunate  girls  and 
women  do. 

So  if  female  functional  monthly 
disturbances  are  causing  you  to 
suffer  pain,  nervous 
distress  and  feel  weak, 
restless,  so  cranky  and 
irritable  that  you  al- 

most turn  into  a  'she- 
devil' —  on  such  days 
—  this  is  something 

you  shouldn't  joke  about.  Start 
right  away— try  Lydia  E.  Pinkham's 
Vegetable  Compound  to  relieve 

such  symptoms.  It's  famous  for 
this  purpose.  And  don't  forget— 

Pinkham's  Compound  DOES 
MORE  than  relieve  such  monthly 

pain.  This  great  medicine  also 
relieves  accompanying  nervous 
tension,  irritability,  those  tired-out, 

mean  'pick-on-everyone'  feelings 
—when  due  to  this  cause.  Taken 

regularly  thruout  the  month— 
Pinkham's  Compound  helps  build 
up  resistance  against  such  distress 
— a  thing  any  sensible  woman 
should  certainly  want  to  do! 
For  over  70  years  — Lydia 

Pinkham's  Compound  has  been 
helping  thousands  upon  thousands 

of  women  in  this  way.  Don't  you 
think  this  proof  enough  of 
its  GREAT  MERIT  and  CONTINU- 

ING success!  Pinkham^s  Com- 
pound  is  certainlvi<wv^/Q/«p|^ 



TODAY  it  is  almost  impossible  to  get  a  bar- 
gain — but  here's  a  real  big  bargain.  For  by 

taking  advantage  of  this  special  offer  now 
you  get  tremendous  value  for  your  money.  You 
get  five  outstanding  books  of  your  choice  for 
only  $1.00.  And  we  even  pay  the  postage. 

Reprints   of  $2.00   Best  Sellers 

Here  are  the  very  books  that  you  have  always 
wanted  to  read.  Here  are  books  by  such  famous 
authors  as  Pearl  Buck,  Kathleen  Norris,  Louise 

Randall  Pierson,  E.  C.  R.  Lorac — in  fact  all 
fifteen  of  these  books  are  by  top-flight  authors. 

ITHX:  PKOMISE  by  Pearl  8.  Buck.  A  forceful 
,  novel  of  China  and  Burma — an  intense 

drama  of  our  times  intermingled  with  the  love 
story  of  a  Chinese  ofHcer  and  American-edu- 

cated Mayli.  By  the  winner  of  the  Nobel  Prize 
for  Literature. 

2MOTIOJJXESS  SHADOWS  by  Kathleen  Nor- •  ris.  An  absorbing  story  by  tnls  beloved 
novelist.  Judge  Hazeltine  and  his  family  become 
real  people  as  they  move  from  ecstasy  to  de- 

spair in  one  involved  situation  after  another. 
Thrilling,  real  true-to-life  reading. 

3  CHECKMATE  TO  MURDEK  by  E.  C.  R. 
•  Lorac.  Through  the  London  blackout  speeds 

the  fatal  bullet,  snuffing  out  the  life  of  /an  old 
miser.  Who  was  guilty  of  the  crime?  Evidence 
pointed  to  three,  but  Inspector  MacDonald  solved 
it  the  hard  way. 

4BOrGHXT  SPEAKING  by  Louise  Randall 
•  Pierson.  A  best  seller  that  swept  the  country 

by  storm — an  hilarious  story  of  the  author's 
hectic  experiences  with  Life.  "...  a  slice  of robust  living  you  must  not  allow  yourself  to 
miss." — Philadelphia  Record. 

5  SAID  WITH  FliOWEKS  by  Anne  Nash.  A 
•  vicious  killer  terrorizing  the  country — the 

victims,  young,  unmarried  girls.  Then  the  body 
of  a  middle-aged  matron  is  found — Identically 
murdered!  Why  did  the  killer  change  his 
pattern? 

6TEBKY  by  Harriet  T.  Comstock.  The  love 
■  story  of  a  beautiful  girl,  who,  upon  the 

death  of  her  foster  mother,  makes  her  home 
in  a  New  England  parsonage  and  innocently 
fans  into  flame  embers  of  the  dead  past  of  the 
sedate  pastor  she  knows  as  her  uncle! 

For  all  of  these  books  are  reprints  of  best  sellers 
that  in  their  original  form  sold  for  $2.00  or  $2.50 
a  copy.  But  now  you  get  any  five  of  these  best 

sellers  for  only  $1.00  postpaid.  We've  reprinted 
these  famous  books  in  small  convenient  sizes 
and  then  bound  them  with  attractive,  colorful 
but  economical  paper  covers  and  so  we  can  offer 
them  to  you  at  a  tremendous  cash  saving. 
Read  the  description  of  these  fifteen  grand 

stories  and  select  any  five  .  .  .  ten  ...  or  all 
fifteen  If  you  wish  and  mail  your  order  at  once. 
Bear  in  mind  that  each  book  is  full  novel  length 

— they  are  not  condensations.  Don't  miss  this 
bargain,  order  now. 

7. 

MAIL  THIS  COUPON  TODAY 

Bartholomew  House,  Inc.,  Dept.  RM-846 
205  East  42nd  Street 
New  York  17,  N.  Y. 

Send  me,  postage  prepaid,  the  books  encircled  below  at  6 
for  $1.00,  10  for  $2.00,  15  for  $3.00.     I  enclose   
1      2      3      4      5      6      7      8      9      10      11      12      13      14      16 

Please  punt  name  and  address 

This  offer  applies  to  United  States  only. 
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"Something  has  to  be  done  about 
Flick,"  I  reminded  him. 
With  almost  a  shock,  I  saw  how 

much  better  he  looked  than  I  had  seen 
him  in  a  long  time.  His  color  was  bet- 

ter and  there  was  energy  and  purpose 
in  his  face.  The  quiet  indifference  was 
gone  from  his  eyes.  He  looked — alive 
— more  alive  than  he  had  for  years. 
"Flick?  Oh — her  marriage,  you 

mean.  Well,  it  is  something  of  a  shock 
but  it's  done,  Sue.  Young  people  do 
get  married,  you  know.  I've  wanted 
you  to  fall  in  love  for  a  long  time."  I think  he  saw  my  sudden  start  because 
he  added  softly,  "It's  time  you  fell  in 
love  and  got  married,  my  dear.  I'm 
afraid  you'll  let  it  pass  you  by." I  brushed  this  aside.  This  was  no 

time  to  be  thinking  of  me.  "You're 
taking  Flick's  marriage  very  casually, 
Father.  She's  just  a  baby  and  there's 
plenty  of  time  for  her  to  be  thinking  of 
settling  down.  This  isn't  a  normal  hap- 

pening, it's  a  tragedy.  I'll  have  to  do 
something — get  the  marriage  annulled 
— before  it's  too  late." 

ALARM  leaped  into  his  eyes.  "An- nulled? Wait  a  minute,  Sue.  Think 
this  thing  over  carefully.  Your  sister 
isn't  like  you.  She's  not  a  good  stu- 

dent. She  doesn't  like  school;  she 
doesn't  want  a  career.  All  she's  ever 
wanted  was  a  home  and  babies  and  she 

loves  this  Tom  and  he  loves  her." 
Do  you  think  I  don't  want  a  home and  babies?  I  wanted  to  shout  at  him. 

Do  you  think  I'm  so  different  jrom other  girls? 

"Flick  is  only  seventeen.  She  doesn't 
know  what  she  wants.  She's  had  me 
to  do  her  thinking  for  her  all  her  life. 

I'll  have  to  decide — " 
"I  wonder,"  he  said,  carefully.  It 

seemed  to  me  that  some  of  the  purpose 
and  the  aliveness  in  his  face  was  go- 

ing; that  his  eyes  were  losing  their 
look  of  energy.  "I  suppose  you  know 
your  sister  best.  Sue,  but  somehow — 
in  some  ways — Flick  seems  to  me  older 
than  you.  There's  a  simplicity  in  her for  the  few  things  she  wants  in  life, 
and  the  rest  she  will  brush  aside.  You 
want  her  to  have  and  enjoy  the  things 
you  missed — but  are  you  sure  she  wants 
them?  You  can't  force  her  into  a 
mold.  And  I  like  this  boy,  this  Tommy 

Silva.     My  son-in-law." He  was  trying  to  make  a  joke  out  of 

it,  but  to  me  it  seemed  revolting.  "Don't 
say  that,  Dad!  Son-in-law — why,  it 
seems  almost  indecent.  He's  still  a 
kid.  And  that  means  I'll  have  the  extra 
responsibility  of  caring  for  two  adoles- 

cents in  this  house  instead  of  just 
Flick.  I  won't  do  it!  I  can't  start 
worrying  about  how  Mr.  and  Mrs. 

Silva  are  going  to  live — it's  all  I  can 
do  to  worry  about  Flick!" And  if  I  take  them  both  on,  how  can 
I  ever  escape  to  you,  Angus? 
Now  the  spark  seemed  to  be  entirely 

extinguished  in  Dad's  face.  When  he 
spoke  again,  it  was  with  his  old  in- 

difference. "I  guess  you're  right,  Sue. 
You  must  do  what  you  think  is  best. 
I  can't  expect  you  to  carry  the  load  as 
you  have  in  this  family,  and  then  in- 

terfere with  your  decisions." I  didn't  want  him  to  take  it  like  this. 
I  hated  to  hear  him  openly  acknowledge 
his  own  helplessness.  We  had  played 
a  game.  Dad  and  I — asking  his  advice, 
talking  things  over  with  him,  deferring 
to  his  judgment — although  we  both 
knew  it  would  always  be  I  who  really 
made  the  decisions  for  the  family. 

I  went  out  just  as  the  twins  came 
bounding  in. 

"Hello,    Sue!— Hi,    ya.    Sue!— Look, 
,  ̂^         ̂ ,  .    ̂ .  „    ^  D^d! — I    made    a    dollar    ten    cents — 
I  them,  this  time.    She  was  such  a  dear,  |   C»A"eSARTSTUDl|^7c:"B;=i;esie76:s:v: 

THE   DEATHS   OF  I-OKA   KAREN   by  R. 
McDougald.  What  strange  premonition 

warned  this  beautiful  woman  she  would  be 
murdered  at  her  own  dinner  party?  What 
malign  presence  skulked  through  the  upper 
halls  as  Death  struck  again  and  again  7 

8  THE  WALTZ  OF  DEATH  by  P.  B.  Maxon. 
•  A  brilliant  pianist  playing  Brahms  before 

an  enthralled  group.  Weird,  unfamiliar  notes 
creep  in.  Suddenly  a  puff  of  smoke,  a  man  falls 
to  the  floor  dead.  In  his  pocket,  a  box  of  "ex- 

ploded" aspirin  tablets! 

9  THE  DEVII/  DRIVES  by  Virgil  Markham. 
•  A  long  trail  of  underworld  blackmail  and 

intrigue — starting  with  a  prison  break  that  falls 
and  ending  in  violent  death  at  the  top  of  a 
lonely,  rocky  cliff. 

I A  MURDER  IS  OUT  by  Lee  Thayer.  Two 
lUa  beautiful  women — each  with  a  motive  and 
opportunity  to  kill,  each  with  a  deadly  weapon 
— yet,  only  one  bullet  was  fired  Into  the  victim's 
body!  It  takes  Peter  Clancy  to  solve  this  ab- 

sorbing mystery. 

n  MURDER  MEETS  MEFHISTO  by  Queena 
■  Mario.  A  thrilled  audience  is  listening  to 

Faust.  Suddenly  the  voice  of  Mephisto  breaks 
— ^he  staggers,  falls.  The  great  star  has  been 
mysteriously  murdered! 

19      THE  DUNWICH  HORROR  bj/ H.  P.  Loue- !*■  craft.  Another  fascinating  volume  by  tills 
master  writer  of  supernatural  tales — this  time 
of  a  human  turned  monster,  of  outer-world 
forces  of  evil  destruction. 

13. 
4    FEET    IN     THE    GRAVE 
by  Amelia  Reynolds  Long.  Just 

an  ordinary  Halloween  party — at 
first.  Then  a  real  live  ghost  steps 
in!  Ace  girl  detective  solves  the 
murder  of  the  dueling  pistol  that 
shoots  itself. 

|J  THE  WHEEI.CHAIR 
I"*'  CORPSE  by  Will  Levinrew. 
First,  an  anonymous  note  from  the 
killer — then  death.  Not  only  one, 
but  a  whole  series  of  diabolical 
killings  carried  out  under  the  very 
noses  of  a  baffled  police. 

IE      THREE    SHORT    BIERS    by 
•  ••  Jimmy  Starr.  Someone's  prac- 

tical joke,  of  course,  sending  three 
tiny  caskets  to  the  studio  where 
three  midgets  are  working  on  the 
set.  But  when  one  is  murdered  It's a  case  for  the  D.A! 



you  did  not,  I  made  sixty  cents  of  that 
— like  you  said,  Dad,  Mrs.  Perry  was 
glad  to  have  us  walk  her  dog  on  the 
leash  and  she  said  she  didn't  under- 

stand how  much  we  were  nuts  about 

,that  dog  and  now  she's  swell  and  she 
ays  us  and — Mr.  Martinez  is  going  to 

let  us  pick  all  the  apricots  we  want, 
e  told  him  what  you  said — " 
I  was  so  surprised  I  stood  stock-still, 

utside    the    closed    door.      The   twins 
ctually  working  and  making  money? 
alking  Mrs.  Perry's  dog — instead  of 

evilling  the  old  lady  by  sneaking  it 
loose  from  its  kennels?     The  hours  I 
ihad  spent  apologizing  to  Mrs.  Perry! 
■  nd  being  on  such  friendly  terms  with r.  Martinez — !  It  seemed  unbelievable. 
That  evening  Flick  brought  Tommy 
ilva  to  see  me,  as  I  had  asked. 
The   boy   was   nice   looking   and   he 
ad  an  appealing  charm,  I  had  to  admit, 
here  were  clean  lines  to  his  face  and 
stubbornness  to  his  chin  that  prom- 

sed  well.    But  his  black  hair  was  un- 
ly  and  kept  falling  into  his  eyes.  And 

is  faded  sweater  still  carried  the  im- 
rint     of     a     hastily-unripped     school 
thletic  letter.     He's  too  young,  I  told 
yself  sternly. 

^HEY  heard  me  out  in  silence.  Evi- 
dently Flick  had  already  warned  the 

>oy  that  her  family  wanted  an  annul- 
lent,  becaase  he  showed  no  surprise. 
Jut  talking  it  over  with  me  like  this, 
lust  have  made  it  seem  actual  and 

sfficial,  and  I  saw  a  sullenness  come 
aver  Tom's  face  and  Flick  looked lared. 

"I  know  you  two  children  love  each 
sther,"  I  finished  up  by  saying.     "But 
■"  it's  real  it  will  last.     You  can  afford 
|o  wait  a  couple  of  years  and  get  your 
leet  on  the  ground.     Flick  will  never 

"lave  to  blame  you,  Tom,  for  making ler  miss  the  fun  and  the  excitement 
le  other  girls  have.    Then  you  can  be 
larried     again,     with     our     blessing. 
)oesn't  your  family  feel  the  same  way, 
Com?" I  saw  I  had  scored.  He  flushed. 

?Yes.  But  we  do  love  each  other.  Miss 

Jallin.  And  my  folks  aren't  really 
Apposed,  though  they  think  we  were 
iwise.  But  we're  not  too  young.  I 

lave  a  job  promised  and  if  I  have 
riick  to  work  for,  we'll  get  along.  I'm 
a  good  mechanic  and  we  planned  that 
I  would  go  to  trade  school,  nights,  and 
at  the  same  time  I  could  be  learning 
and  supporting  her  by  working  in  the 

garage.  I  won't  make  very  much  but 
we  could  get  by." Suddenly  Flick  started  to  cry.  The 
boy  looked  at  her,  dazed.  She  threw 
herself  into  my  arms  and  sobs  shook 

her.  "It's  awful — the  whole  thing — 
_people  prying  and  talking  us  over  and 
lot  letting  us  alone!  I  didn't  think  it 
irould  be  like  this!  I  don't  want  to 
3e  married  ...  I  don't  want  to  be  any- 
Ihing!  Let  me  alone — all  of  you!  Go 
away,  Tom — ^they  won't  let  us  be  happy 
-it  was  so  wonderful  and  now  it's  so 
lorrible!  Leave  me  alone!" He  left  us  then. 
Flick  cried  herself  to  sleep.    Mother 

^as  in  tears,  too,  as  she  finished  wiping_ 
the   dishes   in   the   kitchen.     Dad   had 

Ishut  himself  up  in  his  room  and  there 
Iwas   a   strange   wall   between  us   that 
lad  never  been  there  before. 
I  sat  in  the  livingroom,  feeling  more 

^alone  than  I  ever  had  in  my  life.     I 
had  done  what  was  right,  but  there  was 
no  satisfaction. 

There  was  no  peace  and  no  happi- 
ness. Now,  when  I  was  alone,  thoughts 

of  Angus  came  flooding  back. 
I  turned  my  head  restlessly  on  the 

couch  back.    "Those  nerves — those  sill 

CAN  A  yoam  wife  avoid 

Ignorance  of  these  Intimate  Physical  Facts 
has  wrecked  many  an  otherwise  happy  marriage! 

Is  your  qwn  case  similar  to  this?  Your 
marriage  started  out  just  sparkling  with 
romance,  love  and  happiness.  Then 
slowly  it  dawns  on  you  that  your  mar- 

riage is  lacking  something.  Your  husband 
grows  more  indifferent — less  attentive 
in  those  little  things  so  dear  to  a 
woman's  heart. 

Too  many  married  women  still  do  not 
realize  how  important  douching  often  is 
to  intimate  feminine  cleanliness,  charm, 
health  and  marriage  happiness — how 
important  douching  is  to  combat  one  of 
woman's  most  serious  deodorant  prob- 

lems. And  what's  more  important — they do  not  know  about  this  newer,  scientific 
method  of  douching  with — zonite. 

No  Other  Type  Liquid  Antiseptic-Germicide 
Tested  Is  SO  POWERFUL  Yet  SO  HARMLESS 

Thanks  tc  a  world-famous  Surgeon  and 
a  renowned  Chemist  who  have  given  the 
world  the  remarkable  zonite  principle 
— wise  women  no  longer  use  old-fash- 

ioned, ineffective  or  dangerous  products. 

Zonite 
FOR  NEWER 

remimne  ki 

The  ZONITE  principle  developed  by 
these  two  great  men  of  Science  was  truly 
a  miracle — the  first  antiseptic-germicide 
in  the  world  that  was  powerful  enough 
yet  positively  non- poisonous,  non- 
irritating,  non-burning. 
For  this  reason — zonite  has  been 

found  of  great  worth  for  intimate 
feminine  hygiene.  Ask  your  doctor. 
Despite  its  great  strength,  you  can  use 
zonite  as  directed  as  often  as  needed 
without  risk  of  injury. 

What  Zonite  Does — 
zonite  actually  destroys  and  removes 
odor-causing  waste  substances.  Helps 

guard  against  infection.  It's  so  power- fully effective  no  germs  of  any  kind  tested 
have  ever  been  found  that  zonite  will 

not  kill  on  contact.  You  know  it's  not ' 
always  possible  to  contact  all  the  germs 
in  the  tract,  but  you  can  be  sure 
zonite  immediately  kills  every  reachable 
germ  and  keeps  them  from  multiplying. 

Buy  zonite  today.  Any  drugstore. 

FREE! 
For   frank   discussion   of   intimate 
physical  facts — mail  this  coupon  to 
Zonite  Products,  Dept.  RM-86,  370 
Lexington  Ave.,  New  York  17,  N.  Y., 
and  receive  enlightening  free  booklet 
edited  by  several  eminent  Gynecologists. 
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listen  to  LEAF'S 

"Tin  Pan  Alley  of  the  Air" 

Every  Saturday—* 
Coast  to  Coast. 

Now,  a  mouth  wash  that  protects  breath 
and  health,  and  at  the  same  time  is  a 

joy  to  use!  You'll  like  the  exhilaration 
it  gives— the  feel  of  new  oral  cleanliness. 
And  you'll  like  its  ecor^omy,  too— every 
cent  goes  from  2  to  4  times  as  far  as 
with  ordinary  mouth  washes.  You  use 
%  Lanteen  Mouth  Wash  with  %  water. 
Get  25c,  49c  or  89c  size  at  your 
drug  store  today. 

See  your  dentist  regularly. 

MOUTH    WASH 

Pleasant  and  Refreshing 

mm EPICAL  LABORATORIES.  INC..  CHICAGO  10 

Cn    FAST  SELLING— BIG  PROFIT 

.,^"  CHRISTMAS  CARDS *|""    WITH   NAME  IMPRINTED 
Make  Money;  Sell  Empire  LEADER  21.card  Christmas 
Box  $1 — ^up  to  50c  profit.  5  big  name  imprinted  lines 
50  for  $1  and  up.  Complete  variety  Ciiristmas  and 
Everyday  Boxes,  grift  wrappings,  stationery,  corre- spondence notes.  20  big  money  makers.  Extra  Bonus. 
Get   samples  on   approval. 
EMPIRE  CARD       DEPT.  800       ELMIRA.  N.  Y. 

Amazing  New  P/an  ! 

DRESSkYOU 
FOR  ordering}! 

THRILLING  NEW  PLANI  Tonr  choice  o« 
GorgeooB  New  Dress  orSmt.inyonrfavonte 
etyle,  size  and  color,  eiven  to  you  for  send- 

ing orders  for  only  three  dresses  for  your 
friends,  neiehbors,  or  members  of  your 
family.  That's  all.  Not  one  cent  to  pay, 
Everything  supplied  without  cost. 

Experience  Unnecessaiy 
Spare  Time  Villi  Dot 

Famous  Harford  Frocks  will  sendyoa 
their  big,  new  Style  Line  showine 
scores  of  latest  fashions,  with  actu^ 
fabrics, indresses,lingerie,children's 
wear,  etc.^atBensationallow,money- 
eavine  prices.  Also  sportswear. 
Blacks,  suits  and  coats.  Show  styles 
and  fabrics  to  your  friends,  neigh- 

bors, and  family — send  in  only  3  or- 
ders—and get  dress  or  suit.  Yon  can 

get  your  complete  wardrobe  easily, 
quickly  and  without  cost,  and  also 
earn  good  money  for  spare  time 
work  if  you  wish. 

BE  FIRST  IN 
YOUR  TOWN! 

WKITE  TODAY  for  Big  Style 
Presentation,  -  Due  to  today's 
conditions  we  may  not  be  able 
to  send  it  at  once  .  .  .  but  rush 

your  name  and  addi-ess  to  be placed  on  our  list  and  be  among 
the  first  to  receive  the  new  Style 
Line  when  avtulable.  Write  now. 

HARFORD  FROCKS 
DcpfcH-SOOl.Cincinnati  25,  Ohio 

uncontrollable,  quivering  nerves  in  the 
nape  of  my  neclc — were  hurting  again, 
sending  their  needle-like  stabs  through 
my  whole  body  again  at  even  the 
touch  of  the  upholstery.  And  my  head 
throbbed.  What  good  had  been  my 

vacation  and  Dr.  Peters'  prescription and  the  sun  and  the  waves  and  the 
dancing,  when  I  had  returned  to  this? 
What  good  had  it  been  to  fall  in  love, 
and  then  endure  this  aching  misery  for 
its  fleeting? 

And  even  then,  from  old  habit,  even 
while  my  heart  tore  with  pain  at 
thoughts  of  Angus,  other  stupid  re- 

minders— of  broken  coffeepot  handles 
and  new  clotheslines — were  thrusting 
themselves  at  me. 

The  ring  of  the  doorbell  startled  me. 
Tom — had  the  boy  come  back  to  plead 

again? But  it  wasn't  Tom.  Tom  didn't  have 
that  red  hair.  Tom  wasn't  so  tall — 
his  shoulders  weren't  so  broad — "Angus!" 

Then  I  was  in  his  arms., 

«T  FOLLOWED  you,"  he  said,  quietly, 
•*-  after  a  while.  "I  said  I  wouldn't,  but 

I  couldn't  let  you  go  like  that,  with  all 
the  questions  unanswered  and  nothing 

settled." 

"It  was  the  hardest  thing  I've  ever 
had  to  do — leaving  you,  darling,"  I whispered. 

"Then  never  again."  And  his  voice was  firm  and  resolute. 
I  didn't  know  how  to  answer.  I  was 

confused. 
"Come  in  and  meet  my  Dad,  Angus." 

Maybe  that  would  make  him  under- 
stand. Maybe  then  he  would  see  my 

responsibilities  here. 
I  took  him  in  and  introduced  him  and 

left  them  there.  Dad's  hot  chocolate was  a  ritual  at  this  hour  and  I  was 
glad  to  escape  and  busy  my  hands — 
and  try  to  think. 

I  felt  strangely  light  and  gay  and 
carefree.  My  heart  had  taken  posses- 

sion of  my  body,  laughing  at  nerves, 
refusing  to  be  sobered  by  questions  or 
problems  or  difficulties. 
Angus  was  here. 
It  was  then,  I  think,  that  the  first 

real,  solid  doubt  of  my  own  Tightness 
came  to  me.  Oh,  it  had  had  beginnings 
— back  there  in  Laguna  when  Angus 
had  accused  me  of  being  a  willing 
martyr.  And  in  the  change  in  Dad 
when  I  had  come  home,  the  aliveness 
of  him,  the  way  the  twins  had  brushed 
me  aside  and  gone  to  him  with  their 
account  of  themselves.  The  way 
Mother  and  Dad  had  arranged  their 
own  budget  while  I  was  gone. 
The  twins  working.  No  furtiveness 

of  hidden  bills  on  Mother's  part.  And 

Flick- 

Now  I  understood  the  dissatisfaction 
I  had  felt  with  my  solution  for  Tom  and 
Flick.    Had  I  been  right? 
Doubt  came  to  me  now  with  the 

solid  impact  of  revelation. 
Was  I  really  needed  here?  But — 

more  important — was  this  happiness 
I  felt  with  Angus  the  reality?  Was  this 
what  life  intended  and  meant  I  should 
have? 
Now  I  wondered.  In  denying  love, 

was  I  not  denying  life  itself?  Could 
any  real  happiness  for  our  family  stem 
from  a  frustrated,  disappointed,  mar- 

tyred— yes,  Angus  was  right — martyred 
woman? 

Flick,  then,  knew  this  truth,  in- 
stinctively, that  I  had  only  just  now 

discovered.  She  knew  what  was  im- 
portant and  what  was  real,  and  the  rest 

didn't  matter.  Maybe  she  would  re- 
gret some  of  the  dances  and  the  pai'ties 
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be  enjoying.  Maybe  she  would  have  a 
hard  time  getting  used  to  the  role  of 
a  wife  so  young.  But  it  was  what  she 
wanted  and  she  went  to  it  with  the 
direct  simplicity  of  the  wise  and  the 
very  young. 

Her  husband  was  like  her.  And  he 
had  even  made  plans  for  them — plans 
I  could  find  no  real  objection  to.  He 
was  ready  for  maturity. 

And  I  had  treated  them  like  a  couple 
of  thoughtless  children.  They,  who, 
in  their  natural  acceptance  of  love  and 
its  path,  were  wiser  and  older  than  I! 

"Well,  you  two  seem  to  be  getting 
along  fine  together,"  I  told  Dad  and 
Angus  as  I  came  in  with  the  tray.  And, 
indeed  they  were — although  there  were 
questions  in  Dad's  eyes  and  a  stubborn 
premonition  to  argument  in  Angus',  as 
they  looked  at  me.  Maybe  it  was  that 
that  moved  me  to  sudden  impulse. 
"It's  a  good  thing  you  are — "  I  told 
them,  while  my  heart  poimded — "be- 

cause it's  all  in  the  family.  Angus  and 
I  are  going  to  be  married,  Dad." 

I"  SAW  the  surprise  and  the  delight 
■■■  in  Dad's  face.  And  the  joy  in  Angus'. 
"With  your  permission,  sir."  He 

turned  to  Dad.  "Because  I'll  be  taking Sue  to  Laguna  with  me  to  live.  My 
job  is  there  and  that's  where  we'll  have 
to  stay." 
"You  have  my  permission  and  my 

blessing."  Dad's  voice  was  strong  and firm.  The  energy  had  come  back  into 
his  eyes  and  the  aliveness  into  his  face. 
He  looked  like  a  man  capable  of  taking 
charge,  and  proud  to  be  doing  it.  "Sue, 
here,  has  given  enough  of  her  life  to 
problems  that  shouldn't  have  been 
hers,  rightly.  It  was  my  fault.  I  felt 
helpless,  bound  here  in  this  room." 

"It's  been  my  fault,  too,  Dad,"  I  told 
him  from  the  shelter  of  Angus'  arms. 
"Responsibility  went  to  my  head,  I guess,  after  a  while." 

I  was  beginning  to  enjoy  trouble  be- 
cause it  made  me  feel  needed.  I  wasn't 

really  able  to  control  the  twins  or  help 
Mother  or  run  Flick's  life  for  her.  But 
I  was  doing  it,  just  the  same.  And  I  was 
heading  for  a  mess." 

"No  annulment?"  Dad  smiled  at  me. 
"No  annulment.  You  were  right. Tom  can  go  to  work  and  he  can  live 

here — he  and  Flick — and  help.  They 
can  pay  rent  here  just  as  they  would 
have  to  someplace  else  and  that  will 
help — oh,  Angus — there  I  go  again! 
Planning  what  people  should  do!" 

He  didn't  laugh  at  me.  He  just  held 
me  closer.  "I  won't  mind  a  little  of 
it.  Sue.  I'm  a  careless  fellow,  myself. 
But  try  bossing  me,  sometime — try  it 
and  see  what  happens! 
"You  see,  darling,"  he  explained  to 

me,  later,  when  we  had  said  goodnight 
to  Dad,  "it's  like  those  waves  I  taught you  to  ride.  You  never  had  anyone  to 
teach  you  how  to  ride  these  waves — 
these  responsibilities  you  took  on.  You 
just  stood  up  and  let  them  hit  you, 
knock  you  down  and  roll  you  around. 
And  then  you'd  stand  up  again.  You thought  that  was  the  only  way  to  do 
it.  But  life  can  be  a  wonderful  thing, 
darling,  if  you  just  learn  not  to  fight 
it  all  the  time." 
"Like  this?"  I  reached  up  and kissed  him  again.  This  time  it  was 

sure  and  complete  and  wonderful — 
better,  even,  than  that  first  passion- 
awakened  kiss  at  Laguna.  Because  this 
was  no  sudden  and  holiday  tempest. 
This  was  promise  and  fulfillment.  This 
was  a  wave,  carrying  us  both  to  the 
unbroken  crest  of  ecstasy  and  sweep- 

ing us  far  into  the  safe  haven  that 
was  the  security  of  love. 

^n 

*STOP,  LOOK 

"Here's  your  orders:  Sprinkle  mild,  soothin* 
Mennen  Antiseptic  Baby  Powder  on  your 

baby's  skin  every  day,  for  lovelier  "skin, 'glowin'  with  health:  Mennen  is  smoothest-^ 
that  means  extra  comfort.  Bein'  antiseptic,  it 
protects  better  against  diaper  rash,  prickly 
heat,  urine  irritation  and  lotsa  other  skin 
troubles.  No  wonder  more  doctors  prefer 
Mennen  than  any  other  baby  powder.  And  its 
wonnerful  new  scent  makes  us  babies  smell 

so  sweet  1" 

TAN  MORE  BEAUTIFULLY,  SAFELY.  COMFORTABLY  ...  new  beauty  secret -mothers 

rave  about  their  beautiful  suntans  (and  baby's,  too)  with  soothing,  protective 
Mennen  Antiseptic  Baby  Oil.  Try  it  yourself  now— hesx  for  baby,  best  for  you ! 

S'^/ 

S-^' 
Transform  your  daily  baths  into  soothing,  glam- 

orizing "beauty  treatments"  with  Bathasweet 
both  aids!  They  moke  ordinary  water  (even 

hardest  water)  extra-cleansing,  and  as  soft  as 
summer  rain.  And  the  alluring  Bathasweet  fra- 

grances seem  to  cling  to  your  skin  for  hours.  Try 
a  Bathasweet  beauty  bath  tonight,  and  see  how 
flower-fresh  you  feel  I 

Bathasweet  Water  Softener  Bathasweet  Foam 
Bathasweet  Shower  Mitt  Bathasweet  Talc  Mitt 
Bathasweet  Pine  Oil  Bathasweet  Soap 

3  fragrances  1  Garden  Bouquet, 
forest  Pine,  Spring  Morning. 

^crs^ 

BATH  ACCESSORIES 



MOOD    ORGANIST 

The  organist  who  pumps  out  the 
familiar  background  music  for  your 
favorite  daytime  radio  show  or  night 
time  drama  is  short,  stocky  Lew  White, 
one-time  member  of  Roxy's  famous 
radio  gang.  It's  rather  hard  to  avoid 
Lew  if  you're  a  rabid  dialer.  Every 
weekday  from  9  A.M.  to  5  P.M.,  the  pro- 

lific and  prosperous  Philadelphian  is 
busy  dashing  from  one  network  to  an- 

other, setting  musical  moods  for  the 
assorted  heroes,  heroines  and  villains  of 
the  airwaves. 
Lew  has  made  his  particular  and 

peculiar  career  a  one-man  industry 
that  nets  him  about  $100,000  a  year,  and 
to  talk  to  him  you  have  to  adjust  your- 

self to  his  exhausting  time-table.  I 
caught  him  between  Barry  Cameron 
and  Rosemary,  just  two  of  his  dozen 
radio  activities. 
The  experience  necessary  for  such 

work  came  to  Lew  when  he  worked  in 
large  Philadelphia  and  New  York 
movie  houses,  first  playing  appropriate 
music  for  silent  pictures  and  then  scor- 

ing for  talkies. 

"You  use  the  same  principles  for 
radio  dramas.  The  thing  is  to  know  in 

a  flash  just  what  to  play,"  Lew  says. Lew  knows  what  to  play,  having 
stored  in  his  alert  brain  more  than  eight 
thousand  musical  cues  and  variations. 

Busy  radio  producers  can't  afford  to 
take  chances  with  inexperienced  per- 

formers or  scripters. 

"Lew,"  explained  one  big  advertising 
agency  director,  "is  like  insurance.  No matter  what  the  problem  Lew  can  come 
into  a  studio  five  minutes  before  air- 
time,  glance  at  the  script  and  dash  off 
the  appropriate  musical  accompani- 

ment." If  they  want  to  get  the  effect  of  a 
large  dance  band.  Lew  simply  has  a 
piano   pushed   next   to   his    Hammond 

Facing  the  Music 
(Continued  from  page  4) 

organ,  plays  melody  on  the  piano  with 
his  right  hand,  gets  rhythm  on  the  con- 

sole with  his  left,  and  uses  his  nimble 
feet  on  the  pedals  for  bass. 

If  they  want  a  hazy,  ethereal  quality, 
no  need  to. bother  with  super-duper  ar- 

rangements or  carloads  of  musicians. 
Lew  White  calmly  drops  his  right 
elbow  high  up  on  the  keyboard  and 
simulates  bell  music  with  his  other 

hand.  "I  call  that,"  he  explains,  "my 
Portia  'heartbeat'  rhythm." Lew  has  been  in  radio  since  1928  and 
knows  every  trick  of  the  trade.  At  one 
time  he  ran  an  organ  school,  equipped 
with  three  impressive  consoles,  charged 
students  $15  for  every  half  hour  lesson. 
Out  of  a  $10,000  investment  he  made 
a  $90,000  profit,  sold  one  of  his  organs 
to  CBS. 
Lew  studied  organ  at  the  University 

of  Pennsylvania,  has  played  piano  since 
he  was  four,  under  the  diligent  eyes  of 
his  father,  Herman  White,  a  prominent 
violin  teacher.  The  late  S.  L.  Rothafel, 
"Roxy,"  brought  him  from  his  native 
Quaker  Town  to  New  York. 

"Roxy  hired  me  at  $250  a  week  to  be 
chief  organist  at  the  Roxy  theater.  A 

generous  man — I'll  never  forget  that when  I  went  to  collect  my  first  pay 

check  it  was  for  $400." Lew  told  Roxy  there  must  have  been 
some  mistake. 

"It's  no  mistake,"  Roxy  told  him, 
"ySu're  good  and  I  like  to  hold  on  to 

good  things." Roxy  held  on  to  him  until  the  for- 
mer's death.  Old-time  dial  twisters  will 

fondly  remember  the  old  Roxy  gang. 
Wee  Willie  Robyn,  Gladys  Rice,  Doug- 

las Stanbury,  Milton  Cross,  Lew,  Erno 
Rappee  and   of  course,   Roxy   himself. 
When  radio  dramas  became  stand- 

ard fare,  Lew's  knowledge  of  quick 
music  scoring  became  a  valuable  prop- 

erty and  he  naturally  went  into  this 
line  of  radio. 

FOR  EXCITING  RADIO  DRAMA 

TVRN  rOVR  KABiO  BMAM,  TO 

«*TRrE  DETECTIVE 

MYSTERIES" Every  Sunday  afternoon  the  thrilling,  factual  stories  from 
True  Detective  magazine  come  to  life  over  the  stations  of 
the  Mutual  Broadcasting  System.  If  you  enjoy  the  sus- 

pense-filled, action-packed  stories  in  True  Detective, 
don't  miss  this  new  and  exciting  radio  series. 
4:30  p.m.  EDT    •  3:30  p.m.  CDT   •   2:30  p.m.  MOT  •   1:30  p.m.  PDT 

ALL     MUTUAL     NETWORK     STATIONS 

AND  FOR  MOTION  PICTURES' NEWEST  SENSATION 
In  cooperation  with  the  editors  of  True 
Detective  magazine.  The  Crime  Newsreel 
presents  something  entirely  new  in  motion 
pictures.  The  Crime  Newsreel  reveals  in 
dramatic  fashion  actual  crimes  .  .  .  the  real 
criminals  involved  .  .  .  and  their  subsequent 
capture  or  conviction.  A  new  issue  of  this 
exciting  and  different  motion  picture  will  play 
at  your  local  theater  every  four  weeks.  Look 
for  it.  Released  Thru   Film  Classics 

CRIME 
NEWSREEL 

With  LEWIS   J.  VALENTINE 

Formerly  N.Y.  Police  Commissioner 

Today,  Lew  is  heard  on  such  pro- 
grams as  Portia  Faces  Life,  Rosemary, 

Barry  Cameron,  Young  Widder  Brown, 
The  Listening  Post,  Grand  Central  Sta- 

tion, Inner  Sanctum,  and  Bulldog Drummond. 

Lew  starts  his  typical  day  at  7:45 
A.M,  He  and  his  wife,  an  ex-model, 
breakfast  in  their  large  Central  Park 
West  apartment  with  their  two  chil- 

dren, Barbara,  seven,  and  Mimi,  five. 
An  hour  later  he's  down  at  NBC  re- 

hearsing Listening  Post,  which  goes  on 
the  air  at  10:45  A.M.  Broadcast  over, 
Lew  dashes  across  the  hall  to  the  Barry 
Cameron  studio. 

"About  this  time  I  get  a  breathing 
spell,"  Lew  told  me,  "and  I  usually  go 
to  a  gym  on  54th  street  and  relax.  I 

seldom  eat  any  lunch." 
At  1:30  he's  over  at  CBS  for  Rose- 

mary rehearsals  and  back  again  at  NBC 
for  Young  Widder  Brown  at  4:30  and 
Portia  Faces  Life  at  5:15. 

He's  back  home  fifteen  minutes  later. 
"Regular  business  hours,"  Lew  says, 

proudly.  "When  would  I  ever  see  my 
family  otherwise?"  he  asks. 

NEW   RECORDS 

(Each  month  Ken  Alden  picks  the 
most  popular  platters) 

ALVINO  REY:  Turns  in  another 

torrid  treatment  of  "Cement 
Mixer"  and  for  good  balance  uses 
the  reverse  for  the  ballad  "We'll 
Gather  Lilacs."       (Capitol.) *  *         « 
HELEN      FORREST  -  DICK 
HAYMES:  A  delectable  duo  in 

two  Jerome  Kern  hits  from  "Cen- 
tennial Summer — "  "All  Through 

the  Day"  and  "In  Love  in  Vain" (Decca.)  Louanne  Hogan  does  the 
same  tunes  handsomely  for  Musi- craft. 

*  *         * 
MAURICE  ROCCO:  Some  solid 

boogie-woogie  variations  on  "Be- 
gin the  Beguine"  and  "St.  Louis 

Blues"  by  a  hard-hitting  key- 
board king.    (Musicraft.) 

BENNY  GOODMAN:  The  new 
sextet  with  Messrs.  Goodman, 
Norvo,  Wilson,  Feld  and  others, 
featured  in  a  new  Columbia 
album  that  includes  such  worthies 
as  "Shine,"  "I  Got  Rhythm"  and "China  Boy." 

^  4  4t 

WOODY  HERMAN:  A  perfect 
pairing,  "Panacea"  and  the  oldie, 
"You've  Got  Me  Crying  Again." 
The  maestro  interprets  the  lyrics 
feelingly.    (Columbia.) 

BING  CROSBY:  That  Man  again 

doing  a  neat  wrapup  of  "Who's 
Sorry  Now"  and  "I've  Found  a 
New  Baby."  Eddy  Hey  wood's neat  little  band  helps  things  along. 
(Decca.) 

4c  #  4t 

FRANK  SINATRA:  On  deck  with 
two  new  Irving  Berlin  hits  from 
"Annie  Get  Your  Gun."  The 
tunes  are  "They  Say  It's  Wonder- 

ful" and  "The  Girl  That  I  Marry." 
(Columbia.) *  «         « 

VAUGHN  MONROE:  "Love  On  a 
Greybo\md  Bus"  and  "All  the Time." — Excellent   job.    (Victor.) 
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1st  Prize 

you  have  a  charfce  to  win 

'^including  lovely,  hard-to-get  nylon  hosiery 
'    ""  —  — ' —  -  ^^-^ 

...  in  this  easy  "^'^j:f 1946  model  Ford  convertible  statiort 

wagon.     Immediate  delivery! 

i^^Li,..t,e
U 

2nd  &  3rd  Prizes 

Beautiful  Bulova  wrist  watch 

Next  150  Prizes 

One  pair  of  lovely,   hord-to-gef 
nylon  hosiery 

Next  500  Prizes 

Stadium   Girl   gift  box   contalnincir 

large-size   plastic   compact 
and  lipstick 

Read  these  confesf  rules: 

#  Write  or  neatly  print  your  contest  en- 
try on  sheet  of  paper  containing  your, 

name  and   address. 

^  Mail  entry,  together  with  card  on 

which  Stodtum  Girl  lipstick  comes  at- 
tached, to  Campus  Sales  Co.,  Dept. 

1886,  4  ME.  Mason  St.,  Milwaukee  2; 

Y/isconsin. 

♦  Entries  to  be  judged  on  originality, 

uniqueness,  and  aptness  by  independ- 
ent judges.  Decisions  final.  In  case 

of  tie,  duplicate  awards  will  be  made. 
No  entries   returned. 

•  Contest  open  to  all  persons  except 

employes  of  the  Campus  Sales  Com- 
pany, their  odi/ertising  agency,  and 

their   families. 

♦  All  entries  must  be  postmarked  on  or 
before  midnight  Sept.  15,  1946.  Prize 
winners  will  be  announced  as  soon 
thereafter  as   possible. 

«    Enter  as  many  times  as  you  wish. 

Contesst 
It  may  become  jo«;j  —  this handsome  convertible!  Sounds 

grand,  doesn't  it ! You  have  a  chance  to  win 

it — or  any  one  of  653  worth- 
while prizes — in  the  Stadium 

Girl  Lipstick  Contest.  Just 
complete  this  statement  in  25 
words  or  less:  "/  like  Stadi- 
um  Girl  Lipstick  in  the  easy 

push-up  plastic  container,  be- 

cause .  .  ." '  That's  easy,  isn't  it !  Espe- 
cially when  all  you  have  to 

do  is  to  write  about  the  favor- 
ite lipstick  of  many  beauty- 

wise  women.    Stadium  Girl, 

you  know,  is  the  popular  lip- 
stick that  comes  in  six  of  the 

season's  smartest,  most  flatter- 

ing shades. 
You  can  enter  this  contest 

as  many  times  as  you  like. 
But  include  with  each  entry 
the  card  on  which  you  get  the 
25^-size  Stadium  Girl  Lipstick. 

Get  your  Stadium  Girl  Lip- 
stick today  at  your  nearest 

five-and-ten  cent  store.  Or,  if 

your  dealer  can't  supply  you, 
order  by  coupon  below.  Read 
the  contest  rules.  Then  get 
busy  writing  the  entry  you 
hope  wins  a  thrilling  prize! 

-»-»■"- -f Tear  ouf  coupon  and  mail 

CAMPUS   SALES   CO.,   Dept.  1886 
411    E.    Mason    Street  _^^^^ 

Milwfaukee   2,   Wisconsin 

J  .ira  enclosing  35if  (in  Canada 
^0(^-).  which  includes  tax  and 
postage,  as  payment  in  full  foJ 
a  large-size  Stadium  Girl  Lip- 

stick. [  have  indicated  my  choice 
of  shade  at  the  right. 

today]- 

No 

C.O.D.'s 
please 

Name   

Address   

City   (   )  State- 

My    choice     of 
lipstick  shade  is: 

D  Cherry  Red (med.  It.) 

D  Sunset  Pink 

(med.) 

D  Orchid n  Tropic 
(med.  dk.) 

a  Rubv 

(dark) 

n  Burgundy 
O'ery  dk. ) 
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At  First  Sight — and  Forever  I" {Continued  jrom  page  37) 

could    all    meet    him    in    the    lounge. 
You  know  the  advertisements  about 

how  "they  all  laughed  when  I  sat  down 
to  play"— well,  that  is  a  little  bit  the 
way  I  felt  when  I  tried  to  explain  to  the 
others  in  my  party  that  we  were  all 
invited  to  sit  out  the  next  intermission 
with  the  Boss  Man  himself. 

It  was  during  that  next  intermission 
that  Bob  drew  me  aside  and  asked  me 
if  I  would  have  dinner  with  him  the 
next  night.  Would  I?  I  had  a  date — 
with  my  faithful,  if  platonic,  beau,  but 
I  was  sure  he'd  be  sensible  about  it. 
He'd  better  be,  I  thought. 

Bob  explained  then  that  some  friends 
of  his  had  invited  him  to  dinner — he'd 
love  it  if  I  went  along.  Perhaps  I  would 
come  back  to  the  Casino  while  he 

played.  If  I  wouldn't  be  bored,  he  said, I  could  sit  and  listen  to  the  band.  If 

I  wouldn't  be  bored! 
I  agreed  avidly  to  all  of  his  plans, 

and  didn't  think  until  I  was  on  the  way 
home — up  in  the  clouds  and  in  a  daze — 

that  putting  off  my  boy  friend  wasn't my  only  problem.  There  was  my  father. 
Father — ^he  was  Dr.  Leroy  Philip 

Kuhn — was  one  of  Chicago's  famous 
surgeons,  and  a  father  of  the  old  school. 
I  had  been  brought  up  quite  strictly  to 
be  a  Lady.  I  was  not  allowed  to  go  out 
with  boys  at  all  until  I  was  ready  for 
college,  and  then  only  with  boys  whom 
father  had  met  and  approved  of  and 
whose  families  he  knew. 

Telling  father  about  my  meeting  with 
Bob  Crosby  and  winning  his  consent 
for  my  Sunday  night  date  was  going  to 
be  a  hurdle. 

I  was  up  early  next  day  and  ready 
for  an  argument.  After  all,  this  Sunday 
was  the  last  day  of  my  vacation — and  it 
could  be  so  wonderful.  I  just  had  to 
swing  it. 

Quite  as  I  had  expected  father  lis- 
tened to  my  story  with  horrified  aston- 

ishment. He  certainly  would  not  give 
me  permission  to  keep  my  date  with  a 
band  leader. 

But  I  am  my  father's  daughter,  and  I, 
too,  have  a  mind  of  my  own. 

"But  father,"  I  protested.  "I  have  ac- 
cepted his  invitation.  I  simply  can't 

change  my  plans  now." Very  well,  if  I  insisted  upon  going 
out  with  this  —  this  musician  —  father 
couldn't  stop  me.  But  he  certainly 
would  refuse  to  meet  the  man. 

That  was  the  way  we  left  it.  When 
the  time  came  for  Bob  to  arrive,  father 
retired  to  his  room,  closed  the  door  and 
— I  am  sure — paced  the  floor.  I  waited 
in  the  livingroorri,  feeling  a  little  un- 

sure and  scared  myself. 
The  doorbell  rang,  and  the  maid  ad- 

mitted Bob.  I  felt  better  the  minute  I 
saw  him.  He  was  no  monster.  He  was 
a  nice  guy.  And  I  guess  curiosity  got 
father — for  he  popped  into  the  room 
before  five  minutes  had  passed  and,  a 
little  gruffly,  held  out  his  hand  to  my 

guest. 

"June  tells  me  you  like  baseball," 
Bob,  that  old  diplomat,  opened  up.  And 

^^^^^*       Concave 

toy  "^^'ifsSw  1-^^^  ̂  
vjere- 

Why  Pepsodent's  Straight  Line  De- 
sign Cleans  Teeth  Best.  Despite  pop- ular belief,  most  teeth  in  the  average 

mouth  lie  in  a  series  of  relatively 
straight  lines.  Authoritative  research 

shows  Pepsodent's  Straight  Line  Design 
fits  more  teeth  better  than  convex  or 
concave  designs  .  . .  Actually  cleans  up 

.  to  30%  more  tooth  surface  per  stroke. 

S/ery 

^enfBtash 
has  the  Straight  Line  Design 

most  dentists  recommend 



I t.uey  were  off.    They  made  a  date  to  go 
to  a  baseball  game,  another  date  to  play 

§lf,  and  parted  with  the  greatest  r
e- 

ctance. 
I  floated  through  the  dinner  party. 

'  'Liater,  when  we  arrived  at  the  Casino 
Bob  ducked  away  for  a  minute  and 
came  back  with  an  armload  of  maga- 

zines. "Here,"  he  said,  "is  something  to 
keep  you  busy — I  don't  want  you  to  get 
bored." I  had  thoughts  only,  eyes  only  for 
Bob — half  way  across  the  room  on  the 
bandstand — and  he  seemed  to  be  sing- 

ing all  of  his  songs  just  for  me.  I  was 
.bursting  with  pride  and  happiness. 
•At  about  11:30,  after  he  had  finishe

d 
aove  song,  he  stepped  down  from  the 
and  and  while  the  other  musicians 

and  the  dancers  watched  him  wonder- 
.„ly,  he  walked  straight  through  the 
jpwded  dance  floor,  to  my  table. 
"June,"  he  said,  his  eyes  burning  into 
ine,   "will  you  marry  me?" 

COULDN'T  find  words.  I  just  looked 
at  him,  a  dozen  questions  racing 

through  my  head.  Did  he  mean  it?  Or 
was  this  just  a  line?  I  was  familiar 
with  the  current  "lines"  from  Prince- 

ton, and  Yale,  and  Harvard.  But  this 
was  something  new.  Was  I  supposed  to 
take  him  seriously?  Could  he  be  play- 

ing some  sort  of  a  cruel  joke  on  me? 
Bob  took  my  silence  for  indecision, 

I  guess.  He  touched  my  hand  lightly 
and  said,  "Don't  answer  now.  Think  it 
over."  And  he  walked  quickly  away. 

For  another  hour  I  had  to  sit  there 
alone,  torn  by  those  questions.  And 
more  questions,  each  with  Big  Problem 
attached.  What  would  father  say,  and 
mother,  when  I  told  them  I  wanted  to 
leave  college?  How  could  I  get  out  of 
going  back  to  school  next  day? 
What  developed  was  that  I  couldn't. Mother  and  father,  convinced  that 

this  was  just  another  of  my  school-girl 
infatuations,  very  firmly  shepherded  me 
next  day  to  the  train  which  would  take 
me  back  to  Bronxville.  Mother  even 

went  with  me  to  "explain"  to  Bob — to 
make  sure,  probably,  that  I  wouldn't run  away  with  him. 
Bob  listened  respectfully  as  mother 

explained  that  I  was  just  eighteen,  that 
I  was  too  young  to  think  of  marriage, 
that  I  must  finish  school. 

I  was  surprised,  and  a  little  hurt, 
when  he  agreed  with  all  her  conclu- 
sions. 

"Go  back  and  finish  your  freshman 
year,"  he  told  me.  "And  think  it  all 
over."  He  added:  "I  have  a  few 
things  to  straighten  out  myself." 

Did  this  mean  he  wasn't  sure?  That 
he  had  changed  his  mind? 

I  was  a  sick  girl  when  that  train 
pulled  out  of  Dearborn  station.  Mother 
and  father,  who  thought  that  I  was 

merely  impressed  with  Bob's  glamor," 
the  Big  Name,  were  so  wrong.  I  was 
in  love.   Dizzily,  achingly  in  love. 

And  now  I  was  sure  I  would  lose  my 
big  chance.  Bob  would  forget  me  as 
soon  as  I  was  out  of  sight.  He  would 
find  somebody  else.  I  knew  he  would. 
From  the  first  station  out  of  Chicago 

I  dispatched  two  frantic  telegrams.  To 
Bob  I  wired  "All  you  have  to  do  is  say 
the  word  and  I  will  get  off  this  train." 
To  my  family  went  an  S.O.S.  "Please. 
I  will  lose  him." 

But  it  was  no  use.  Bob  didn't  say  the 
word.  And  my  father  phoned  as  soon 
as  I  arrived  at  school.  "Be  sensible,"  he 
pleaded.  "You're  eighteen  years  old. 
You've  been  'engaged'  three  times. 
You're  bowled  over  now.  But  wait.  If 
you  really  love  him  and  want  to  marry 
him  a  year  from  now  I  will  consent." 

"Then  it  would  have  been  a  mistake/ 
in  the  first  place,"  father  said  ada-" 
mantly.  And  to  make  sure  that  I  didn't' 
reverse  his  decision  he  made  another^' long  distance  call — to  my  Dean.  I  was 
not  to  be  given  permission  to  leave 
school — for  anything. 

So  I  stayed. 
Little  by  little  the  events  of  Easters 

vacation  took  on  the  fuzzy  qualities  of 
a  dream.  / 

It  had  been  a  dream  that  Bob  had 
fallen  in  love  with  me  at  first  sight,  as 
I  had  fallen  in  love  with  him.  (But  for 
keeps,  on  my  part.)  It  had  been  a  dream 
that  he  had  asked  me  to  be  his  wife. 
My  college  mates  were  obviously  in- 

credulous about  the  whole  story,  and  I 
stopped  telling  it — for  what  proof  had 
I,  except  for  an  occasional  hurried  let- 

ter from  somewhere  on  the  road? 
Then  my  father  died.  His  death  and 

the  problem  months  which  followed 
blotted  out  even  those  thin  threads  of 
contact  with  my  dream  weekend. 
When  I  began  to  try  to  put  my  life 

together  again  I  decided  to  go  west. 
I  had  a  chance  to  try  out  for  the  movies. 
And  besides  Bob  was  in  Hollywood 

and  I  wanted  very  much  to  see  him 
again.  Until  I  saw  him — found  out  for 
sure  that  our  bright  flame  of  a  year 
ago  had  been  but  the  flash  of  a  single 
match — I  couldn't  know  for  certain 
what  I  wanted  to  do  with  my  life. 

I  wired  Bob  that  I  was  coming,  gave 

him  a  telephone  number  at  my  aunt's, where  I  planned  to  stop  temporarily. 
When  I  arrived,  I  found  he  had 

driven  the  family  crazy  trying  to  find 
out  when  I  was  coming,  for  how  long, 
and  what  about  me,  anyway. 

I  saw  him  that  first  night  in  Holly- 
wood, and  we  knew  at  once  that  things 

hadn't  changed.  Love  at  first  sight  had stuck. 
There  was  only  one  hitch — the 

"things"  Bob  had  had  to  straighten  out 
before,  ,  and  which  still  required 
straightening.  He  was  married.  Bob 
confessed.  He  had  been  married  for 
five  days,  separated  for  five  years — but 
he  had  never  been  in  one  place  long 
enough  to  get  a  divorce.  If  I  would 
promise  to  marry  him,  however,  he 
would  start  proceedings  right  away. 

ALL  of  this  brought  mother  on  the 
■^*-  double-quick  to  the  West  Coast  to 
whisk  me  away  on  yet  another  "trial 
separation."  This  time  we  went  to 
Europe,  as  though  I  could  forget  Bob 
faster  among  the  ancient  ruins  than  I 
had  at  Sarah  Lawrence.  We  were  away 
two  months  and  I  was  miserable  every 
minute.  At  last  mother  was  convinced 
that  this  was  no  infatuation,  but  the 
real   thing. 

I  had  insisted  that  Bob  and  I  an- 
nounce our  engagement  before  I  went 

to  Europe,  but  it  was  not  until  I  was 
back  in  Chicago  that  all  our  problems 
were  removed.  Then  on  September  22, 

1938,  in  Bob's  home  town  of  Spokane, 
we  sought  out  an  old  friend  of  the 
Crosby  family,  Judge  Fred  Witt,  and 
said  the  matter-of-fact,  legal  words 
which  made  our  implausible  story  true. 

Life  was  fun  for  us  two  Crosbys.  It 
is  even  more  fun  now  that  we  are  five — 
growing  on  six. 

To  count  noses:  there  is  Cathy,  who 
is  seven,  and  just  like  her  father.  And 
Christopher,  who  is  four,  and  Bobbie, 
who  is  two. 
We  have  a  big  stone  house  with  a 

high  fence  around  it  and  a  couple  of 
acres  of  fi%t  grass  to  accommodate  the 
children's  noise  and  paraphernalia. 

It  all  seems  very  sane,  and  sensible, 
and  permanent. 

i  
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FILLS  URGENT  NEED 
FOR  HIGHER  TYPE 

'me 

So  powerfully  effective 

yet  absolutely  harmless 

Greaseless  Suppository  Gives 
Continuous  Medication  for  Hours 

Easier — Daintier — More  Convenient 
For  years  there  has  been  an  urgent 
need  for  a  higher  type  of  intimate 
feminine  cleanliness — easier,  daintier, 
more  convenient — powerfully  effec- 

tive yet  harmless  with  no  tell-tale 
odor.  Now  thanks  to  Zonitors  —  you have  it! 

Positively  Non-Irritating;  No  Burns;  No  Smart 
Zonitors  are  greaseless,  stainless, 
snow-white  vaginal  suppositories. 
When  inserted,  they  instantly  begin 
to  release  their  powerful  germicidal 
properties  and  continue  to  do  so  for 
hours.  Yet  they  are  safe  to  most 
delicate  tissues.  Positively  non-burn- 

ing, non-irritating,  non-poisonous. 

So  Easy  To  Carry  If  Away  From  Home 
Zonitors  actually  destroy  offending 
odor.  Help  guard  against  infection. 
They  kill  every  germ  they  touch.  You 
know  it's  not  always  possible  to  con- tact all  the  germs  in  the  tract  but 
YOU  CAN  BE  SURE  that  Zonitors  imme- 

diately kill  every  reachable  germ  and 
keep  them  from  multiplying.  Buy 
Zonitors  at  any  drugstore. 

FREE:  Mall  this  coupon  today  for 
free  booklet  sent  in  plain  wrap- 

per. Reveals  frank  intimate  facts. 
Zonitors,  Dept.  ZRM-86,  370  Lexing- 

ton Avenue,  New  York  17,  N.  Y. 

Ngme. 

Address. 
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Once  We're  Married 
(Continued  from  page  40) 

along?"     His  voice  w^as  very  bitter. 
Sally  understood  then.  The  color  came 

flooding  back  into  her  face.  "Oh,"  she 
whispered.  "Your  father  told  you — " 

"Not  him — Mother.  Not  that  it  makes 
any  difference,  does  it?"  Phil  asked 
pleasantly. 

"But  I  didn't—"  Sally  began,  and 
stopped.  There  w^as  nothing  she  could 
say,  she  realized,  that  would  change 
that  hard  stare  of  disbelief  in  Phil's 
eyes.  His  father  had  promised  to  secure 
Oliver's  release  if  she  would  give  Phil 
up;  she  had  given  Phil  up,  and  Oliver 
had  been  freed.  Those  were  the  facts, 
and  nothing  could  change  them. 

"No,"  she  said  quietly.  "It  doesn't 
make  any  difference."  She  picked  her 
purse  up  from  the  table.  "Let's  go  now, 
Ernie,"  she  said.   "I'm  tired." 

But  Phil  was  in  the  grip  of  a  reckless 
bravado,  and  he  wouldn't  let  them  go. 
"Wait  a  minute,"  he  said.  "Let's  have  a 
dance,  Sally.  Just  one.  Listen!"  He 
reached  for  her  hand.  "They're  playing 
'It  Might  as  Well  be  Spring' — remember 
how  we  used  to  play  it  on  Aunt  Jenny's 
phonograph  when  it  first  came  out?  And 

besides,  it  is  spring  now!" 

SALLY  jerked  her  hand  away.  Sud- 
denly she  hated  him.  "Let  me  go!" 

she  said  furiously.  "I  won't  dance  with 
.j'ou — I  don't  even  want  to  see  you!" 
*  He  tried  to  seize  her,  standing  up  and 
reaching  across  the  table.  Ernie  stood 

up  too.  "Hey!"  he  said,  and  threw  him- self at  Phil.  Out  of  the  corner  of  his 
eye,  Phil  saw  him  coming,  and  turned, 
bringing  his  clenched  fist  up  as  he  did 
so.  The  fist  landed  on  the  side  of  Ernie's 
head,  and  he  staggered,  recovered  him- 

self, and  aimed  a  blow  at  Phil.  People 
came  running.  .  .  . 
They  managed  to  separate  Phil  and 

Ernie  before  either  of  them  had  done 
too  much  damage  to  the  other.  Ernie 
took  Sally  home,  driving  with  one  hand 
and  holding  a  handkerchief  against  a 
split  lip  with  the  other,  and  Phil's friends  took  charge  of  him.  He  was 
quiet  enough  by  that  time,  and  per- 

fectly sober  again,  with  a  bruise  al- 
ready turning  purple  around  his  right 

eye.  They  took  him  back  to  town,  and 
dropped  him  at  his  own  house. 

His  father  and  mother  had  gone  to 
bed,  and  he  crept  silently  up  the  stairs 
and  into  his  own  room — knowing  that 
they  were  probably  awake,  listening. 
He  turned  the  light  on  and  stared  at 
his  reflection  in  the  mirror  for  a  mo- 

ment, then  turned  away  in  distaste.  No 
wonder,  he  thought,  that  Sally  hated 
him  now;  he  hated  himself,  as  far  as 
that  went.  Everything  had  gone  wrong 
for  him  since  his  return  to  Littleton. 
Everything  had  gone  wrong,  but  to- 

night he  no  longer  blamed  his  parents, 

or  Sally,  or  anyone  except  himself.  He'd been  weak  where  he  should  have  been 
strong,  indecisive  when  he  should  have 

been  resolute;  and  he'd  climaxed  every- 
thing by  getting  drunk  and  fighting  in 

a  public  amusement-park. 
For  a  long  time  after  he'd  gone  to 

bed  he  lay  awake,  thinking — and  his 

thoughts  weren't  pleasant. He  was  up  early  the  next  morning, 
but  he  didn't  go  downstairs.  He  pulled shirts  and  underwear  out  of  the  dresser 
drawers,  suits  out  of  the  closet,  and 
stacked  them  neatly  on*  the  unmade 
bed.  Up  in  the  attic  he  found  two  suit- 

cases, and  brought  them  down.  He  had 
nearlv  finished  packing  thpm  Tvihpn  hie 

UODR  GIRL 
TELLS   ALL! 

Yes,  the  secret  of  her  gorgeous  hair  is  in  three 
rich  oils — Laco  Castile  Shampoo's  three  rich 
oils — olive  oil,  coconut  oil  and  castor  oil,  which 
give  triple-action  results.  Olive  oil  is  so  good 
for  hair  and  scalp.  Coconut  oil  and  castor 
oil  provide  a  creamier 
lather  and  greater  sheen. 
Your  hair  is  cleaned  thor- 

oughly;  it's  left  lustrously 
gleaming  and  alluringly 
glorified.  Ask  for  Laco 
Genuine  Castile  Shampoo 

at  drug  counters  every- 
where. Laco  Products  Inc^ 

Baltimore    24,   Maryland. 
MWG-846 

LMO=SMiopoo 
SELL  YBAR'S  SMARTCST,  NEWBST 

CHRISTMAS  CARD! 
Just  show  friends*  others  sensational 
ChristmascardvalaesI  Geteasyordera 
fullorsparetime.  Charming; Personal  Ct 
Christmas  cards  wHh  sender's  name 
25for$landup.  AlsoPersonal Station- ery pi  us  ei  ant  li  n  e  $1  box  assortments , 
— 21 -card "Feature",  Religious.  Ev-  ' 
eryday,  Watercolor  Etchings,  Gift 
Wrappings.  No  experience  needed. 
Earn  now.  Get  samples  on  approval. . 

ARTISTIC  CARD  CO.^ 720  Way  Street,  Elminiv  N.  Y. 

Relieve  TEETHING  Pains 

'   PROFIT 

;  21  CARD 

FEATURE" 

ASSORTMEN
T 

When  Baby's  Cry 
Rips  Off  The  Roof 

Rab  NUM-ZIT  On 
That  Coming  Tooth 

This  new,  modem  formula  relieves  teething 
pains  quickly.  Just  rub  a  few  drops  on  sore 
gums.  Effectivel  Non-injurious!  No  dosing. 

Does  not  upset  baby's  stomach. Costs  little.  Buy  it  at  your  drug 
store. 

For  trial  package.  Bend  lOf  to  American 

Draeeists  STndicate,  Dept. P8.21-09 Borden 
A»e.,  Long  Island  City,  New  Yorli. 

NUM-ZIT 



I 
GIRLS!  Want 

quick  curls  7 

.  ES  light  on  lovely  hair  and  linger  there 
^  when  it  shines  in  all  its  natural  beauty. 
,'our  hair  will  be  soft,  sparkling,  and  lustrous 
»hen  you  do  it  at  home  with  new  different 
Vildroot    Hair   Set   that 
eplaces     old-fashioned 
hick  gummy  wave  sets. 
Does  all  they   do  and 
note!  Light  bodied,  faster 
irying.  It  contains  proc- 
issed  LANOLIN,  leaves 
rour  hair  soft,  natural, 
pd   at   its    lovely    best. 
Style  your  own  distinc- 
ive  hair-do  quickly,  with- 

out fuss  or  disappoint- 
ment! And  watch  those 

admiring    glances!   Ask 
for  New  Wildroot   Hair 
,^t  at  your  toilet  goods 

lunter  today! 

NEW  WILDROOT  HAIR  SET 

EARN  EXTRA  CASH  DAILT! 
Easy  way  to  make  money.  Pnends  and  otters  i 
glaifly  order  beautiful  Big  Value  PERSONAL  I 
Christmas  Cards  with  sender's  name  at  50  for  f 
only  $1  and  25  for$l.  You  make  big  cash  prof-  I 
its.  Fast-sellinff  line  22  different  Box  Assort-  I 
ments,  DeLtute  Stationery.  No  experience  is  I 
needed.  Write  today  for  FREE  Personal  Sam-  I pies;  also  21 -Card  Assortment  on  approval.  I 

PHILLIPS  CARD  COMPANY 
521  Hunt  Street  Newton,  Mass. 

HVNY  PHOTO  ENLARGEI 
^ize  8  X 10  inches 
n  DOUBLE-WEIGHT  PAPER 

_,  price  for  fall  length  or         ■     M     ' 
X  form,  groaps, landscapes,   H^B    H 

<et  animals,  etc.,  or  enlarge-  ̂ ^    ■ 
,tients   of  any  part  of  sroup 
picture. 
'  Original  returned  with  your  9  *a|i  C|  Ow 
^n!argement.  *  *^'  ̂ X.*i» 

SEND    NO    MONEY  jast  man  photo, 
aegative  or  snapshot  (any  size)  and  receive  your 
\niargeraent,  guaranteed  fadeless,  on  beautiful 
\ouble-weigtit  portrait  quality  paper.  Fay 
ostman  57c  plus  postage  —  or  send  59c  with 
rder  and  we  pay  postage.  Take  advantage  of  this  amazioff  oner  C 
lend  your  photos  today.  _    

PROFESSIONAL    ART    STUDIOS 
loo    East  Ohio   Street       Dept.    1556-K       Chicago  (11), 

MONEY-BACK,  POSTAGE-BACK  GUARANTEE 

OUIIT  PIECES^ 
[FREE!  500  Yds.  Thread! 
Beautiful  new  prints.  Large  colorful 
pieces.    3  lbs.  (18  to  22  yds.)  only 
SI. 49   plus  postage.    Sent  C.O.D. 
FREE!  EXTRAI  Five  hundred  yds. 
good  white  #50  thread  FREE  and  16 

jlovely  quilt  patterns  all  sent  free.  If foot  perfectly   satisfied,   just   return 

'guilt    pieces    (keeping    free    sewing 
thread  and  free  quilt  patterns  for 
your  trouble)  and  we  will  refund  your 
al.49  plus  all  postage  spent  BOTH  ways! 
You  be  the  judge.    You  can't  lose.    Could i  anything  be  more  fair?   Compare  our  oEFer 
and  liberal  guaruitee  with  others.  Send  No 

■■■■■■■niHiMMil 

FREE! 

"Come  in,"  he  called. 
"Phil,  don't  you  want  any  breakfast?" 

she  was  saying  as  she  entered,  and  then 
she  saw  the  suitcases,  and  one  hand 
flew  to  her  mouth.  "You're  packing! 
Why?  Where  are  you  going?" 
"Away.  Somewhere  out  west,"  Phil 

said.  "I've  made  a  mess  of  things  here. 
I'm  going  to  start  in  all  over  again, 
where  nobody  knows  me  and  I  don't 
know  anybody." 

"No — you  mustn't!"  She  caught  sight 
of  the  bruise  on  his  eye.  "You've  been 
fighting!  That's  the  reason.  Oh,  Phil, 
what  has  happened  to  you?" 

"I've  been  in  a  fight,"  Phil  said,  "but 
that's  not  why  I'm  leaving.  Or  maybe 
it  is,  in  a  way.  Maybe  it  woke  me  up. 
The  point  is.  Mother,"  and  he  closed 
the  first  of  the  suitcases,  "I  can't  stay 
here  any  longer.  I've  got  to  get  out  and 
make  something  of  myself.  You  and 
Dad — you  love  me  too  much.  I  depend 
on  you,  and  I  know  I  shouldn't,  and  I 
end  up  making  a  fool  of  myself.  I  love 
Sally  Burnett,  and  I  should  have  gone 
ahead  and  married  her."  He  slammed 
the  other  suitcase  shut.  "It's  too  late 
now  for  that.  But  I  can  go  out  and  begin 

learning  to  stand  on  my  own  two  feet." 

XTIS  MOTHER  didn't  cry.  She  stepped 
-■-*  to  one  side,  leaving  his  path  to  the 
door  free.  Her  eyes  were  on  his  face, 
fixed  there  by  the  realization  that  what 
he^  said  was  all  true.  She  and  Berg — 
they  had  done  everything  they  could  to 
hold  him,  to  order  his  life  for  him,  and 
they  had  failed.  Of  course  they  had 
failed,  because  such  attempts  were  al- 

ways bound  to  fail.  They  were  losing 
him  now,  he  was  walking  away  from 
them  in  bitterness  and  anger,  and  he 
would  probably  never  come  back. 
"Why  is  it  too  late,"  she  said  faintly, 

"for  you  and  Sally  to  be  married?  Do 

you  still  love  her?" Phil  picked  up  the  suitcases,  one  in 
each  hand.  "I'll  always  love  her,"  he 
said.  "But  she  won't  have  anything  to 
do  with  me.  After  last  night — "  He 
shook  his  head.  "I  don't  know  what  got 
into  me.  I  didn't  have  any  right  to 
blame  her  for  agreeing  not  to  marry  me 
if  Dad  would  see  that  Oliver  kept  out 
of  prison.  He's  her  brother — she  had  to 
do  what  she  could  for  him." 

"If  you  went  to  her  now — if  you  asked 

her  again — " "You  don't  understand.  Mother,"  he 
said.  "I  saw  her  last  night.  I  had  a  fight 
with  the  fellow  she  was  with,  and  she 
told  me  she  never  wanted  to  see  me 

again.  I  don't  blame  her^I  acted  about 
as  badly  as  anyone  could.  Ajiyway — " 
He  managed  to  laugh.  "You  don't  want 
Sally  and  me  to  be  married,  do  you?" 

"Yes — I  do,  I  do!  I  was  wrong,  Phil — 
your  father  and  I  were  wrong.  We 

thought  you'd  forget  about  each  other 
— we  didn't  know  how  much  Sally 
meant  to  you.  Stay  here  in  Littleton, 

Phil.  See  Sally  again,  and  tell  her  we've 
changed.  Tell  her  we  understand  now 
that  she's  the  only  one  who  can  help 

you!" 

That  was  Helen's  mistake.  Phil's  face 
hardened.  "I'll  help  myself,  thanks,"  he 
said,  and  carrying  the  suitcases  left  the 
room. 

She  ran  after  him,  but  he  was  already 

half-way  down  the  stairs.  "Phil!"  she 
cried.  He  didn't  turn.  With  long  strides 
he  crossed  the  hall,  opened  the  front 
door,  and  went  out. 
Helen  watched  him,  saw  that  he 

didn't  take  the  car,  and  had  a  wild  im- 
pulse to  take  it  herself,  catch  him,  and 

plead  with  him  some  more.  But  she  had 
moved  only  a  few  steps  when  she  hesi- 

tated, pre^in^  her  hands  to  her  fore 

Looking  down  into  mirror,  apply 
mascara  clear  to  end  of  lashes. 

Hold  brush  there  till  lashes  "set". (About  30  seconds.)  Wipe  brush 
clean  with  half  Sitroux  Tissue. 

( SAVE  Sitroux!  * )  Go  over  lashes 
to  separate.  Apply  mascara  to  up- 

per lashes  only  for  "natural"  look. 

To  extend  eyebrows,  remove  al- 
most all  mascara  from  brush  with 

half  Sitroux  Tissue.  Brush  brows 
the  wrong  way  to  pick  up  tiny 
hairs.  Then  brush  back  into  place. 
If  necessary,  sketch  in  hair -like 
lines  with  eyebrow  pencil. 

At  bedtime,  use  eye -cream  gen- 
erously. Gently  work  out  toward 

temple  under  eye  —  back  toward 
nose  on  eyelid.  Remove  excess  with 
Sitroux.  Keep  Sitroux  handy  for 
facial  cleansings,  manicures,  dozens 

SITROUX 



Jennifer  Jones,  Star 
of  David  O.  Selznick's 

Sum 

IMAGINE!... 

YOUR  OWN  HAIR 

PERSONALLY  STYLED 

Yourf  perianallyl...A  hair  ttyle  created  expressly 
for  you  by  those  same  clever  hands  that  put  glam- 

our into  the  shining  tresses  of  Hollywood's  famous 

screen  stars.  Gale  McGarry's  artful  hairstyling  abil- 
ity has  made  her  a  favorite  with  those  Hollywood 

celebrities  who  demand  flattering  perfection  for 
their  screen  work  and  important  public  appear- 

ances. Now,  you  too  can 

have  Gale  McGarry  style 

your  hair  by  simply  send- 

ing a  recent  small  photo 

or  close-up  snapshot.  She 

will  create  a  new  flatter- 

ing,* personalized  hair- 

style for  you,  sending  a 

sketch  and  full  instruc- 

tions for  setting,  combing 

and  maintaininglimagine 

the  thrill  and  satisfaction 

of  having  a  glamour-giv- 

ing new  hairstyle  actually  done  by  Gale  McGarry  I 

FREE  with  each  new  hairstyle ...  Gale 

McGarry's  own  book,"Care  of  Your  Hair,"     *  , 
telling  all  those  secrets  of  the  professional     ̂  
stylist  for  conditioning  and  maintaining 
hair  beauty  and  health. 

HAIR   STYLIST   TO   THE   STARS 

YOU  GET: 
1.  Personalized  hair- 

style sketch. 
2.  How  to  shampoo, 

set,  comb. 

3.  Care  of  dry  hoir, 

oily  hair. 
4.  How  to  make  pin 

curls. 

5.  Do's  and  don'tsfor hair  beauty. 

USE  THIS  COUPON 

GALE  McGARRY,  DEPT.  M6-8 
6411  HOLLYWOOD  BLVD.,  HOLLYWOOD  28,  CALIF. 

I  am  enclosing  a  picfure  of  myself  and 
$2.00,  please  stylo  my  hair  and  send 

me  your  free  book  "Care  of  the  Hair." 
NAMF    

ADDRESS   

could  keep  Phil  in  Littleton,  only  one 
to  whom  he  would  listen.  She  glanced 
at  her  watch.  It  was  ten  o'clock.  The Metropole  bus— the  only  means  of transportation  out  of  Littleton— left  on the  hour,  and  Phil  had  left  the  house 
too  late  to  catch  the  one  which  must  be pullmg  out  this  very  moment.  That meant  she  had  an  hour,  until  the  next 
bus  at  eleven.  She  picked  up  the  tele- phone and  called  the  bank. 

r^JIF^i^l'^unf  ̂ ?^'*'  ̂ h^"  she  was  con- nected. "Phil's  just  left  the  house.  He's gomg     away  — he     wouldn't     tell     me 

^  if'^V  ̂ u  ̂  T,^**^^'  °"ly  half  listening to  her  husband's  exclamation.  Suddenly 

t^A  f\  ̂^^^  °^  herself,  surer  than  she had  felt  m  months,  and  her  voice  when 
she  went  on  was  calm.  "We've  made  a terrible  mistake,  Berg.  We  had  no  busi- 

ness trying  to  stand  in  the  way  of  his 
happiness.  I'm  going  to  try  to  make  up to  him  for— for  everything.  But  I  may 

^^\ir^  ̂ '?^'  ̂ ""^  ̂   ̂^^t  you  to  go to  the  bus  terminal  and  talk  to  Phil 

TTvf  ̂   K  T  i^ere— make  any  excuse  you 

untlr^coiS^e^'"  '''  ̂̂ "^  '''  °^  ̂^«  ̂ - 

deZndld'"'  ̂ °"  ̂ °'"^  *°  '^°^"  ̂ ^rg "I  haven't  time  to  explain.  Just  do  as 

JFr'^^^l'^^^^^  the  bus  tenniial! and  keep  him  there!"  She  hung  up 
quickly,  before  he  had  a  chance  to^pro- test,  snatched  up  a  hat  and  light  coat and  ran  out  the  back  door  to  the 

garage.  '''''^ 
CHE  WAS-in  the  car  when  she  had 
^^  another  thought.  "Aunt  Jenny!"  she half  whispered,  and  turned  down  the street  toward  my  house. 
Helen  had  never  mentioned  Sally  to 

me  I  knew  she  blamed  me  because  Phil and  Sally  had  met  in  my  home  and because  I  had  let  them  go  on  mietine 

worn;  ̂ ^'  '^^  ̂^^"'t  repfoached^mell 
words.  Her  manner,  when  we  met,  had been  a  little  cool  and  distant,  but  that W3S    Sill, 

There   was   nothing   cool   about   her 

r.^f^.^T^  """^^^  -^^  "^y  *ront  door  that bright  June  morning.  "Jenny!"  she  was calling,  almbst  before  she  was  inside 
Jenny,  can  you  come  with  me?  I  think 

i  m  gomg  to  need  your  help  " I  was  getting  a  cake  ready  to  go  into 
the  oven  and  I  didn't  want  to  be  in- terrupted—certainly  not  by  Helen  Rus- 

ll"r  l:^u?l'"u^^y.  h^^^^i  the  story  of 
Phils  fight  the  night  before,  and  I  was feeling  anything  but  kindly  toward  all 
Ruskins,  Phil  included.  "I'm  sorry, Helen,  I  said  when  she  was  in  the 
kitchen.   "I'm  busy." 

"Let  it  go,"  she  begged.  "Jenny,  I've been  an  awful  idiot.  Berg  and  I  both 
have.  If  Phil  s  been  making  a  spectacle 
ot  himself  around  town,  it's  as  much our  fault  as  his.  And  now  he  wants  to leave  Littleton— go  away  and  start  all 
over  again  somewhere  else.  The  only 
person  who  can  stop  him  is  Sally 
Burnett,  and  I'm  going  to  see  her  now Wont  you  come  along  and— and  give 
me  moral  support?  I  think  I'm  going  to 

need  it."  .  &      s  >-" I  dropped  my  cake  spoon.  "Well'"  I 
said  joyfully.  "That's  different.  '  Of 
course  I'll  come." Two  minutes  later  we  were  both  in 
the  car,  driving  down  to  the  Saturday- morning  knot  of  traffic  in  the  business 
section  of  town.  Farmers  from  round- 

about had  come  in,  parking  their  cars 
all  around  the  Square,  and  it  was  ten- 
fifteen  before  Helen  had  found  a  space 
to  stop.  We  almost  ran  the  block  and 
a  half  to  Simpson's  drug  store.  "If  she 

my ' 
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TAKE  A      BC 

HEADACHE  POWDE 
WITHOUT  A  DELAY 

"BC"  for  quick  relief 

from  HEADACHES 
NEURALGIC 

PAINS  AND 
MUSCULAR 
ACHES— 10«!  and  25(! 

Caution:  use  only  at  directed, 

MAKE  MONEY  AT  HOME 

RUBBER    X^^Q^ 

MOLDS      6<^A Amazing  rubber  mo  Id- making:  outfit  makes 
perfect  flexibJ  e  molds  of  plaques,  ash 
trays,  bookends,  etc.  Molds  cost  6c  to 
25c  each.  Each  mold  makes  hundreds  of 
novelties  and  gifts  to  sell  for  31.00 
apiece  and  more!  No  experience  neces- 

sary. Everythinp:  furnished.  Quick  and 
easy.  Start  profitable  business  in  your 
home— sell  to  stores,  grift  shops,  friends, 
resorts,  road  stands,  by  mail.  Full  or  spare  time.  1 
for  complete  FREE  details  and  easy  instructions. 

SO-LO  WORKS,   INC..       Dept   H-833,       Loveland, 

STAMMER? 
This  new  128-page  book.  "Stammering,  Its  Cause and  Correction."  describes  the  BogueUnit  Method 
for  scientific  correction  of  stammerlnK  and  atut-i 
tering — successful  for  45  years.  Benj.  N.  Bogue, 
Pent.  1186.  Circle  Tower,  Indianapolis  4.  Ind. 

New  CHRISTMAS  CARDSr:i 
^ST,  EASY  SELLERS! 

-rWgorgeonsnewChristmascarda 

-.-  .S??-^'  others  yoo  know.  Daz- 

If^n?  .Diamond  Dnst"  feature  sella 

i.2.f„  •^f!.?.,'^''"^  $1  "Feature" assort- 

Hmnorons,  Everyday  cardj.  Gift  Wraps, Sta- 

WRITE   FOR  bonery.  ChriBtmasCarik 

SAMDI  ir«  %"**<  name.  25  for$i  ap. 

^**'""'^t^  Samples  on  AoDroiml  JT^ 

PROCESS  CORPTTlili  S.Troy  ?t..^* Dept.B-is,        Chicago  23,  Illinois 

HOLLYWOOD 
MOVIE    FUN 

FOR    CHILDREN   OF   ALL    AGES 

mn^yjggi^^ 

•THE  DANCING  SCOTTIK"  AND  4  OTHER  ACl 
ALL  5  *loo  postpaid 

This   sensational   novelty  animati 

favorite  circus  performers :- 
•Clown,   the  Cyclist";  "The  Red 

Headed  Woodpecker";  "Sall>i 
the  Trained  Seal";  "Tumbc^ 
the    juggler';    "The    Dancini 
Scottie'V   Children  love  'err 
. . .  and  so  will   grown-ups. 
H«urs  of  Fun — Easy  to  0« 

k„  ♦!,»  u  'Mothers  can  amuse  toddlers 

Ih^i,*  !u  ■   I  ?"d  older  children  will  de4 

'light  their  friends  with  these  toy,  pock. 
et-size      movies."    Novel,    interestinti harmless,  mysterious!  Complete  set  of  5 acts  finished  in  4  col 
ors.  Send  $1  cash  or 

money  order  to        ̂     , 

% 



UICK  RELIEF 
FOR 

SUMMER 
TEETHING 

] 
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EXPERIENCED  Mothers  know 
that  summer  teething  must  not 

be  trifled  with — that  summer  up- 
sets due  to  teething  may  seriously 

interfere  with  Baby's  progress. 

Relieve  your  Baby's  teething 
ains  this  summer  by  rubbing  on 

>r.  Hand's  Teething  Lotion— the 
ictual  prescription  of  a  famous 

'laby  Specialist.  It  is  eflfective  and 
economical,  and  has  been  used 
and  recommended  by  millions  of 
Mothers.   Your   druggist  has   it. 

DR.  HAND'S 
TEETHING   LOTION 
Just  rub  it  on  the  gums 
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martlv  styled.  Super  Values.  Everybody  buys.  Others  to 
°.50  le^kiinl  Sell  Nationally  Famous  21  Christmas 
olders  SI.  Costl  56c.  Currier  &  Ives.  Grandma  Moses  G lit- 
•r.  Oilette  Bo.xes.  Gift  Wraps,  Everydays  Personal  Line  21 
s,kl  and  Sunshine  Notes  on  approval.  FREE  SAMPLES  of 
mprlnt  Lines  No  investment.  Start  today.  SUNSHINE 
.Rt  STUDIOS,    lis   Fulton  St..   Dept.    IWA.   New  York  City 

!irOU  can  COLOR 
PHOTOS 

this  easy 

economical  way!" 
.Tiiu  ■■«  special  talent— or  previous  experience 
—you  tan  color  black-and-white  photos  beauti- 

fully, easily,  quickly  with  Marshall's  Photo 
Oil  Colors.  Here's  how :  j  ust  rub  Marshall  Colors 
on  an  ordinary  black-and-white  photograph  to 

produce  a  gorgeous,  life-like  colored  picture. 
Mistakes  easy  to  correct.  You  can  get  endless 
harmonious  combinations  on  portrait  and  family 
photos,  landscapes,  etc.  Thousands  make  money 
with  this  exciting  hobby.  See  how  much  fun  it 
is.  Get  your  Marshall  Color  set  (sets  $\.  to 
$5)  from  any  photo  dealer,  or  write  us. 
OUR  FREE  Color  Consultant  Service  will  help 
you  solve  your  coloring  problems.  Just  write 
Dept.  75,  John  G.  Marshall.  Inc..  167  N.  9th 

St..  Brooklyn  II.  N.  Y.  - 
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Earn  '35  a  week 
^,  AS  A  TRAINED 

PRACTICAL  NURSE! 
Practical  nurses  are  always  needed  1 
Learn  at  honae  in  your  spare  time 
ae  thousands  of  men  and  women — 18  to  60  years  of 
mge — Iiave  done  through  Chicago  School  of  Nursing, 
Sasy-'to-nnderstand  lessons,  endorsed  by  physicians. 
One  graduate  haa  charge  of  10-bed  hospital.  Nurse 
Cromer,  of  Iowa,  runs  her  own  nursing  home.  Others 
earn  $2.50  to  $6.00  a  day  in  private  practice. 

YOU  CAN  EARN  WHILE  YOU  LEARNl 
-   Mrs.  B.  C.  of  Texas,  earned  $474.25  while  takins 

"  course.  Mrs.  S.  E.  P.  started  on  her  first  case  after her  7tb  lesson;  in  14  months  she  earned  $19001  You, 
too,  can  earn  good  money,  make  new  friends.  High 
school    not    necessary.   Equipment   included.    Easy 
payments.  Trial  plan.  47  th  year.  Send  coupon  now  I 

HICAGO    SCHOOL    OF    NURSING If 

startled  glance  and  a  nod  to  me,  Sally- 
ignored  us,  and  went  on  making  ice- 

cream sodas  for  the  people  at  the  foun- 

tain. "Come  on,"  I  said  to  Helen.  "We'll sit  at  the  fountain  and  talk  to  her  when 

she  waits  on  us."  My  hand  on  Helen's arm  felt  its  trembling. 

We  perched  on  stools,  and  in  a  min- 
ute or  so  Sally  came  over  to  stand  in 

front  of  us.  "Hello,  Aunt  Jenny,"  she 
said.   "Good  morning,  Mrs.  Ruskin." 
"Good  morning,  Sally,"  Helen  said 

hurriedly.  "My  dear,  I  have  to  talk  to 
you.  Can  you  get  away  for  a  minute 

and  come  outside?" 
Sally  shook  her  head.  "I  couldn't  pos- 

sibly," she  said  shortly.  "We're  terribly 
busy  this  morning." 

"But  it's  important,"  poor  Helen  in- 
sisted. "It's— it's  about  Phil."  Sally's 

pretty  face  hardened.  "He's  going  to leave  town — for  good,  Sally.  He  says  he 
has  to  go  somewhere  else  and  start  all 

over  again." "I'm  sorry,"  Sally  said.  "But  maybe 
he's  right.  Maybe  it  would  be  better. 
And  anyway,  there's  nothing  I  can  do 

to  stop  him." "Oh,  there  is!  If  you'd—"  Helen 
broke  off,  and  looked  around-  her.  A 
dozen  people  were  in  the  store,  three  or 
four  of  them  within  hearing  distance, 
and  I  saw  the  struggle  between  her 

desperate  need  and  a  life-time  of  re- serve mirrored  in  her  face.  If  you  were 

Helen  Ruskin  you  simply  didn't  expose 
your  family  difficulties  in  a  public  place. 
But  Helen  had  never  been  in  a  trouble 
like  this  before,  and  all  at  once  she 

made  up  her  mind.  She  forgot  over- 
hearing ears,  and  poured  out  her  plea, 

her  apologies,  her  regrets.  And  Sally 
listened,  stony-faced. 

"I  see,"  she  said  finally.  "You  didn't 
want  Phil  to  marry  me.  You  and  his 
father  did  everything  you  could  to  keep 

us  from  being  married,  and  you  suc- 
ceeded. But  now — now  when  Phil's 

going  to  walk  out  on  you,  then  I'm good  enough,  all  at  once,  to  be  his  wife. 

No  thanks,  Mrs.  Ruskin.  I  don't  see 

things  that  way." She  started  to  turn  away. 

"No,  Sally!"  Helen  cried.  "It  isn't  hke 
that.     Won't    you    understand?    I    was 

:*••*= 
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It    doesn't    look 
like    the    uniforms 

you've   been   seeing 
on       our       fighting 

men,    because    this 

small     bronze     insigne     is     another 

kind  of  uniform — the  badge  of  the 

honorably   discharged   veteran. 

The  man  who  wears  it  in  the 

lapel  of  his  civilian  suit  may  bear 
a  visible  wound,  or  a  wound  you 

cannot  see,  but  in  every  case  it 

speaks  of  suffering  and  sacrifice 
endured  on  your  behalf.  Learn  to 

recognize  the  Honorable  Service 
Emblem  as  instantly  as  you  do  a 

uniform,  so  that  to  every  veteran 

you  meet  you  can  give  the  respect 
and      consideration      he      deserves. 

TO  YOUR 

HEART'S 
CONTENT 

NO  BELTS 

NO  PINS 
NO  PADS 
NO  ODOR This  may  be  news  to  you — ^but 

thanks  to  Tampax  more  wo- 
men every  summer  go  right  into  the  water 

any  day  they  want  to,  including  the 

sanitary-protection  days   The  Tampax 

method  is  ideal  for  bathing  because  there 

is  no  external  pad.  With  Tampax  you 

can  wear  a  snug  swim  suit  and  (wet  or 

dry)  nobody  is  the  wiser.  So  why  should 

you  stay  on  the  sidelines,  lonely  and 

conspicuous? 

Applying  the  principle  of  internal  ab- sorption to  this  special  monthly  use  by 

women,  a  doctor  de- 

signed Tampax  with- out belts,  pins  or 

external  pads.  Made 

of  pure  surgical  cot- ton compressed  in 

applicators,  Tampax 
is  efficient  and  dainty.  As  it  is  worn  inter- 

nally, no  odor  forms  and  there  is  no  chaf- 

ing. Changing  is  quick  and  disposal  easy. 

Just  consider  the  advantages  of  this 

unbulky  Tampax  under  summer  shorts, 

slacks  and  sheer  dresses — then  get  a  sup- 

ply at  drug  store  or  notion  counter. 
Enough  for  a  month  will  go  into  your 

purse.  Three  absorbencies:  Regular,  Super, 

Junior.  Tampax  Incorporated,  Palmer, 

Mass. 
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Bring  Out 
That  HIDDEN  Beauty! 

Don't  let  a  poor  complexion  ruin  your chances  for  love  and  romance.  Look 
lovelier  than  ever  and  have  him  thrill  at 

the  very  sight  of  you.  You  can  easily 
have  a  fascinating  skin  of  alluring  beauty. 
Learn  the  enchanting  secret. 

SOMETHING  NEWU 

Thrilling  beauty  salon  results  at  home  for 
a  few  cents,  instead  of  dollars  a  treatment. 

This  amazing  success  is  the — ■ 

STA-YUNG  (beauty  salon)  HOME  SYSTEM 

This  delightful  and  absolutely  different  sys- 
tem is  now  available  for  you  to  prove  beyond 

all  doubt.  Three  (3)  safe,  unified  cosmetics 
(used  together)  containing  rich,  costly  in- 

gredients, make  this  great  system  remarkably 
effective  in  helping  reduce  and  prevent 
wrinkles  and  such  ugly  blemishes  as  black- 

heads, roughness,  large  pores  and  blotches 
making  your  skin  appear  clear,  radiant  and 
soft  as  a  moonlit  rose. 

OUR  GUARANTEE 

This  exciting  Sta- Young  system  lasts  many 
weeks.  Test  it  only  7  days  and  have  the  joy 
of  seeing  your  hidden  beauty  gaining  day  by 
day  or  we  will  refund  your  money. 

SPECIAL  OFFER!! 

By  ordering  immediately  we  send  you  with- 
out cost,  the  famous  Sta- Yung  beauty 

analysis  chart,  worth  many  dollars.  Shows 
your  perfect  color  scheme  for  lips,  eyes, 
rouge,  even  your  correct  perfunje.  Get  yours 
now  and  look  smarter!!  Remember,  your 
chart  is  free  if  you  act  now!! 

DONT  SEND  MONEY!!  When  mailman 

brings  your  three  (3)  Sta- Yung  cosmetics, 
full  directions  and  free  chart,  pay  him  only 
$1.35  for  trial  set  or  $3.00  for  money  saving 
large  set,  plus  c.o.d.  postage. 

SKI 

STA-YUNG  COSMETICS      ^^p*  "^ 
3923  N.  TRIPP AV£.  CHICAGO  AVILUNOIS 

I  SEND  TR
IAL  SET I — \FOR  $1.35 I   [plus  postage 

NfiMB   

SEND  LARGE  SET       MY  SKIN  IS 
□  FOR  $  3.00       dhy[J  oilyO 

PLUS  POSTAGE  ^  '-' 
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wrong,  and  I  only  want  to  set  things 
right  again.  And  as  for  losing  Phil— 
We've  lost  him  already.  We  lost  him 
when  you  refused  to  marry  him.  The — 
the  only  way  we  can  keep  him  for  our 

son  is  by  sharing  him  with  you.  I  didn't 
realize  that  before,  but  now  I  do." 

"You  didn't  realize  it  soon  enough," 
Sally  said.  A  look  of  pain,  a  lost  look, 

came  into  her  eyes.  "Phil  thinks  I  gave 
him  up  to  help  my  brother.  Even  if  I 

tried  to  see  him,  he  wouldn't  have  any- 
thing to  do  with  me." "He  doesn't  blame  you  for  that,  Sally! 

He  told  me  he  didn't,  only  this  morn- 

ing." 

"I  don't  care  whether  he  blames  me 
or  not.  He  should  know  better  than  to 
believe  it!  But  he  does  believe  it — be- 

cause you  told  him  it  was  true."  Sally 
shivered.  "I'm  sorry — I  have  a  lot  to 
do  this  morning.  I  can't  stand  here 

talking." Helen  glaced  frantically  at  the  clock. 
It  was  twenty-five  minutes  of  eleven, 
and  the  bus  terminal  was  on  the  other 
side  of  town. 

"Sally,"  I  said  quietly.  She  had 
started  to  walk  away,  but  at  the  sound 
of  my  voice  she  stopped. 

"What,  Aunt  Jenny?"  she  said  with- 
out turning  around. 

"Come  back  here.  Just  for  a  minute," 
I  said,  and  she  slowly  obeyed.  "Sally," 
I  said,  "do  you  know  what  has  been 
keeping  you  and  Phil  apart,  from  the 

very  start?" 
CHE  SHOT  a  glance  at  Helen,  and 
^  seemed  about  to  speak,  but  then  she 
only  shook  her  head. 

"It's  been  pride,"  I  told  her.  "Nothing 
but  pride.  First  his  parents  were  too 

proud  to  let  him  marry  you.  Then  Phil's 
pride  was  hurt  when  he  thought  you'd 
given  him  up  to  help  Oliver.  Now  your 
own  pride  is  making  you  stubborn  and 
stiff-necked.  What  difference  does  it 
make  if  Phil  thinks  you  made  a  bargain 
with  his  father?  You  can  tell  him  you 
didn't,  can't  you,  and  let  him  decide 
whether  to  believe  you  or  not?" 

"Jenny's  right,  Sally,"  Helen  said 
eagerly.  "We  were  too  proud — shame- 

fully proud.  But  I'm  not  now.  I  came 
here  so  you  could  see  that  I'm  not.  Can't 
you  let  bygones  be  bygones?  You  and 
Phil  can  still  be  happy  together,  if  you 

only  will!" Sally  looked  from  one  of  us  to  the 
other,  indecisively.  My  words  had 
reached  her,  shaken  her — I  could  tell 
that.  But  still  there  was  the  memory  of 
how  she'd  been  hurt,  the  resentment, 
the  fear  of  being  hurt  again.  And  the 
druggist  chose  that  minute  to  come  fuss- 

ing over  from  behind  the  prescription 
counter,  complaining: 

"Sally!  What's  going  on  here?  The 
store's  full  of  customers  and  you're 
standing  around  doing  nothing!" 

He  didn't  wait  for  her  answer,  just 
turned  and  hurried  back  to  the  other 
side  of  the  store.  Sally  made  a  helpless 

gesture. "Even  if  I  wanted  to  come  with  you, 
how  could  I?  I  have  to  stay  here — it's 
my  job,  and  Mr.  Simpson  wouldn't  ever 

forgive  me  if  I — " I  knew,  at  that,  we  had  won.  I  got 
off  my  stool. 

"You  run  along,  Sally,"  I  said  briskly. 
"I  guess  at  my  age  I  can  put  a  few 
strawberry  sodas  and  chocolate  sundaes 
together.  Go  on,  now — quick,  before 
Mr.  Simpson  catches  on  to  what's  hap- 

pening!" I  got  behind  the  counter  and 
pushed  her  toward  where  Helen  was 
waiting,  and  at  first  she  resisted  but 
then  suddenly  she  was  running.  At  the 

ItU  L e   wo^fti <yve 

Sally  was  smart.  She  knew  that  Monthly 
Blues,  nerves,  irritability  just  don't  go  ovo 
with  a  man.  "Be  wise,"  says  Sally.  "Don'' let  nervous  tension,  periodic  headache  anc 
cramps  play  havoc  with  your  romance!  In 
stead — help  relieve  those  symptoms  with 
these  wonderfully  effective  Chi-Ches-Ters 
Pills!"  50^,  or  larger  economy  boxes  at 
your  druggist.  Get  Chi-Ches-Ters  Pills 
today,  and  take  only  as  directed. 

The  Improved  CHI-CHES-TERS  PILLS 
For  relief  from  "periodic  functional 

distress' 

FREE — New  illustrated  booklet  of  intimate 

facts  every  woman  should  know.  Mailed  in 
plain  wrapper.  Write  today!  Chichester 
Chemical  Company,  Dept.  0-8,  Philadelphia 

46,  Pennsylvania. 
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M«KE.HeOKEl»D€BmOI SPOTt Prove  it  yourself  no  mati "  3W  lon^  you  have  8Uff( 
or   what   you    have  tr 
Beautiful  book  on  pso 
sis   and    De  rm  oj  I    v 
amazing,     true     ph< 

STaptiic  proof  of  reS' 
sent  FREE.  Write  fO£  t 

SEND    FOn GENEROU 

TRIAL 
.SIZE  . 

Don't   mistake   ec fot   the   stubborn,   ,         ., embarrassing  scaly  skm  \bV 

disease  Psoriasis    Apply  ̂  
non-fttaining    D  e  r  m  o  r  T  . Thousands    do    for    scaly 
spots    on   body    or    scalp. Grateful  users,  often  after 
years    of    suffering,    report the  scales   have   gone,    the 
red  patches  gradually  dlsappeareo  ana  _  -,  « 
they  enjoyed  the  thrill  of  a  clear  akin  a^in.  Dermoil 
Is  used  by  many  doctors  and  is  backed  by  a  positive  ag 
ment  to  give  definite  l>enefit  in  2  weeks  or  money.  Is 
funded  without  question.  Send  lOc  (stamps  or  com) 
generous  trial  bottle  to  make  our  famous  "One  Spot  Te; Test  It  yourself.  Results  may  surprtsc  you.  Writetoday 
your  test  bottle.  Caution:  Use  only  as  directed.  I^rtnt  n^ 
plainly.  Don't  delay..  Sold  by  .Ligflett  and  Waloreen  C 
Stores  and  other  leadina  Druaaists.  LAjJE  LABOHATORI Box  547,  Northwestern  Station,  Dept.  8204,  Detroit  4,  M 

High  School  Cours 
at  Home 

Many  Finish  in  2  Yeor: I  and  abUities  permit.   Equivalent  to  | 
I  dent    School    worJc — preparen    for    colle?f    cntrnnce    STamn.    Stei 
;  H.   S.    teitB   supplied.    Diploma   awarded.    Credit   for    H.    S.    mi 

completed.   Single   eubjecte  if  desired.   Ask  for   Free   Bulletin. 
^American  School,DepLHC-92.  Drexel  at  SSthXhlcagJ 

^ —        Take  easy,  profitableorderil 
Hand  IJrocessed  Christmas  assortml 

L  Religious  and  Everyday  cards.  Friends! 
■r  latives,  business  people  buy  on  sight.  JN<| 

l^^perience  needed— make  calls  spare  time  oc| 
ytime.  Boost  earnincrs  with  50  for $1  and  ̂   fl 
4 Name-Imprinted  Coristmas  cards.  Send  n| 
^for  samples  today.  COLONIAL  STUDIOS,  I 
642  S.  Summer  St..  0e|it.29-L,  Hotyoke.ml 

CORNS 
Removed  by  Mosco.also  Calluses. 

Quick,  easy,  economical.  Just  rub  1 
on.  Jars,  3  0  ̂,  50  ̂ .  At  your  druggist.  ATon  ey  re/un '  I 
ed  if  not  satisfied.  Moss  Co..  Rochester,  N.  '| •  CORN 

REMOVE! MOSCO 

MNuffy/  Whole  Whea
t!. 

ACAROIMI         I 
and    SPAGHETTIII 

Serve  tasty,  appetizing  dishes  ... 
rich  in  food  value  ...  with  delicious 
Whole  Wheat  Macaroni  and  Spaghetti, 
Send  $2  for  six  large  12-oz.  packages 
of  each  f.o.b.  Birmingham.  Express  will 

be  C.O.D. 

VULCAii  HEALTH  FOODS  & 
2101-B  Morris  Ave.,  Birminghain,  ̂  



Your  Newsstand 

[afael  Sabatinis 

IE  LION'S  SKIN Bart  House  Book 

'or  vengeance  upon  his  father,  who 
id  not  even  know  of  his  existence, 

oung   Justin   Caryll   journeyed   to 
England — and    amazing    adventure. 

>'A  story  of  vividly  colored  days,  at  the 
Ijtart  of  the  eighteenth  century — of 
ladies  of  beauty  and  charm,  men  of 

Ivrit  and  courage.  Don't  miss  this  ex- 
fciting  book — one  of  Sabatini's  great- bst  novels! 

PUZZLE  in  PORCELAIN 
Robin  Grey 

When  rich  and 
over  -  bearing  Tom 
Pottle  died  miser- 

ably from  rattle- 
snake bite,  nobody 

grieved.  "Good  rid- 
dance" was  the  gen- 

eral opinion.  Then 
Hunter  Lewis 
pointed  out  that  no 
snake  could  have 
bitten  Tom  where 
he  was  struck  ex- 

cept with  human 
aid  —  and  that 
meant  murder. 
Don't  fail  to  read 
this  thriller! 

Other  Bart  House  Titles 

I  Hollywood     Mystery — Laugh-packed    mys- 
j  tery  thriller  by  Ben  Hecht. 
.  Bury  the  Hatchet — By  Manning  Long,  in 
J,  which  murder  runs  amok  on  an  island. 

f  Design  for  Dying — About  the  corpse  that 
eludes  the  police.    Louis  Trimble. 

''■  Grand   Hotel — A    truly    great   novel   by    a superb  author,  Vicki  Baum. 

AT  YOUR 
NEWSSTAND 

Look  for  the 
On   Your 

Familiar  Sign 

Newsstand 

Part  House  Books 
'//  your  dealer  cannot  supply  you  order 
direct  from  the  publisher,  25c  per  copy. 

esu-^Bartholomew  House,  Inc.,  Dept, 

that  was  just  ahead  of  her,  yet  eager 
for  it  too.  I  smiled  back,  and  asked  two 
gaping  high-school  girls  what  they wanted  to  order. 

It  was  fifteen  minutes  to  eleven  by 
that  time,  and  Helen  and  Sally  ran 

down  the  street  to  the  car.  They  didn't have  either  the  time  or  the  breath  to 
talk  much,  Sally  told  me  later.  They 
just  jumped  into  the  car  and  drove  as 
fast  as  they  could  to  the  bus  terminal. 
Phil  was  nowhere  to  be  seen. 

"Let's  look  inside,"  Helen  said. 
"Where  the  buses  leave." 
They  hurried  through  the  little  ticket 

office  and  waiting  room.  The  space  be- 
yond was  dim  and  smoky  with  exhaust- 

fumes,  and  at  first  they  thought  Phil 
wasn't  there  either.  But  then  they  saw 
him,  standing  with  his  father  near  the 
door  of  a  bus  that  was  being  boarded 
by  other  passengers;  and  they  heard 
Phil's  voice  saying,  "It's  no  good.  Dad. 
I  told  Mother  I  was  leaving,  and — " At  that  instant  he  saw  Sally,  and 
stopped. 
She  walked  slowly  toward  him. 

"Hello,  Phil,"  she  said.  "Don't  go  away. 
Stay  here  and  marry  me." 

pHIL'S  father  made  a  startled  sound, ■'-  and  Helen  went  quickly  to  his  side. 
"Phil,"  she  said,  "I  brought  Sally  here 
so  she  could  say  that  to  you.  I  want 

the  two  of  you  to  be  married."  She 
glanced  up  at  her  husband.  "I  haven't 
talked  to  your  father  about  it — it's  all 
my  decision.  But — I  hope  he'll  back 
me  up.  I  hope  he'll  see,  as  I  do,  that  we 
made  a  mistake." 

Berg's  lined  face  did  not  change — 
but  it  didn't  matter,  because  neither 
Sally  nor  Phil  was  watching  him. 

"Last  night,"  Sally  said,  "you  asked 
me  if  I'd  promised  your  father  to  break 
our  engagement,  in  return  for  his  get- 

ting Oliver  out  of  jail.  I  didn't  answer you.  I  let  you  go  on  thinking  that  was 
what  happened.  But — it  didn't  happen, 
Phil."  Her  voice  was  soft  and  tender. 
"I'm  telling  you  the  truth.  I  broke  our 
engagement  because  I  thought  you'd  be 
happier  if  you  weren't  married  to  me. 
That  was  the  only  reason." She  was  only  a  foot  away  from  him, 
and  she  stood  there,  waiting  for  his 
answer.  Suddenly  he  dropped  the  suit- 

cases he'd  had  in  his  hand,  and  caught 
her  close  in  his  arms,  lifting  her  until 
her  feet  barely  touched  the  ground  and 
pressing  his  mouth  hungrily  down  on 
hers. 

Helen  put  her  hand  on  Berg's  sleeve, and  at  her  touch  his  lips  softened  into  a 
smile.   He  cleared  his  throat. 

"Phil,"  he  said.  "I  can  see  it  doesn't 
matter  much  to  you  now,  but  I'd  like to  have  you  think  a  little  better  of  me. 
Sally  refused  my  proposition,  but  I  put 
in  a  good  word  for  her  brother  with  the 
district  attorney  anyway.  I — I  had  to, 
because  the  boy  had  convinced  me  he 

was  innocent.  As  a  matter  of  fact,"  and 
for  perhaps  the  only  time  in  his  life 

Berg  Ruskin  looked  embarrassed,  "he'd 
convinced  the  district  attorney  too.  .  .  ." 

Once  Sally  had  told  me  the  kind  of 

wedding  she  and  Phil  would  have.  "A big  one,  with  the  organ  playing  and  me 
in  a  white  dress  and  veil — "  And  I'd 
thought  that  her  chances  of  having  that 
kind  of  a  wedding  with  Phil  at  her  side 
were  about  as  remote  as  her  chances  of 

flying  to  the  moon.  But  that's  the  way it  happened,  after  all,  on  a  day  near 
the  end  of  June,  when  little  clouds  were 
flying  across  the  sky  and  the  trees  in 
the  churchyard  were  shaking  their 
leaves  gently,  like  tiny  applauding 
hands.  A  oerfect  June  dav.   it  was 

Is  your  shtiinpoo  SAFE? 

Dermatologists  say  the  sham- 
poo a  woman  uses  is  vitally  im- 

portant to  a  healthy  scalp  and 
beautiful,  luxuriant  hair.  They 
warn  against  harsh,  cleansing 
irritants  that  may  dry  the  scalp 

and  cause  hair  to  break  off,  mak- 
ing it  look  thin  and  shaggy. 

A  dependable  name  in  shampoo 

is  packer's  !  Year  after  year,  it 

stands  ...  a  sjmibol  of  tried- 
and-true  purity,  gentle,  thorough 
cleansing  that  leaves  hair  soft 
and  fresh,  effectively  cleansed 
with  safe  medicated  ingredients. 

For  PURITY,  SAFETY  and  ECON- 

OMY, use  PACKER'S  Pine  Tar 
Shampoo  and  Packer's  Olive  Oil 
Shampoo.  A  sjnubol  of  finer  hair 
care  for  75  years.  On  sale  at  all 

drug,  department  and  ten-cent 
stores.  Get  a  bottle  today ! 
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Brides  know  better, 
nowadays... 

They  know  this  silver- 
plate  stays  lovelier 

longerbecause  it's  in- laid at  backs  of  bowls 
and  handles  of  most 
used  spoons  and 
forks  with  two  blocks 
of  sterling.  52  piece 
set  68.50  with  chest. 

II  (IE       ̂ iStcSV-    «!»E 

Cocyrielit  1946,  International  Silver  Co.,  Ueriden,  Conn. 
"Res.U.S.Pat.OS.  Sold  in  Canada  by:  TheT.  Eaton  Co..  Ltd. 

Early  in  the  morning  on  rising 
...or  late  at  niglit  before  retir- 

ing, a  finger-tio  application  of 
this  petal-smooth  lotion  make« 
up  imparts  an  aura  of  glam.> 
ourizing  charm  and  loveliness 
...highlights  YOUR  natural  skin- 
tones  . . .  complexion  perfection!_ 

FORMULA  301 POWDER   BASE   AND COMPLEXION  BEAUTIFIER 

Conceals  tiny  lines  and  minor  blemishes  effectively 
ANTISEPTIC    -    ASTRINGENT    -    PROTECTIVE 

^'ep'^t'S^  39c  •  $1.00  •  $1.50 
At  all  Ten  Cent  Stores — ^Trial  Sizes  10  and  20c 

If  unavailable  in  your  locality,  order  from  us. 

10c  D  20c  n  39e  Q  $1.00  D  $1-50  Q 
(Add  20%  tax)  au  3 
Name   

Address   

City  &  State   

YOUNG  APPROACH  TO  lOOKS 
By  Jeanne  Griffin 

Many  a  woman  could  lop  years  off 
her  birthdays  and  learn  to  be  young 
in  heart  merely  by  reviewing  what 
makes  a  young  girl  look  and  seem 
young  and  then  doing  something  about 
it.  The  crux  of  the  matter  is  the  young 

girl's  approach  to  living  and  looks  as Fanny  Brice  would  say.  And  Fanny 
ought  to  know,  for  though  she  was  in 
the  Follies,  1910,  Fanny  today  is  youth- 

ful looking  and  has  a  young  point  of 
view. 

At  16,  a  young  girl  has  the  urge  to  be 
lovely  that  too  many  of  us  lose  later 
on.  Being  attractive  is  terribly,  terribly 
important  to  her.  She  buys  several  lip- 

sticks and  shades  of  powder  in  small 
sizes  to  try  them  out  and  find  the  ones 
that  best  suit  her.  She  experiments 
with  her  hair.  Furthermore,  she  takes 
good  care  of  her  hair  and  is  apt  to  wash 
it  more  often  than  is  absolutely  neces- 

sary to  keep  it  shiny  and  soft. 
The  teen-ager  works  for  beauty — 

keeps  her  mind  wide  open  for  every- 
thing that's  new.  She's  the  first  to  try 

new  shades  of  polish — almost  before 
they've  hit  the  cosmetic  counters.  She 
tries  new  techniques  in  make-up  be- 

cause she  wants  to  learn. 

And  she's  a  shiny  thing.  When  you 
see  a  young  girl  who  really  has  a  boy 

or  boys  on  her  mind,  she's  the  shiniest thing  on  two  feet.  Her  hair  gleams, 

her  eyebrows  shine  because  they're brushed  free  of  powder.  And  her  eyes 
shine  to  high  heaven  from  enthusiasm, 
from  the  sheer  good  fun  of  living,  from 
the  joy  of  looking  forward  to  more  fun. 
"Too  little  courage,  too  many  "I'm  too 
olds,"  too  little  adventure  in  her  blood 
won't  steal  the  sparkle  from  her  eyes 
for  awhile  yet.  Her  shiny  lashes  need 
little  mascara  except  on  special  occa- 

sions but  a  small  amount  is  always  a 
"must"  for  her  mother  since  her  eyes 
seem  to  fade  a  little  as  time  goes  on.  Re- 

freshing with  eye  lotion  and  a  framing 
with  mascara  and  a  little  eyeshadow 
carefully  applied  can  aid  and  abet  the 
sparkling  look  that's  so  appealingly 
young.  Her  lips  are  shiny  too  and 
there's  a  luscious  roundness  to  them 
that  they'll  probably  lose  in  time. 
That's  why  the  older  woman  needs  a 
little  more  generous  outline. 

Because  of  the  training  she  gets  in 
"gym"  class  and  because  her  body  is 
young  and  full  of  energy,  the  young 
girl's  posture  is  far  better  than  it  will 
be  if  she  grows  careless.  But  now  she 
stands  and  walks  tall  and  straight  and 
that  looks  young.  Her  head  and  chest 
are  carried  high.  To  get  the  same  ef- 

fect, her  mother  will  probably  have 
to  cultivate  that  proud  young  look  and 
overcome  any  bosom  droop  with  a  bra 
that  rounds  and  lifts.  She  may  even 
have  to  supplement  what  nature  gave 
her  for  there's  nothing  pretty  or  youth- 

ful about  flat-chestedness.  She  has  en- 
thusiasm for  clothes  and  often  a  canny 

sense  of  style.  She  knows  what's 
new  and  is  not  afraid  to  try  a  new 
style  if  it  suits  her  figure  and  type  for 
she  hasn't  acquired  the  restraints  or 
imaginary  taboos  that  lead  too  many 
of  her  elders  to  the  well-grooved  rut. 
Such  enthusiasm  is  possible  till  the 

day  we  die  providing  we  think  life  is 
exciting  and  want  to  keep  it  so.  But 

the  trouble  is  that  too  few  of  us  care' enough,  want  or  try  hard  enough.  Ob- 
viously the  young  approach  can't change  the  number  of  our  years,  says 

Here  18  a  superb 

exquisitely  mai Diamond  Rings  to 

you  the  envy  o(  all friends.  See  the  fascli 
sparkle  of  the  Genuine 
mond  engagement  Ring 

a  romantic  square  det- 10  kt.  YeUowGold Mourn 
how  perfectly  it  matches 

lovely  Wedding  Ring  with 
brilliant  chip  Diamonds  In  d 

embo&sedlOkt. yellow  Gold  si 
^  Either  ring  Is  youra  —  for  only 

or  both  for  only  $8.95  plus  po 
and  20%  Fed.  tax  on  our  Money 

Guarantee.  Send  No  Money!  Jusi 
name  and  address  vnth  finder  size.  Pay  p< 
on  delivery.  If  not  absolutely  delighted 
for  prompt  refund.  Hurry  I  Order  Today  I 

WORLD-WIDE  DIAMOND  COMPANY  Dept, 
2451  S.  Michigan  Ave.  Chicago  16,  liii 

A 
BOTH  FOR 

^>4ff4ff^^0fl 
TRANSPARENT  MENDING  TAP 
At  Stationery  Deportments  tverywh 

^»ms 
Look    for handy  dif 
card  in  dr 

WORLD'S  PRODUCTS  CO.,  Spencer,  Ind.     other  stoi 

</  SOMETHING   NEWAND  SENSaTIONAI 

flitiinii'invi AMAZING  "OILETTE"  CARDS 
Like  costly  oil  paiotinffs.  Designs  never  i 
before  offered.    Gets  orders  fast.   6or- 
?eou8  Christmas  Cards  with  name,  25  for 1.  Qp.  9  other  profit  Assortments.  New f  eatm-es— cl  ever  i  deas .  Op  to  100%profit. 
Write  today  for  Samples  on  approval. 
PUROCO..2801  Locust,  Dept.61S-K.  St.Loui< 

MAKE 

MONEY 
FAST 

Learn  Pfofitable  Professi< 
in  QO  days  at  Horn 
Many  Sv/edish  Massage  graduates  make  S 
S75  or  even  more  per  week.  Large  full  t 
income  from  doctors,  hospitals,  san, 

.  clubs  or  private  practice.  Others  rr. 
"  good  money  in  spare  time.  You 

I  win  independence  and  prepare 
)  future  security  by  training  at  h< 
and  Qualifying  forDiploma.  Anat/ 
.  Charts  and  32-page  illustra 

|Book  free—Now! 
.«»i.THE  College  of  Swredish   Mass Opt.6S9-K,100  E.Ohio  St., Chicag< 
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r  Write  xne,  and  I'll  send  yon  tbia  big  packag- actaal  sample  fabrics  and  s^le  presenta 

^ABSOLUTELY  FREE.  Yon'U  see  ( 
fOU3,  newest  style  dresses — lo* 
.lingerie — hosiery,  men's  shirts 

^socks  — all  at  Low  PRIC Take  orders  from  f  rie 
'  and  make  money  in  spare  t 
GET  FREE  SAMPLI 
Send  no  money  for  thisbijr-p 

lineofsamplefabrics.lt'sy' free.  Rush  name,  address: 
THE  MELVILLE  CO..  Dept.  4187.    CINCINNATI  3,  Ol 
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^T^orous 
AUTOMATIC COMPACT 

IN 

sof 

25,000,000 
A  Year  Now  Being  Soldi 

.jst  611  JUVA-TEX  AUTOMATIC 
COM  PACT  with  10  days'  supply  of 

powder.  Tap  lightly  on  the  back  of  your 
^^.  '^/ernrn"^  hand — to  start  circulation  of  powder— then 
fGf!  aPP'y  antomatically  . . .  quickly,  smoothly,  perfectly. 

Millions  of  tiny  air  cells  result  in  incredibly  beautiful 
make-up  in  a  fraction  of  the  asual  time.  JUVA-TEX  is 
feathery -light,  downy-soft.  Makes  other  compacts  as  old- 
fashioned  as  a  kerosene  lamp.  JUVA-TEX  is  washable  25 
times — gets  better  with  wasciing.  And  it's  just  as  good  for 
the  use  of  pancake  make-up  as  it  is  for  face  powder. 
•  ONLY  lOc  — in  a  beautiful  vita-film  container  at  leading 
syndicate  chain  stores,  department  stores,  dmg  stores,  etc. 

SO.OOO  stom  already  slack  JUVA-TEX. 
CHARLES    E.    ZIMMERMAN,    Manufacturer 

Juva-Tex  Automatic  Compact 
317-319  WEST  ERIE  STREET,        CHICAGO  10.  ILLINOIS 

Betttllm,  JMm — Wrilt  for  Spiclal  Dial,  Extra  Dhplays,  tie. 

JUWl-TEX 
dwUnnatlc  COMPACT 

MAKE  MONEY— lots  of  it— between  now  and 
Christmas.  Amazing  values  in   PERSONAL  IM- 

PRINTED CARDS  including  25  for  $1.  Also  fast- 
selling  BOXES  including  our  outstanding  "BLUE^ RIBBON"  ASSORTMENT.  Exceptional  gift  wrappings,  etch- 

ings.   Reliffioos   ABSortments.  Samples  sent  on  appro^l. 
Wo  experience  necessary.  CHAS.  A.  BELZ   CO. 
Dept.  M  914  Walnut  St.,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 

PSORIASIS 
PSORIASIS  SUFPEEEBS:  Has  everything  failed  to  bring 
even  temporary  relief  from  scales,  lesions  and  itching? 
Then  write  today  for  FREE  Important  information.     You 
needn't  invest  one  cent!    ^,      .      .    „. . 
PIXACOIL  CO.,  Dept.   MW-I,  Box  3583,  Cleveland,  Ohio 

LEARN  NURSING  AT  HOME 
Earn  white  teaming  —  Opportunities  everywhtre 
THOUSANDS  NEEDED  NOW 

Demands  for  Nurses  today  greater  than  evet 
beforel  Profitable.  Interesting  career. 

HOSPITAL  TRAINING 
(optional)  in  hospitals  near  own  locality. 
High  school  not  necessary.  No  age  limit. 
Get  the  facts  today  I  IJ.IJ  J|  JJJ.MI 

FREE  PLACEMENT   lilllllTrt'lli Post  Graduato  Hospital  School  of  Nursing 
Oapt.iz,  127  No.  Oiirtori!  SL  Cliicaia  2,  llliiuit 

SHORTHAND  in 
^   Weeks  at  Home 

Famous  Speedwriting  system.  No  signs  01 
symbols:  uses  ABC's.  Easy  to  learn,  easy 

to  write  and  transcribe.  Fast  preparation  for  a  job.  Sur- 
prisingly low  cost.  100,000  taught  by  mail.  Used  in 

leading  offices  and  Civil  Service.  Write  tor  free  booklet. 

Soeedwritina.  Dept.  608-6.  55  W.  42  St..  N.  Y.  18 

For  the  reader  desiring 
the  address  of  a  needle- 
craft  magazine,  Mrs.  L. 
K.  L.,  Minnesota,  writes: 
"I'm  sure  the  needlework 
lover  would,  like  Aunt, 

Ellen's  WORKBASKET.  i 
This  monthly  pattern  and 
direction  service  brings 
the  latest  creations  In 
handcraft  and  needlework  from  the  coun- 

try's foremost  artists  and  designers.  It  is 
$1.50  a  year  for  twelve  issues,  but  no  sam- 

ples are  sent  because  each  issue  contains 
large  hot  iron  transfer  patterns  as  well  as 
ideas  for  such  items  as  doilies,  edgings, 
bedspreads,  tablecloths,  hats,  bags,  and 

baby's  things.  Orders  should  be  sent  to  the 
WORKBASKET,  4420  Westport  Station, 

Kfl.n.sfl,R  Oitv  2.'  Mo."  If  you  are  not  deliefht- 

That  Girl  Jo! 
(Continued  jrom  page  27) 

"What  of  it?  That's  only  during 

school,  and  school  isn't  on  again  until 
next  month.  She'll  be  gone  by  then —I  hope."  ,    , 

Jeep  nodded.  "But  it  still  means  he's 
popular.  She  wants  to  go  everywhere 
everyone  goes.  Obviously  Bill  does  go 
everywhere.  She  wants  an  escort. 

Bill's  elected." 
Liz  gazed  at  him  admiringly.  Jeep 

didn't  look  like  much,  but  he  was 
bright.  He  was  the  living  example 
that  looks  aren't  everything. 

"Bill's  a  goon  to  let  her  get  away 

with  it,"  Jeep  continued.  "Me,  per- 
sonally, I  like  girls  who  wear  shoes 

that  look  like  shoes,  and  a  dress  that 
doesn't  look  like  she'd  sneaked  it  out 

of  her  mother's  closet." 

LIZ  glowed.  Privately,  ever  since  yes- 
terday, she'd  had  her  doubts  about 

her  sloppy-Joe  shoes  and  her  sweaters 
and  skirts  and  dirndls.  Of  course, 
Behnda  and  Sylvia  and  the  rest  of  the 

crowd  wore  them,  but — well,  they'd become  suddenly  a  little  juvenile.  And 

here  was  Jeep,  who,  you'd  think,  would no  more  notice  the  way  a  girl  looked 
than  he'd  take  wings  and  fly,  telling 
her  he  hked  her  as  she  was.  She  was 

so  pleased  that  when  he  began  to  rock 

the  float  she  let  him  think  he'd  rolled 
her  ofE.  When  she  came  up,  appro- 

priately sputtering,  Jeep  had  one  final 

word  to  deliver  on  the  subject.  "I 
betcha,"  he  said,  "she  finds  some  way 
of  getting  Bill  to  take  her  home. 

Alone." 
"But  how  could  she?"  Liz  asked, 

climbing  on  the  float  again.  "Why, 
Sylvia's  house  is  closest  to  the  beach." 

"Wait,"  said  Jeep,  "and  see." Liz  waited.  And  saw.  Belinda  and 
Bill  and  Jeep  and  Liz  walked  as  far 
as  Sylvia's  with  the  two  girls.  They 
were  saying  goodbye  when  Josephine 
noticed  what  a  lovely  day  it  was — 

what  a  lovely  day  for  a  walk.  "It's  a 
shame  to  go  inside  so  soon,"  she  told 
them.  "I  think  I'll  go  on  a  ways  with 

you." 

Belinda  glanced  at  Liz.  "Do,"  she 
said.  "By  all  means  do."  Do  walk 
along  with  us  and  have  a  sunstroke. 

Do  stop  in  with  us  at  Carter's  for  a coke  and  get  ptomaine.  Do  trip  over 
a  paving  block  and  break  a  leg. 

Sylvia  didn't  offer  to  tag  along,  and 
Josephine  didn't  urge  her.  In  fact, 
Josephine,  too,  seemed  to  lose  her  de- sire for  a  walk  as  soon  as  they  reached 
Belinda's.  She  let  Bill  take  her  back 
to  Sylvia's  after  that. 

Liz,  with  that  clarity  of  perspective 
that  sisters  have,  had  never  thought  her 
brother  perfect.  But,  on  the  other 
hand,  she  had  never  thought  he  was 
such  an  18-karat  droop,  such  an  abso- 

lute, bona-fide  drip  as  he  was  proving 
himself  to  be  these  days.  Any  fellow 
who  would  let  a  girl — especially  a  girl 
like  Josephine,  she  amended  hastily — 
lead  him  around  by  the  nose,  was — 
well,  he  was  a  droop  and  a  drip,  that's 
all.  She  went  into  the  house,  mourn- 

ing him  as  one  dead. 
The  crowd's  summer  activities  were 

strictly  informal,  in  the  main.  They 
swam  in  the  mornings.  They  hung 
around  Carter's  in  the  afternoon.  They 
gathered  at  one  house  or  another  in 
the  evening.  And  in  the  days  that 
followed,    where    the    Websters    were, 

T*       "Dyiljl 

GINNY    SIMMS 
CBS  singing  star,  featured  in  Worner  Bros. 

"Night  and  Day." 

"I  think  Golden 

Glint  Is  wonder 
ful  in  keeping 

the  hair  in 

good 

condition," 

For  Lovely,  Lustrous  Hair 
GINNY  SIMMS'  bewitching  hair  charmingly 
illustrates  the  exquisite  beauty  possible  in  hair 
of  her  shade.  If  you  want  lovely,  lustrous  hair, 
then  use  a  rinse  made  especially  to  bring  out 
the  full  beauty  of  your  shade.  Golden  Glint 
Hair  Rinse  offers  you  these  12  delightful  shade 
selections  in  10c  and  25c  sizes: 

1.  Black  5.  Nut  Brown  9.  Topaz  Blonde 
2.  Dark  Copper  6.  Silver  10.  Dark  Auburn 
3.  Sable  Brown  7.  Titian  Blonde         11.  Light  Auburn 
4.  Golden  Brown       8.  Golden  Blonde       12.  Lustre  Glint 

Golden  Glint  Rinses  all  contain  pure  RADIEN 
— the  modern,  scientific  hair  brightener.  See  a 

Golden  Glint  color  chart  at  your  dealer's  show- 
ing the  effect  of  the  individual  rinses  on  12  dif- 

ferent hair  shades.  Get  a  package  of  Golden 
Glint  Rinse  for  your  shade  and  learn  what  a 
miraculous  improvement  a  rinse  made  especially 
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Focus  attention  on  your  eyes  with 

KURLASH,  the  easy  to  use  eye- 

lash curler.  Lashes  curve  up- 

ward making  eyes  appear  larger, 

brighter  and  more  appealing.  Ab- 

solutely safe  to  use,  as  lashes  are 

curled  against  a  protective  rub- 

ber cushion.  Available  at  drug 

and  dept.  stores.  KURLASH.  .  . 
n.oo 

KURLENE  —  rich  cream  to  be  applied  to  eye- 

brows, lashes,  and  eyelids.  Adds  glamour  and 

luster,  aids  curling.  KURLENE,  50iz!  — $1.00* 

TWISSORS  —  Scissor  handle  tweezers,  more 

convenient  —  for  eyebrow  grooming  and  re- 

moving unwanted  hair.  TWISSORS  .  .  .50^ 



ORDER  NO.  L-1 
Ladies'  dainty  One 

Jewel  walch. 
Precision   Movement 

Adjustable  Band. 
Smartly  Designed. 

ORDER  NO.  M-1 
Men's  sturdy  One 

Jewel  watch. 
Genuine  Leather 
Adjustable  Band. 

Handsome. 
Precision  Built. 
A  Real  Value. 

ORDER  NO.  L-2 
Ladies'  exquisite 
Four  Jewel  watch. 

Adjustable  Band. 
Beautifully  Designed. 

ORDER  NO.  M-2 
Men's  dependable  Four Jewel  watch. 

Sweep  Hand. 
Genuine  Leather 

Adjustable  Band. 

ORDER  NO.  L-3 Ladies'  DeLuze .. 
Seven  Jewel  watch. 

Fine  Quality. 
Distinctively 

Styled. 
Adjustable  Band. 

ORDER  NO.  M-3 
Men's  DeLuze  Fif- 

teen Jewel  walch. 
Sweep  hand.  Radium 

hands  and  diaL 

Waterproof. 
Genuine  Leather 

Adjustable  Band. 

SEND  NO  MONEY 
WRITTEN  GUARANTEE  WITH  EVERY  WATCH.    Satisfaction  Guaranteed  or  Money  Back.  Write  today,  telling  lu 
which  watch  you  want.  Pay  postman  C.O.D.,  plus  postage  and  10%  Federal  tax.  Immediate  delivery. 
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his  life  for  the  harem  girl, 
Maryam?  This  is  the  exotic 
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by  storm.  Now  in  a  big:,  hand- 

some book  nf  216  pages,  size 
83/8"  X  1034"_not  a  word  cut 
out — for  you  to  enjoy  and  own 
for  only   $1.00. 

THE 
BLACK 

ROSE 
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GIVES  YOU  THIS  NEW  1946 

^'PRESIDENT"  MODEL 
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#  Takes  full  NATURAL  Color  pictures, 

indoors  or  outdoors ! 
#  Takes  16  black- and -whites  on  ordi- 

nary 8-exposure  roll!    ̂   pixed  focus!  Expo #  New  film  track  brings 
entire  picture  to  sharp 
focus ! 

#  Guaranteed  for  Life- 
time Service! 

Takes  full  color  Pictures  Indoors  or  Outdoors 
NATURAL!  •  LIFELIKES    •  THRILLIHG! 
Here's  that  wonderful  new  1046  model  candid  color  type  camera 
you've  been  waiting  for,  at  the  amazing  introductory  price  of 
S3. 08 — less  than  one-half  what  you'd  expect  to   pay  for  ordinary 
S/pe  camera— plus  Free  Album  and  Art  Comers.  Precision  built, 

urable,  equipped  with  genuine  Simpson  lens.  As 
soon  as  color  films  are  available,  which  should  be 
soon— full  natural  color  pictures  can  be  taken— in- 

doors or  outdoors.  Beautiful  modem  plastic  case. 
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SEND  NO  MONEY!  •ACT  NOW! 
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sure  automatically 
correct  at  all  times! 
QUICK-Action,  level view  finder!  . .  .  Just 
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HIGH  GRADE 
APPEARANCE 
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&    DURABILITY 

P/u5  FREE 

Our  CAMERA  Customers 
Get  FIRST 

jss^llj  Preference U>^  on  Famous 
FilmBrands 

COLOR  CAMERA  with  beautifully  embossed  hand 
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paid. YOU  SAVE  POSTAGE  AND  C.  O.  D.  FEE. 
Return  CAMERA  within  10  days  for  refund  if  not 
satisfied  . .  .  and  keep  the  Album  and  Art  Corns 
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between  them,  saying  she  was  only 
going  to  stay  a  sec.  When  it  was  time 
to  go  home  from  somewhere,  there  was 
Josie-on-the-spot,  her  arm  linked  in 

Bill's. 
And  Belinda — well,  Belinda  put  up 

and  shut  up,  as  Jeep  expressed  it,  but 
any  amateur  volcanist  could  have  taken 
one  look  at  her  eyes  and  predicted  a 
bang-up  eruption  to  come. 

One  night  at  Sylvia's  the  crowd  was 
alternately  listening  to  and  dancing  to 
records,  as  they  often  did,  when  the 
horrid  blow  fell.  Belinda  remembered 
afterwards,  as  one  always  remembers 
the  smallest  details  of  a  major  disaster, 
that  Bill  was  moving  his  shoulders, 
tapping  his  foot  to  the  rhythm  of  one 
number  that  was  almost  finished,  while 
she  stood  by  with  another  record  in 
her  hand,  ready  to  put  it  on.  And  Bill 
said,  "You  know,  Liz,  we  ought  to  have 
a  big  party  for  Jo  at  our  house  before 

she  goes.    We  can — " "But,"  said  Josephine,  "I'm  not  going 
home."  I'm  not  going  home.  The  house 
is  on  fire.  There's  a  tidal  wave  bear- 

ing down  on  us.  It  didn't  matter — they  were  all  in  the  same  class. 

T>ILL'S  foot  stopped  tapping.  His 
■■-•  shoulders  went  rigid.  "Wh — what 
did  you  say?"  he  inquired,  and  his  voice had  risen  a  couple  of  notches. 

"I'm  not  going  home — not  all  year." 
Josephine  shook  back  her  hair  and 
favored  them  all  with  a  sunny,  im- 

partial smile.  "Mommy  and  Daddy  are 
going  to  California,  and  they're  going 
to  let  me  stay  with  Sylvia." Belinda  shut  the  phonograph  off,  and 
in  the  silence  Bill  seemed  to  be  having 

some  small  difficulty  with  his  Adam's 
apple.  He  finally  got  past-  it  with, 
"Then  you'll  bp  going  to  school  here? 
All  winter?     To  Spring  City  High?" 

Josephine  shared  the  lovely  news 

just  with  him.  "Won't  it  be  fun? 
They've  been  talking  about  it  for  a  long 
time,  but  they  didn't  decide  until  last 

week." 

Liz  and  Belinda  looked  at  each  other 
— that  meeting  of  eyes  of  theirs  had 
become  chronic.  And  each  knew  ex- 

actly what  the  other  was  thinking — 
that  Josephine  had  known  all  along  that 
she  might  be  staying  in  Spring  City 
all  winter. 

Bill  was  singularly  quiet  the  rest  of 
the  evening,  but  after  the  Websters 
and  Jeep  had  taken  Belinda  home,  he 
groaned  aloud. 

"Jo's  staying.  Oh,  jeepers!  And 
school's  only  a  couple  of  weeks  away!" 
Liz  was  sweetly  sisterly.  "And 

what's  wrong  with  you?  She's  just 
one  of  the  crowd — you  said  so  your- 

self." 

He  was  too  crushed  to  quell  her  with 
a  look.  He  just  shuffled  along.  From 
the  other  side.  Jeep  jumped  in  with 
both  feet.  "But,  Bill— gee  whiz,  I 
should  think  you'd  be  glad.  You  go  for 

her,  don't  you?" Bill  explained  this  sort  of  thing 
from  the  height  of  his  two-months-and- 
six-days  seniority  to  Jeep.  "A  fellow," 
he  said,  "may  like  a  little  change  once 
in  a  while.  He  may  like  to  fool  around 
with  a  new  girl  in  the  summer.  But 
Belinda's  my  girl.  When  winter 

comes — " 

"Can  Jo  be  far  behind?"  murmured Liz. 

"Kids — it's  not  funny.  You  gotta  help 

me  out  of  this.  I'm  in  a  terrible  spot. 
Why,  I'm  in  a  real  jam.  I  might  even 
lose  Belinda.    You've  got  to  help  me!" 



I  told  Jo  I  wished  I  could  take  her  to 
the  Freshman  Week  Dance.  It  was 

perfectly  safe — she  wasn't  going  to  be 
here  then.  And  now  she'll  be  planning 
to  go  to  it  with  me!" 

"Just  that  one  dance?"  Jeep  prodded. 
Bill  swallowed  mightily.  "Well,  I 

might  have  mentioned  the  football 
games  and  the  Thanksgiving  party. 

Just  mentioned  them  in  passing." 
"But  you've  got  dates  for  all  that 

stuff,"  Liz  wailed.  "Dates  with  Belinda 
— from  way  back  last  Spring,  when 
they  were  planned."  « 

"That,"  said  Bill  succinctly,   "is  it." 
They  stumbled  along  in  gloomy 

silence  until  they  reached  the  Websters' 
house,  when  Bill  made  his  last  desper- 

ate attempt.  "We'll  think  of  some- 
thing," he  said.  Napoleon  rallying  his men  before  Waterloo. 

"What  d'ya  mean,  we?"  Jeep  yelped. 
"Leave  me  out  of  this,"  Liz  added. 
"I  thought,"  said  Bill,  "you  were  my 

friends."  Then,  conscious  of  the  obli- 
gations to  society  that  a  handsome  and 

popular  man  carries,  yet  brave  withal, 
he  went  into  the  house. 

LIZ  had  meant  it  when  she  told  Bill 
to  leave  her  out  of  this.  And  after- 

wards she  wished  with  all  her  heart 
that  she  had  stuck  by  her  guns  and 
had  left  Bill  and  his  woes  strictly  alone. 

But  at  the  time  she  couldn't  help  it — 
not  when  a  beautiful,  neat  solution 
practically  walked  up  and  introduced 
itself  to  her. 

It  happened  the  very  next  morning. 
Liz  had  wakened  early  and,  because  it 
was  too  hot  to  sleep  anyway,  she  slipped 
out  of  the  house  for  a  before-breakfast 
swim.  The  sand  stretched  hot  and 
empty  under  the  sun,  and  the  water 
was  like  glass;  Liz  was  glad  she  had 
come — for  a  while.  She  played  as  she 
swam,  turning  herself  seal-fashion  in 
the  water,  swimming  on  her  back  and 

kicking  her  legs  high.  She  didn't realize  that  she  was  not  alone  until 
she  pulled  herself  up  on  the  float  and 
found  herself  face  to  face  with  any 
woman's  dream. 
He  was  definitely  handsome  enough 

to  be  a  movie  star — tall  and  bronzed, 
with  long,  dark  eyelashes  that  swept 
at  the  corners.  His  hair  was  short  and 
fitted  his  head  like  a  curly  cap,  and  his 
teeth  were  as  white  as  a  toothpaste 

ad's.  And,  of  all  things,  he  said  "I  do 
believe  it's  Liz  Webster,  isn't  it?  Up 
early  aren't  you,  Liz?" 
She  dug  frantically  through  her 

memory  and  finally  emerged  with,  "Tip 
Carter?"  very  uncertainly.  It  was 
years  since  she'd  last  seen  him.  She'd 
been  in  grade  school  when  he  went  off 
to  college,  and  then  he'd  been  in  the 
war,  and  just  the  other  day  she'd  heard 
her  mother  say  that  he  was  back,  and 
going  to  college  again. 

He  nodded.  "There  you  have  it,"  he 
complained.  "Nobody  knows  me  any- 

more, and  I  don't  know  anyone.  I  got 
back  from  summer  school  last  week, 

and  I've  been  wandering  around  like 
a  lost  soul  ever  since.  You  haven't 
any  unattached  friends  you'd  like  to 
lend  me  for  a  short  spell,  have  you?" 

Liz  caught  her  breath  at  the  magnifi- 
cent simplicity  of  the  plan  that  leaped 

full-blown  into  her  mind.  But  could 
she  work  it?  Was  Tip  serious,  or  was 
he  fooling?     Could—? 

"I'd  ask  you  to  share  my  lonely  lot," 
he  was  saying  politely,  "but  Mom  was 
catching  me  up  on  the  town  gossip  the 
other  day  and  she  said  you  go  around 
a  lot  with  Jeep  Stanley.  Of  course,  I 
won't   be   here   after   school   starts   in 
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because  of — 
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While  others  are  enjoying  the  thrills  of  outdoor  sports  and  pleasures,  are  you  merely 
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Gift  Wraps,  Note  Paper,  etc.   No 
experience  needed.   Full  or  spare 

time.  Send  for  Free  samples  today" GENERAL  CARD  CO.,  Dept,  24, 
1300  W.  Jackson  Blvd.,  Chicago  7,  HI, 

SeHing  Box , 
Assortmi 

enfsi 

WRITE  FOR 

FREE  SAMPLES 

MANY  NEVER 
SUSPECT  CAUSE 
OF  BACKACHES 

This  Old  Treatment  Often 
Brings  Happy  Relief 

Many  sufferers  relieve  nagging  backache  quickly, 
once  they  discover  that  the  real  cause  of  their  trouble 
may  be  tired  kidneys. 

The  kidneys  are  Nature's  chief  way  of  taking  the 
excess  acids  and  waste  out  of  the  blood.  They  help 
most  people  pass  about  3  pints  a  day. 
When  disorder  of  kidney  function  permits  poison- 

ous matter  to  remain  in  your  blood,  it  rnay  cause  nag- 
ging backache,  rheumatic  pains,  leg  pains,  loss  of  pep 

and  energy,  getting  up  nights,  swelling,  puffiness 
under  the  eyes,  headaches  and  dizziness.  Frequent  or 
scanty  passages  with  smarting  and  burning  some- 

times shows  there  is  something  wrong  with  your 
kidneys  or  bladder. 

Don't  wait !  Ask  your  druggist  for  Doan's  Pills, 
a  stimulant  diuretic,  used  successfully  by  millions 
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Foot! 
Don't  delay — apply  Zemo — a  Doetor's 
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ing yet  so  ■powerfully  effective  that  first 
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guard  against  re-infection.  That's  why Zemo  has  such  an  amazing  record  of 
continuous  success!  The  first  trial  of  clean 
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GOT  A  BOIL? 
HERE'S  HOW  TO  GET  RELIEF 

Apply  a  ready-to-use 
ANTIPHLOGISTINE  poultice 
comfortably  hot.  Almost  at 

once  you'll  feel  the  moist 
heat  go  right  to  work  help- 

ing to  relieve  the  pain  and 

soreness.  You'll  see  how  it 
helps  bring  the  boil  to  a 
head.  The  moist  heat  of 
ANTIPHLOGISTINE  works  for 

several  hours  bringing 
soothing  relief.  Feels  good 

—does  good. 
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yourdruggistforD.D.D.Prescription. 
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know  some  nice  girl  who  likes  to 

dance — " 

Liz  realized  that  he  was  just  being 
polite  about  not  wanting  to  come  be- 

tween her  and  Jeep.  What  he  really 
meant  was  that  she  was  too  young  for 
him.     But  Josephine,  now  .  .  . 

"I  know,"  she  said  with  tremendous 
decision,  "just  the  girl  for  you.  She's 
in  my  brother's  crowd,  but  she  seems 
older,  somehow,  and  sort  of — of  so- 

phisticated, I  guess." 
Tip  brightened  up.  "Fine,"  he  said. 

"Can  you  latch  on  to  her  for  tonight? 
We  could  all  go  somewhere,  to  break 
the  ice.  You  and  Jeep  and  Bill  and  his 
girl,  I  mean.  How  about  the  Rustic 
Lodge?"  He  added  quickly,  "On  me, 
of  course.    I  want  it  to  be  my  party." 

"  W70NDERFUL,"  said  Liz,  in  a  way 
"  that  made  Tip  look  at  her  as  if  she 

might  have  a  touch  of  the  sun.  She 
stared  at  the  water,  dazzling  bright,  and 
felt  dazzled  herself  at  the  sublime 
Tightness  of  the  way  things  were  going. 
She  could  see  Jo  in  Tip's  arms,  drifting around  the  dance  floor  at  the  Rustic 

Lodge.  She  could  see  Belinda  in  Bill's arms,  drifting  right  behind  them.  In 
her  new-found  bliss  she  could  even  see 
herself  and  Jeep,  and  goodness  knows 
Jeep's  dancing  was  more  like  paddling 
than  drifting.  Everything  was,  to  put 
it  in  a  word,-  super.  Utterly  and  defi- 

nitely super! 
It  was  arranged  that  they  would  meet 

at  the  Websters'  that  night.  Bill  called 
Belinda  and  J(3sephine,  and  they  came 
over  after  dinner,  Belinda  in  flowered 
cotton,  Josephine  in  pale  green  shan- 
timg  with  a  black  linen  belt  and  a 
boldly-wrought  black  monogram  on 
what  was  definitely  beginning  to  be  her 
bosom.  And  the  plan  was  working — 
Liz  could  see  at  a  glance  that  Jo  was 
dazzled  at  the  invitation  to  go  dancing 
at  the  Lodge,  which  was  a  favorite 
spot  of  the  college  crowd.  Jeep  and 
Bill  even  wore  coats  and  ties  in  honor 
of  this  occasion. 

"We'll  have  a  whing-ding!"  Jeep 
prophesied  in  pleasurable  anticipation, 
and  Liz,  while  she  deplored  the  ex- 

pression, heartily  concurred  in  the 
sentiment. 
"Who  is  this  Tip  Carter?"  Jo  asked, 

beating  Belinda  to  the  place  beside 

Bill  in  the  swing  by  a  nose.  "Some- 
one from  out  of  town?  I  don't  see  why 

you  didn't  ask  Peewee.  He's  a  marve- lous dancer.  And  he  always  gets  his 

father's  car  and — " Her  voice  faded,  and  pop-eyed  was 
the  only  proper  adjective  for  her  ex- 

pression, as  a  long  maroon-and-gray 
roadster  slid  to  a  stop  at  the  curb.  As 
Tip,  undeniably  handsome  even  at  that 
distance  in  the  dusk,  got  out,  she 
touched  the  ends  of  her  hair — appar- 

ently to  make  sure  it  hadn't  risen  off 
her  head  in  surprise — and  moved  a 
little  away  from  Bill. 

Bill  glowed  with  pride  and  satisfac- 
tion, and  Liz  couldn't  have  been  any 

prouder  of  Tip  Carter  if  she'd  borne and  raised  him.  Any  moment  now, 
that  Jo  would  be  off  their  hands  for- 

ever ... 
But  she  counted  her  triumphs  before 

they  hatched.  Tip  beamed  at  one  and 
all  impartially  when  introduced — and 
then  made  straight  as  an  arrow  for 
Belinda!  "Well,"  he  said,  with  as  much 
satisfaction  as  if  he'd  invented  her  on 
the  spot,  "you've  certainly  come  a  long 
way  since  hop-scotch  days!  Remem- 

ber the  time~^u  skinned  your  knee  and 
I  rode  you  home  on  my  bike?" And  there  they  were,  launched  off  on 
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the  pretty  little  exclamations  tossed 
into  the  conversation — even  the  mono- 

gram— were  lost  on  him.  Indeed,  when 
they  went  out  to  the  car,  Tip  stowed 
Belinda  carefully  into  the  seat  next  to 
the  wheel,  and  Josephine  might  very 
well  have  been  relegated  to  the  rumble 
if  she  hadn't  had  the  presence  of  mind 
to  mention  that  the  night  breeze  was 
bad  for  her  sinus. 

Miserably,  Liz  squeezed  in  between 
Bill  and  Jeep.  It  was  all  her  fault,  of 
course.  She  should  have  described 
Josephine  to  Tip,  made  it  very  clear 
that  she  was  the  girl  for  him.  She 
should  have  just  casually  dropped  into 
the  conversation  this  morning  the  fact 
that  Belinda  was  Bill's  property. 
Even  now,  if  she  could  just  get  Tip 

alone,  maybe  she  could  explain.  He'd understand  .  .  . 
But  before  the  evening  was  half  over, 

she  wasn't  so  sure  that  Tip  would  un- 
derstand and  enter  into  the  spirit  of 

the  thing.  Tip  had  danced  once  with 
her,  once  with  Josephine;  that  was  for 

politeness.  The  rest  of  the  time  he'd 
danced  with  Belinda,  and  that,  ob- 

viously, was  for  pleasure.  When  they 
weren't  dancing  they  talked — low,  mur- 

murous conversation,  mostly,  meant 
only  for  each  other.  It  was,  Liz 
mourned,  obviously  a  case  of  love  at 
first  sight.  The  real  article,  as  ad- 

vertised. The  thing  you  read  about  in 
•Dorothy  Dix. 

EVERY  time  Josephine  tried  to  get 
Tip's  attention,  Liz  felt  for  once 

like  rooting  for  her.  And  if  she  had,  her 
throat  would  have  been  raw,  because 
any  disinterested  by-stander  would 
have  said  that  Jo  was  putting  up  a 
game  battle,  in  there  fighting  every 
round,  getting  in  the  punches  where 
they  ought  to  have  counted.  But 
none  of  her  tricks  worked,  the  way  they 
had  on  the  high  school  boys.  When 
she  sat  down  between  Tip  and  Belinda, 
saying  that  she  had  something  she 
simply  had  to  tell  them,  Tip  listened 
politely,  then  stood  up  and  dismissed 
her,  saying,  "Run  along  now,  little  one. Belinda  and  I  have  a  date  on  the  dance 

floor."  When  the  band  played  a  rhumba, 
Jo  leaned  forward  and  said,  "I'm  such 
a  dope  about  rhumbas.  Tip — won't  you show  me  that  step  you  and  Belinda 
were  doing?"  But  he  didn't  bite  on 
that,  either.  He  simply  told  her,  "Be- 

lieve me,  Josephine,  it's  the  same  step 
you  were  doing  with  Bill.  He's  a smooth  dancer.  It  just  looks  different 
when  someone  else  does  it." 

All  in  all,  it  was  enough  to  dis- 
courage the  most  case-hardened 

schemer,  and  Liz  certainly  wasn't  that. 
She  was  glad  when  the  evening  was 
over  and  Tip  took  them  home.  At 

least,  she  thought,  that's  the  end  of that.  She  had  tried  and  failed,  but 
it  was  over,  thank  goodness. 

She  was  so  wrong  .  .  .  when  Tip 
stopped  at  the  house,  he  leaned  back 
and  said,  "You  know,  Belinda's  lived  in 
Spring  City  all  her  life  and  she's never  seen  the  pirate  caves  down  the 
river.  Suppose  we  all  go  out  there 
tomorrow  afternoon — how  about  it?  I 
know  a  good  place  to  eat  on  the  way 

back—" 

Bill  opened  his  mouth  to  refuse,  and 
had  to  change  his  mind  quickly  when 
Josephine  gushed  out  a  blanket  accep- 

tance. After  that,  Tip  wouldn't  let them  back  out. 
So  the  next  day — Saturday — they 

visited  the  caves  and  had  dinner  at  a 
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going  down.  On  Sunday  it  happened 

all  over  again.  It  was  Belinda's  idea 
this  time — a  picnic  on  the  river.  To  pay 
Tip  back,  she  explained,  for  being  so 
nice  about  taking  them  out.  Put  that 

way,  the  Websters  couldn't  very  well refuse.  Belinda  and  Liz  brought  the 
usual  sandwiches  and  tomatoes  and 
potato  salad  and  deviled  eggs,  but 
Josephine  turned  up  with  a  whole  cold 
roast  chicken.  Liz,  remembering  how 
Tip  had  said,  the  night  before,  that  he 
loved  roast  chicken,  began  to  feel  al- 

most sorry  for  Josephine. 
She  felt  even  sorrier  for  herself,  as 

the  perpetrator  of  this  calamity.  And 
sorriest  of  all  for  Bill,  who  had  begun 
to  look  as  if  he  contemplated  taking 
himself  to  a  monastery. 

]Y|"ONDAY  night,  Belinda  brought ^^  some  dress  goods  and  a  pattern 
over  to  show  Liz.  Jo  was  there,  too — in 
the  backyard  with  the  boys,  from  force 
of  habit,  although  she  had  most  obvi- 

ously renounced  all  claims  on  Bill  Web- 
ster. Jeep  and  Bill  were  practicing  put- 
ting, under  Josephine's  eye,  and  Belinda and  Liz  were  discussing  the  merits  of 

the  peplum  versus  the  slim,  svelte  line 
on  the  front  porch,  when  Tip  drove  up. 
He  joined  the  girls  on  the  porch  and 
entered  into  the  shopping  conversation 
as  easily  as  if  it  had  been  made  to 

order  for  his  purpose.  "You're  lucky," 
he  observed,  looking  at  Belinda's  ma- 

terial. "At  least  you  know  what  you 
want  and  where  to  go  for  it.  Now  me — 
I've  got  something  extra-special  to  buy 
tomorrow,  and  I  don't  know  where  to 
begin  to  look  for  it.  If  some  kind  young 
lady  would  take  me  imder  her  wing 
for  the  expedition,  I'd  take  her  to 
dinner  at  Dawson's  afterwards." 
He  was  looking  at  Belinda,  but  it 

was  Josephine  who  answered.  She  had 
developed  a  sort  of  sixth  sense  about 
Tip — something  psychic  seemed  to  take 
her  by  the  hand  and  lead  her  on  the 
scene  whenever  he  put  in  an  appear- 

ance. "I'd  love  to  help  you  Tip,"  she 
said  brightly,  if  hastily.  "What  is  it 
you're  shopping  for?" 

For  once,  Liz  thought  she'd  maneu- 
vered him  into  something  he  wouldn't 

be  able  to  back  out  of.  But  just  as  Jo 
seemed  to  have  everything  under  con- 

trol for  a  change,  Bill  came  galloping 
around  the  corner  of  the  house  and 

seized  her  arm.  "Say,  Jo,"  he  shouted 
with  such  fine,  boyish  enthusiasm  that 
Liz  wished  for  a  frightening  moment 
that  she  had  death-ray  eyes,  "you 
wanted  to  see  Jeep  sink  that  long  putt 
— well,  he's  got  it  down  pat."  He 
tugged  at  her  arm.     "Come  on!" Nothing  short  of  a  quick  right  to  the 

jaw  could  loosen  Bill  Webster's  grip when  he  was  in  the  throes  of  an  en- 
thusiasm he  wished  to  share.  Jo,  being 

hardly  in  the  position  to  administer 
one,  had  to  go  along  with  as  good 
grace  as  she  could  muster.  They  went 
off  toward  the  back,  looking  somewhat 
like  living  statues ,  entitled  Dragging 
the  Slaves  to  the  Market.  Tip  turned 
back  to  Belinda  with  a  relieved  smile. 
"As  I  was  saying,  if  you  could  meet  me 
downtown  tomorrow  about  three  .  .  ." 

Liz  and  Bill  and  Jeep  sat  in  a  quiet, 

subdued  row  on  the  Websters'  porch 
swing  the  following  night.  All  in  all, 
it  had  been  a  strange,  offkey  sort  of 
day.  For  one  thing,  the  weather  had 
turned  cool  in  the  morning  and  there 
had  been  hardly  anyone  on  the  beach. 
In  the  afternoon  neither  Belinda  nor 

Josephine  had  turned  up  at  Carter's. 
Everything  seemed  suddenly  to  have 
changed,  and  summer,  with  all  its  fun 
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TWO  sizes— Standard  and  Little   Toe    (also 
special  Blue- Jay  Soft  Com  Pads).  All  contain 
the  miracle  pain  quieter,  Nupercaine. 
For  GREATER  relief,  insist       ^^^^^^ 

on  Blue-Jay,  America's  largest selling  corn  plaster!  At  drug 
and  toilet  goods  counters. 
FREE  —  One  complete  treat- 

ment. Write  Dept.  B-27. 

BLUE 

Com  Plasters 

( BAUER  &  BLACK J 
Division  of  The  Kendall  Company,  Chicago  16 

''Le^ 

(^  Guaranteed  by  ̂  
L  Good  Housekeeping  J 

Kills  the  fleas 

QUICKLY! 

Keeps  others  off for  days! 

Still  2S<  and  50< 

Do  You  Want 
LONGER 
Josttrythis  System    
on  your  Hair  7  days  ̂ mmmm^^am^m^ and  see  if  you  are  really  enjosringr  the 
pleasure  of  Attractive  Hair  that  so 
often  captures  Love  and  Bomanee. 

HAIR  MAY  GET  LONGER 
When  SCALP  and  HAIR  conditions  are  | 
normal  and  the  dry,  brittle,  breaktDK  off  J 
hair  can  be  retarded  it  has  a  chance  to  set^ 
longer  and  much  more  beaatiful.  Just  tiy 
theJUELENESystemTdaysandletyoor 
mirror  prove resaits.  Send  $1.00  orC.O.D. 
d1q9  postage.  Fully  guaranteed.  Money 



Bill's  foot  jabbed  ferociously  at  the 
porch  floor  and  set  the  swing  into  a 

restless  creaking.  "Jeepers,  it's  dead 
around  here,"  he  complained.  "I -wish 
something  would  happen." 
"Huh,"  said  Jeep.  "Something's 

gonna — here  comes  Josephine." As  she  turned  into  their  walk,  it 
struck  Liz  that  Jo  was  rather  more 
dressy  than  usual.  She  had  a  soft  white 
coat  over  a  vivid  dress  Liz  hadn't  seen 
before,  dnd  there  were  bands  of  pears 
on  black  velvet  at  her  wrist  and  throat. 
And  as  she  mounted  the  steps  she  pro- 

tested, "Honestly!  Aren't  you  ready 

yet?" "Ready  for  what?"  asked  Bill,  in  a tone  which  indicated  that  in  this 
moment  of  sorrow,  he  was  ready  for 
anything. 

Jo's  eyes  were  innocent,  her  tone 
only  mildly  chiding.  "Why,  ready  to 
go  to  Dawson's,  of  course!  I  thought 
we  were  going  tonight — " For  a  second.  Bill  just  looked  at  her. 
Then  he  said,  very  slowly,  as  if  ad- 

dressing one  not  quite  bright,  "Nobody said  anything  about  any  such  thing. 

How'd  you  get  that  idea — ^just  because 
Tip  and  Belinda  are  out  there?" 

LIZ  caught  her  breath.  It  was  the 
closest  Bill  had  ever  come  to  arguing 

with  Josephine,  and  she  didn't  even 
need  her  woman's  intuition  to  be  able 
to  predict  the  winner.  Josephine  had 
a  way  of  putting  things  so  that  there 
could  be  no  argument.  True  to  form, 

she  sidestepped  this  one  neatly.  "Why, 
Bill  Webster,"  she  exclaimed,  her  eyes 
wide  and  full  of  unmerited  injury.  "Of 
course  not!  I  just  thought,  since  we've 
only  been  dancing  once  to  a  real 
orchestra,  and  that  was  the  night  Tip 
took  us  to  the  Lodge — well,  I  guess  I 
just  took  it  for  granted  that  we'd  be 
going  to  Dawson's  tonight.  That  we'd 
make  it  a  party.    I  mean — " 

It  was  a  work  of  art,  -Liz  mused,  how 
Jo  could  put  the  other  person  in  the 
wrong.  Here  she  was,  as  much  as  tell- 

ing Bill  he  was  a  nickel-nurser,  that 
he'd  been  very  slow  with  the  buck  in 
showing  her  a  good  time.  He  was  al- 

ready visibly  squirming.  He  couldn't 
very  well  say,  now,  that  Dawson's  was 
too  expensive — which  it  was.  Expen- 

sive and  beautiful — a  summer  hotel  lo- 
cated on  a  lake  several  miles  out  of 

town.  He  made  the  first  feeble  protest 

that  came  to  his  mind,  "You  have  to  go 
formal,"  knowing  in  advance  that  it would  be  refuted. 

"Only  on  weekends,"  said  Jo,  with the  air  of  one  who  had  all  information 
on  all  forms  of  night  life  at  her  finger 
tips.    "That's  what  their  ads  say." 

Jeep  put  in  helpfully,  "We  can't  get 
there  without  a  car." 
"We  can  take  the  bus,"  said  Jo.  A 

good  sport,  Jo! 
Bill  slid  his  hands  into  his  pockets 

and  telegraphed  a  question  to  Jeep. 
He  wanted  to  be  where  Tip  and  Belinda 
were  as  much  as  Josephine  did;  Liz  felt 
that  he  was  almost  glad  Jo  had  given 
him  an  excuse. 

Jeep  backed  away  a  step,  and  his 
voice  was  an  alarmed  squeak.  "No 
sir,  Bill  Webster.  No  you  don't!  I'm 
saving  that  money  for  a  movie 
camera — " 

"Look,  Jeep.  I'll  give  you  half  my allowance  every  week — every  single, 
solitary  week— if  you'll  just  loan  it  to 
me — " 
Jeep  could  never  hold  out  against 

Bill,  but  he  tried — for  time-wasting 
minutes.    More  time  passed  while  they 
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Plenty  of  exciting  dotes  now  for  Jone  and  Bob 

since  theyWe  learned  to  play  Contract  Bridge! 
Yes,  Jane  and  Bob  are  mighty  popular 
now  and  very  much  in  demand  for 

bridge  parties  and  other  social  func- 
tions. Not  so  long  ago,  however,  when 

they  were  newcomers  in  their  commu- 

nity it  looked  as  though  they'd  never 
break  into  the  young  married  crowd — 
just  about  everybody  played  contract 

bridge!  Jane's  game  was  barely  pass- 
ing and  Bob  wasn't  even  interested  in 

cards.  It  looked  hopeless.  Then  one 
day  Jane  noticed  a  copy  of  Dudley 

Courtenay's  Standardized  Contract 

Bridge  Complete  at  a  friend's  home — 

"After  glancing  through  it,"  says  Jane,  "I 
decided  it  was  just  what  Bob  and  I  needed 
and  immediately  got  a  copy  for  our  own  use. 
I  never  realized  learning  how  to  play  Contract 
Bridge  the  right  way  could  be  so  fascinating 
and  easy!  Now  Bob  is  just  as  enthusiastic  as 
I  am,  and  we  haven't  spent  a  single  lonely 
evening  since  we  learned  how  to  play!" 

You   Too   Can   Be   Popular — 
Can  Learn  To  Play  A  Winning 

Game   Of  Contract   Bridge 

  jusf    like    any    Expert 

Whether  you  are  a  beginner,  advanced  player 
or  know  nothing  at  all  about  Contract  Bridge 
here  is  your  opportunity  to  learn  all  you  need 
to  know  about  the  game — how  to  play  it 
the  right  way — as  you've  always  wanted  to ! 
Dudley  Courtenay,  eminent  bridge  authority, 
has  written  a  self-teaching  manual  different 
from  any  other  of  its  kind.  Standardized  Con- 

tract Bridge  Complete  is  not  just  a  dull  les- 
son book,  but  so  simply  written,  so  easy  to 

understand,  its  step-by-step  instructions  so 
fascinating — ^anyone   can   become   as  expert. 

Fully  Illustrated — it  Shows  You 

How  to  Bid— Play— Win 
Standardized  Contract  Bridge  Complete  is 
packed  with  illustrations.  Almost  every  con- 

ceivable hand  is  shown.  It  shows  you  how  to 
bid,  the  correct  follow  through,  play  by  play, 
how  to  win.  Shows  you  how  to  make  the 
most  of  every  hand,  in  picture  form. 

Helpful  diagrams  are  also  shown — question- 

ONLY         tf^NDARDlZS
 1 .00 

(postage  prepaid) 

Size.  7%"  X  10V»" 
160  pages— packed 
with  illustrations. 

Strong,  durable 
binding. 

"The  Scotts  have  invited  us  to  join  their 
regular  Friday  Night  Bridge  Club.  Our 
Standardized  Contract  Bridge  Complete  has 

certainly  done  wonders  fqr  us  sociallyl" 

and-answer  sections  for  ready  reference  in 
case  of  disputes.  Absolutely  nothing  is  left 
out.  With  Standardized  Contract  Bridge  Com- 

plete as  your  guide  you  need  never  be  at  the 
mercy  of  self-appointed  bridge  "experts!" 

Nationally  Accepted  Guide 
Latest  Rules  On  Scoring 

Dudley  Courtenay's  book  contains  the newest  rules  on  scoring  and  how  to  apply 
them.  Also  explains  the  standardized  bids  of 
the  Culbertson  and  other  championship  sys- 

tems, including  the  Blackwood  Convention. 
Standardized  Contract  Bridge  Complete  has 
been  nationally  accepted  as  an  instruction 
manual.  Used  by  Contract  Bridge  groups 
everywhere. 

Yes — here  is  the  best  Contract  Bridge  selt- 
teacher  your  money  can  buy.  An  even  bigger 
dollar's  worth  than  you  thought  it  was 
possible  to  get,  for  Standardized  Contract 
Bridge  Complete  is  not  a  pocket-sized  pam- 

phlet, but  a  big,  sturdy  book,  over  7  x  10 
inches  in  size,  large  readable  type  on  non- 
glare  paper  and  durably  bound  for  life-time 
use.  160  pages  of  real  outstanding  value. 

Order  your  copy  of  this  amazing  book  to- 
day. Learn  how  to  play  Contract  Bridge 

the  right  way — experience  the  thrill  of  being 
an  expert.    Then  tell  your  friends  about  it! 

Don't  wait  another  day  to 
own  this  amazing   Book! 

Bartholomew  House,   Inc.,   Dept.   RM-846 

205  East  42nd  Street,  New  York  17,  N.  Y. 

Send  me.  prepaid,  a  copy  of  Standardized  Contract 
Bridge  Complete.  I  enclose  $1.00. 

(Please  print  name  and  address) 
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NEW 
Tiny    Pocket    Size 

RADIO! 
Slips  in  your  pooket  or  puree — Wt, 
only  S  oi.l  Completo  HEADY  TO 
PLAY  as  shown  with  self  contained 

phone  for  personal  use.  Beautiful  black 
silver  plastic  case.  Has  patented  fued 
Crytlal-SHde  Tuning  Dial!  NO  TUBES 
BATTERIES  OB  ELECTRIC  PLUG 
IS  REQUIRED.  USUALLY  RE- 

CEIVES LOCAL  BROADCASTS  with- 
out outside  aerial  wires. 
GUARANTEED    TO    WORK 

when  connected  and  used  according  to  instructions.  Can  be  used  in 
homes,  offices,  hotels,  cabins,  in  bed  after  hours,  etc. 

eEUn   nill  V  CI   nil    (cash,  money  order,  check)   and  pay 
OEHU   UnLI    9liUU    postman  $2.99  plus  delivery  fees  on  ar- 

rival or    send   $3.99    for   postpaid   delivery.    IDEAL    GIFT   FOR 

CHILDREN    OR    ADULTS     ALIKE!     Get    your     PA-KETTE 
RADIO  NOW  for  real  enjoyment.  Dealers  in  most  cities. 
Pa-Kettc  Electric  Co.,  Dept.  IVIFW-8,  Kearney,  Nebraska 

EARN 
MONEY 
JUST  call  on  friends, 

neighbors.  Show  sensa- 

tional 2 1-Card  "Prize" 
Christmas  Assortment, 
Sells  fast  for  $1.00.  Take 
Quick  orders,  make  extra 
cash  easy.  Also  sell  charm- 

ing name -imprinted 
Christmas  cards  at  50  for 
only  $1.00  and  25  for  $1.00, 

EXTRA  PROFITS 
— with  Religious,  Christmas  Hu- 

inorons,"Pen-a-Line"Corre8pond' 
ence  Notes,  Every  day  Assortments 
and  Wrappings.  Write  today  for 

SAMPLES  on  Approval, 

ts>^^: 
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bus  stop.  All  in  all,  it  was  after  ten 

when  they  reached  Dawson's.  "Have 
to  turn  right  around  and  go  back," 
grumbled  Jeep.  "Besides,  we  prob'ly 
won't  get  a  table." He  was  a  good  prophet.  Inside,  the 
crowd  waiting  at  the  diningroom  doors 
stretched  half  way  across  the  lobby. 
But  Josephine  slid  through  the  mob 
with  the  ease  of  an  eel  through  water, 
and  the  others,  perforce,  trailed  along, 
until  they  were  stopped  at  the  dance 
floor  by  a  red  velvet  rope  and  the 

guardian  of  same.  "Have  you,"  he  in- quired in  the  manner  of  one  unused 

to  addressing  the  lower  classes,  "a  reser- 

vation?" 
The  trip  home  might  have  started 

then  and  there  if  Tip  and  Belinda 
hadn't  come  dancing  by. 

"DELINDA  looked  surprised  to  see 
-■-'  them;  Tip  didn't.  "Having  trouble?" 
he  asked.  "You  can  have  our  table.  It's 
a  four — and  we're  leaving  very  soon. 
They  can  pull  up  a  couple  of  extra 

chairs  till  then." Bill  turned  an  unbecoming  beet- 
juice  color  and  started  to  protest,  but 
once  more  Jo  led  the  way  and  they  had 
to  play  follow  the  leader.  She  smiled 
and  thanked  Tip  and  stepped  across 
the  room  as  the  waiter  let  down  the 
rope,  and  somehow  managed  to  get  Tip 
out  on  the  dance  floor  while  another 
waiter  was  still  scouting  for  extra 
chairs. 
Then  they  were  seated,  and  stiff, 

glossy  menus  were  shoved  into  their 
hands.  Bill  didn't  glance  at  his — he 
was  looking  at  Belinda.  And  Belinda 
was  lovely  to  look  at,  in  her  soft  white 
dress,  her  hair  a  shining  mass  on  her 
shoulders.  And  on  her  lips  there  was 
a  demure,  secret  little  smile. 
Jeep  studied  the  menu — and  its 

prices.  My  movie  camera!  his  heart 

cried  out,  but  his  lips  only  said,  "I'll 

have  a  coke." "I'll  have — "  Liz  began,  and  then  she 

stopped,  her  eyes  following  Belinda's. 
Belinda  wa's  staring  at  the  dance  floor. 
Tip  and  Josephine  were  coming  toward 
them,  not  dancing — in  fact.  Tip  was 
half-carrying  Jo. 

"Josephine's  ill,"  he  said  as  he 
reached  the  table,  "and  I'm  going  to 
drive  her  home.  Have  you  her  coat 

check.  Bill?" Bill's  hand  went  automatically  to  his 
pocket.  Then  he  looked  at  Belinda,  and 
at  Tip,  and  his  jaw  set  firmly.  He  got 
to  his  feet.  "I'll  take  her,"  he  said, 
"if  you'll  give  me  the  keys  to  your 

car.  Tip—" 
Josephine  jerked  upright,  then  sank 

limply  back  on  Tip's  arm.  But  there was  nothing  limp  about  her  voice,  and 

her  eyes  flashed  indignantly.  "You  will 
not.  Bill  Webster.  It's  Tip's  car,  and no  one  likes  anyone  else  to  drive  his 

car,  let  alone  a  mere  boy.  You're  just 
being  jealous  and  possessive,  the  way 
you've  been  ever  since  I  met  you.  At 
my  elbow  every 

minute.  I  can't even  dance  with 
someone  without 

you  cutting  in — " Liz  with  great 
effort  quelled  her 
righteous  and 
laudable  desire  to 
slap  J  o  s  e  p  h  i  ne 
down.  She  knew 
what  Bill  was  try- 

ing to  do:  he  real- 
ized that  Jo  wasn't really  sick,  and  he 

evening  for  Belinda  and  Tip. 
But  Tip  managed  the  slapping  down 

verbally  and  effectively.  "It's  all  right. 
Bill.  I'll  take  her  and  drop  her  at  her 
door  and  be  right  back.  Won't  take me  long  to  get  rid  of  her.  Belinda,  if 

you'll  get  her  coat — " Belinda  rose  quickly,  and  the  three 
of  them  left.  "Women  are  wonderful," 
Jeep  mused.  "Big  and  wonderful!  She 
finally  got  her  hands  on  Tip." "Much  good  it'll  do  her."  Bill  spoke 

tightly.    "He  likes  Belinda." 
"Huh,  that  doesn't  matter  to  Jose- 

phine. Just  makes  the  game  more  in- 

teresting." 
Liz  knew,  then,  why  she  disliked 

Josephine  so  much.  Maybe  she'd known  all  along,  without  realizing,  but 
Jeep-  had  put  it  into  words.  It  was  be- 

cause Jo  played  games.  Before  she'd come  along  all  of  their  relationships 
had  been  friendly  and  casual  and 

happy;  Jo  had  made  a  game  of  them- — a  sharply  competitive  game. 
Belinda  came  back  to  the  table,  still 

smiling  her  little,  secret  smile.  "Do 
you  want  to  see  what  Tip  bought  to- 

day?" she  asked,  sitting  down.  And 
she  reached  into  her  bag  and  drew 
out  a  little  white  box.  And  then  a 
diamond  was  sparklihg  on  her  finger. 

Liz  felt  a  cold  chill  sneak  down  her 
spine.  Oh,  no!  It  was  awful,  awful, 
awful! 

""you  see,"  Belinda  said,  "Tip  is  e 
-■-  gaged  to  a  girl  in  the  East — a  girl ' 

FAMINE 
— do  you  think  of  that  as  just  a  word? 

You  shouldn't,  because  it's  people:  men, 
women,  babies,  millions  ot  them  all  over 

the  world,  who  will  starve  this  winter  un- 
less we  can  somehow  help  them.  People 

like  the  family  next  door— like  your  own 

family,  except  that  they're  desperately, 
dangerously  hungry.  Remember  that,  and 
you'll  remember  that  your  family,  and 
the  family  next  door,  must  conserve  and 

en- 

he 

met  overseas
,  

where  she  was  with  the 

Red  Cross. 
 
That's  why  he  likes  being 

with  me.  I  mean, 
 
he  says  I  look  a 

little  like  her  and  I  act  a  lot  like  her. 

That's  why  he  wanted 
 
me  to  help  him 

pick  out  this  ring.  He  was  sure  that 

anythin
g  

I  liked,  she'd  like,  too.  And just  now,  out  by  the  car,  he  slipped 

it  to  me  and  said  maybe 
 
I  ought  to 

show  you,  and — and  end  the  awful 

agony."
  

She  giggled,
  
and  was  Belinda

 
again — no  longer 

 
a  woman

  
with  a 

secret. 
Liz  felt  limp  all  over.  Hastily  she 

stripped  off  the  bridal  white  with 
which  her  mind's  eye  had  clothed 
Belinda,  and  threw  the  big  bimch  of 
calla  lilies  into  the  treish  basket.  She 
breathed  again. 

The  waiter  was  back,  impatient  this 
time.  Belinda  smiled  up  at  him,  and 

then  around  at  the  gang.  "Order  any- 
thing you  want,  kids,"  she  said.  "Tip 

says  the  party's  on  him — sort  of  an 

engagement  party." Bill    studied    the    menu.      His    eye 
caught,   wavered,   and   rejected   breast 
of  guinea  hen  under  glass  and  black 
cherries  flambe. 

"I'll  have  a  coke,"  he  said,  hoarsely. 

"Tip   wants   us  to   stay   and   dance." 
Belinda   went   on.   "He   says  he'll   call 
our   parents   from   town   and   tell   'em we're  safe  with  him,  and  that  he  wants 
to  make  it  a  party."  She  was  silent  for 
a  moment.  "It — Bill,  it  was  swell  of  you, 
when  Joe  got  sick,  to  offer — ^I  mean — . 

Bill,  they're  play- ing a  rhumba.You 
rhumba    so   much 

better    than    any- 

one I  know!" 
Liz  was  terribly 

fond  of  every- 
body, right  then. And  terribly 

proud  of  Bill.  He looked  so  happy 

when  he  got  up  to 

dance,  and  so  dig- 
nified, sort  of.  Al- 

most courtly.  Al- 



ow  your  natural  style  sense  can  earn  money  for  you 

bu  admire  clothes— good  clothes.  You  have 

'flair  for  style— attractive  dresses  and  suits. 
But  have  you  ever  seriously  thought  of  using 

your  natural  style  sense  to  make  money  for 

you?  That  opportunity  is  now  offered  to  you 

You  are  invited  to  become  a  well-paid  Sale: 
Representative  for  Fashion  Frocks,  Inc. 

YOUR  EARNING  POWER  DEPENDS  ON  YOU ! 

If  you're  looking  for  a  "get-rich-quick" 
scheme,  this  message  is  not  intended  for  you! 

We  do  not  promise  to  make  you  a  millionaire 

overnight.  No  sound  business  venture  will 

do  that.  What  we  do  promise  is  an  oppor- 
tunity for  intelligent,  ambitious  women  to 

build  up  a  steady  income  through  the  sale  of 

smart,  originally-designed  clothes.  Your  work 
will  consist  of  taking  orders  for  Fashion 

Frocks  and  collecting  cash  commissions  for 

doing  so. 

The  money  you  earn  will  be  in  direct  pro- 
.  portion  to   the  regularity  with  which  you 

I'  work.  You  need  not  work  full  time,  but  you 
should  work  regularly  if  you  want  to  make 

good  money.  But  can  you  think  of  any  pleas- 
anter  way  to  earn  money  than  showing  and 

handling  lovely  styles,  with  working  hours 

,  to  fit  your  personal  schedule  .  .  .  and  with 

your  own  stunning  Fashion  Frocks  clothes  as 
1  an  extra  bonus! 

[    WHY  YOU  RECEIVE  LOVELY  DRESSES  TO  WEAR 
I  Wait  till  you  see  yourself  in  these  exciting 

Fashion  Frocks  styles!  Then  you'll  know  why 

it's  good  business  for  us  to  offer  you  a  person- 

al wardrobe  as  a  bonus.  It's  simple  logic. 

Other  women  can't  resist  asking  a  smartly 
dressed  woman  about  her  clothes.  And  you 

can  be  smartly  dressed  all  year  round— with- 
out cost  to  you— if  you  become  a  Fashion 

Frocks  producer.  Your  friends  and  relatives 
wiU  want  to  order  Fashion  Frocks  through 

you,  when  they  see  your  own  handsome 
wardrobe. 

Naturally,  you  will  not  want  to  limit  your 

sales  just  to  a  close  circle  of  friends— for  that 
means  limiting  your  earnings,  too.  So,  every 

season,  as  new  Fashion  Frocks  designs  are  re- 
leased, you  can  take  your  style  cards  and 

rich-looking  cloth  samples  to  visit  other  pros- 
pective customers.  Thus  you  will  build  a 

group  of  loyal  buyers  who  will  look  to  you  to 
keep  them  informed  on  style  news  .  .  .  and 

to  keep  them  supplied  with  distinctive  Fash- 
ion Frocks  designs! 

WHY  WOMEN  WILL  WANT  TO  BUY  THROUGH  YOU 

ANOTHER   CREAT   ADVANTAGE   yOU  have   iS   in 

being  able  to  offer  your  customers  plenty  of 
time  in  which  to  make  their  selections!  You 

know  how  you  hate  to  be  "rushed"  by  an  im- 
patient sales  person  in  the  average  crowded 

store!  Your  customers  will  make  their  choice 

in  the  comfort  of  their  own  homes,  away  from 

bustling  crowds.  (We  do  all  delivering  and 

collecting,  so  you  need  not  waste  time  on 

irksome  detail. )  And  you  will  have  the  satis- 

faction of  knowing  that  you're  giving  your 
chents  good  quality  at  reasonable  prices! 

It  won't  take  long,  either,  for  yoiu-  custom- 
ers to  realize  that  through  you  they  can  be 

The    dresses   Illustrated    are   typical    Fashion 
Frocks,  designed  by  leading  New  York  authori- 

smartly  dressed  —  and  still  stay  within  their 
budgets!  Fashion  Frocks  cover  a  wide  range 
of  fabrics,  including  beautiful  rayon  crepes, 

sleek  spun  rayons,  soft  woolens,  color-fast 
cottons.  Also,  a  wide  choice  of  shades  from 

luscious  pastels  and  smart  dark  colors,  to  gay 

prints,  polka  dots  and  stripes.  You  will  offer 
magnificent  styles  to  every  woman  from  a 

teen-age  girl  to  a  size  50  woman. 

YOU  CAN  QUALIFY  ]F,.. 
1 .  You  are  an  ambitious  woman  —  married  or 

single  —  witli  or  without  experience.  .  .  . 
2.  You  are  willing  to  work  regu/ar/i/- either  part time  or  full  time.  .  .  . 

3.  You  want  to  put  your  own  "flair  for  style"  on 

a  paying  basis.  .  .  . 4.  You  would  like  the  chance  to  earn  a  steady 

profitable  income.  .  .  . 
5.  You  would  like  your  own  handsome  wardrobe 

supplied  FREE! 

FASHION  FROCKS,  Inc.,  MAKES  YOU  AN  OFFER' 

If  you  can  truthfully  answer  "Yes"  to  all  five 
of  the  above  qualifications  .  . .  you  are  invited 

to  act  as  sales  Representative  in  your  commu- 
nity! Your  working  schedule  can  fit  your  own 

convenience,  with  the  chance  to  earn  up  to 

$25.00  per  week,  like  many  other  successful 

representatives. 
If  you  accept  this  offer  to  become  a  Fash- 

ion Frocks  representative,  it  will  be  almost 

like  setting  yourself  up  in  a  dress  business  of 

your  own—without  the  headaches  of  carrying 

stock  or  "owning  your  own  business"— and with  an  excellent  chance  of  earning  a  steady 
income. 

SUPERVISORY  JOBS  OPEN 

We  have  future  need  for  several  County 

Supervisors  and  Branch  Managers.  Naturally, 

these  positions  pay  even  greater  earnings. 

Please  state  your  qualifications,  if  you  are  in- 
terested in  this  important  work. 

WE  INVrrE  YOU  TO  SEND  THE  COUPON,  but 

only  if  you're  sincerely  interested.  If  possible, 
attach  a  letter  telling  about  yourself.  You 
will  then  receive  a  Style  Brochure,  giving  all 

necessary  details,  without  any  obligation  on 

your  part.  After  careful  consideration,  you 
can  decide  whether  or  not  to  fill  out  your 

final  application.  If  you  so  decide,  you'll  be 
well  on  the  road  to  personal  financial  inde- 

pendence. 
FASHION  FROCKS,  Inc. 

DESK 32039  CINCINNATI  25,   OHIO 
Our  38th  Year  in  Business 

FASHION  FROCKS,  INC., 

Desk  32039,  Cincinnati  25,  Ohio 

I  want  more  information  about  your  offer. 
Please  send  details  by  mail.  This  does  not 
obligate  me  in  any  way. 

ORESS   SIZE- 

□  Check  here  if  interested  in  full-time  iob  as 



o  harsh  bitterness 
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THE  BEER  THAT  MADE  MILWAUKEE  FAMOUS 





Just  One  Cake  of  Camay 

and  your  Skin  is  Softer,  Smoother! 

I 

Win  hearts  and  hold  romance  — with  a  softer, 

smoother  complexion.  You  can  — with  your 
very  first  cake  of  Camay  —  when  you  change  from 

careless  cleansing  to  the  Camay  Mild-Soap  Diet. 

Doctors  tested  Camay's  daring  beauty  promise  on 
scores  and  scores  of  complexions.  And  these 

doctors  reported  that  woman  after  woman  — using 
just  one  cake  of  Camay  —  had  a  fresher, 

lovelier,  actually  younger-looking  skin! 

CONCERNING  3    THE  MARTINS 

MRS    JOHN   DAVID   MARTIN 

rmer  Solly  B.  Bliss  of  Baldwin,  N.  Y. 
al  portroit  pointed  by  >y*] 

The  sea-swept  sands  of  Long  Island  often 
found  Johnny  and  Sally  together,  and  his 
admiration  grew  as  he  gazed  at  the  smooth 

magic  of  her  skin.  She  says:  "The  first  cake 

of  Camay  left  it  softer,  lovelier!" 

Please— conserve  your  Camay.  Precious 
materials  still  go  into  making  soap! 

The  Martins  love  to  parody  their  favorite 
songs.  Johnny  puts  his  heart  in  his  songs  as 

he  looks  at  Sally's  soft,  smooth  skin!  Sally 
vows:  "To  keep  him  singing  the  praises  of 
my  complexion  — I'll  stay  on  the  Camay 
Mild-Soap  Diet."  Why  don't  you  try  mild 
Camay  care,  too?  Full  directions  on  wrapper. 



GIRL:  Hold  it,  eh?  Listen,  you  " 
so-called  Little  God  of  Love,  I  made  this  statue 

of  you  specially.  Just  so  I  could  do  this  to  it!  ^  ̂     , 
And  this.'  And  this.' 
CUPID:  Wow! 

GiRL:  And  why  not?  You  never  help  plain  girls. 

CUPID:  Help  you?  Easiest  thing  in  the  world,  my  angry  little 

eclair.  Sparkle.  Smile  at  'em! 
GIRL:  Smile?  When  all  I  see  is  a  smile  full  of  no  gleam  ... 

even  after  I  brush  my  teeth? 

CUPID:  Ah  . . .  and  a  little  "pink"  on  your  tooth  brush  too? 

GIRL:  What's  that  got  to  do  with  anything? 

CUPID:  Nothing,  Pigeon.  It's  only  an  important  warning 
to  see  your  deittist  right  away!  He  may  find 

today's  soft  foods  are  robbing  your  gums  - 

exercise.  And  he  may  suggest  "the  helpful 

stimulation  of  Ipana  and  massage." 

SS?"         ■wwtfuftffy^- 

GIRL:  I  might  have  known  it!  A  tooth  paste  salesman! 

CUPID:  Sis,  in  my  business,  you  sell  anything  that  helps  romance 

-smiles,  for  instance.  And  Ipana  sure  helps  smiles!  Because 
a  sparkling  smile  depends  largely  on  firm,  healthy  gums. 

Ipana  not  only  cleans  teeth.  It's  specially  designed,  with  massage, 
to  help  your  gums.  Massage  a  little  extra  Ipana  on  your  gums 

when  you  brush  your  teeth  . . .  and  Sis,  you'll  be  on  your  way 
to  a  smile  that'll  have  you  knocking  over  men  instead 
of  statues.  Get  started  with  Ipana  today! 

-Ot/ 
tkuixmJlSjU  o^^SoaJSL 

IPANA  AND  MASSAGE 
Product  of  Bristol-Myers 



Everything's  different  next 
month!  That's  because  we'll  be 
having  full-color  illustrations  for 
the  first  time.  For  instance,  there 

will  be  pages  of  Living  Portraits 
of  the  CBS  drama  Our  Gal 

Sunday,  with  plenty  of  better, 
brighter  color  so  that  you  can 
really  see  what  Sunday  and  Henry 
and  their  friends  look  like. 

•  •  * 

Remember  the  Gene  Autry  story 
we  promised?    Look  for  it  next 
month — especially   those  of  you 
who  love  horses. 

•  *  • 

Also  new— we're  taking  you  visit- 
ing at  the  homes  of  your  favorite 

radio  stars.  You'll  find  out  how 
they  like  to  live,  how  their 

families  are  run — we've  even  per- suaded some  of  them  to  part  with 
their  favorite  recipes.  First  stop 
is  the  home  of  Burns  and  Allen, 

in  next  month's  Radio  Mirror. 

^f^T^kZt  /^  <^^^?e^c^ 
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Facing  the  Music 
by  Ken  Alden 

Start  Young,  Stay  Young   by  Victor  H.  Lindlahr 

What's  New  From  Coast  to  Coast   by  Dale  Banks 

Operation  Crossroads   

Bride  and  Groom      '  ' 

The   Time   Between — A    Ma    Perkins    Story   

Ten  Commandments       by  John  J.  Anthony 

Young   Dr.   Malone — In   Living   Portraits   

Between  the  Bookends   ••  by  Ted   Malone 

"Anyone  Can  Get  Married!"   by  Mrs.   Bill  Goodwin 

House  of  Dreams — A  My  True  Story   

"Oh,  What  It  Seemed  To  Be"    by  Joan  Edwards 

Greta  Comes  Home — A  Tena  and  Tim  Story   

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful   by   Papa   David 

Fresh   From   The   Sea   by    Kate    Smith 

ON  THE  COVEK-Louise  Erickson  of  NBC's  Date  With  Judy  
and  The  Great  Gildersleeve. 

Color  portrait  by  John  Engstead;  story  on  page  3. 
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"Can  youansu^er  metHese?" asks  KAY  KYSER 
The  O/'  Professor  of 

ffie  "Co//ege  of  Musical  Knowledge" 

"Are  you  a  better  American  because  your  forebears 

came  here  sooner  than  somebody  else?   Does  'God 
.  Bless  America'  refer  just  to  your  neighborhood,  race 

and  religion?  Do  you  think  'freedom'  means  you  do 
as  you  like,  and  others  do  as  you  like,  too? 
"You  don't  need  the  01'  Professor  to  tell  you  the 

answer  to  all  these  questions  is  a  great  big  NO!  A  good  American  r
espects 

the  rights  of  other  Americans  ...  and  of  other  nations,  to
o!" 

There's  a  trend  to  candy-coated  gum  these 

days,  and  Fleer's  is  top  o'  the  trend.  It's  so fresh  and  attractive  looking,  so  refreshing  and 

delicious  tasting.  Twelve  right-bite-size  fleerlets 
in  the  handy  one-at-a-time  package,  just  5(, 

You'll  like  Fleer's ...  try  it  todayl 

,t»'
 

Candy  Coated --Cheiuing  gum  in  it?  nicest  -form BB,         FRANK  H.  FLEER   CORP.,  PHILADELPHIA,  PA.  ESTABLISHED  1885 



COVER  GIRL 

» 

I 

By    ELEAJVOR   HARRIS 

LOUISE  ERICKSON  is  the  sort  of  girl 
the  father  of  a  seventeen-year-old 
boy  hopes  his  son  will  meet. 
In  real  life  she  is  very  much  like  her 

best  known  radio  role,  that  of  Judy 

Foster  in  NBC's  A  Date  with  Judy. 
Young,  blonde  and  pretty,  she  is  no 
swooning  bobby-socl^er  and  is  very 
definite  in  naming  Bing  as  her  favorite 
male  singer. 

Louise  was  born  in  Oakland,  Calif., 
moved  to  Hollywood  when  she  was 
seven.  That  same  year  she  made  her 
radio  debut  in  a  juvenile  radio  series 
called  Uncle  Whoa  Bill.  Her  role  was 
that  of  a  fairy  princess. 

A  few  years  later  she  auditioned  for 
a  series  known  as  Dramas  of  Youth 
and  played  featured  parts  in  that  show. 
In  the  nine  years  she  has  been  active  in 
radio,  Louise  has  appeared  in  twenty 
different  radio  series,  and  has  played 
sub-deb  roles  on  many  of  the  important 
coast-to-coast  shows. 
Though  she  has  been  very  busy 

around  the  microphones,  this  in  no  way 
interfered  with  her  education,  and  she 
was  graduated  from  Immaculate  Heart 
High  School  in  June,  1944.  She  has 
tentative  plans  to  matriculate  at  USC, 
but  may  wait  a  year  before  resuming 
studies. 

Louise  has  appeared  in  several  films, 
among  them  "Rosie  the  Riveter,"  and 
she  recently  played  the  lead  in  Colum- 

bia's production  of  "Meet  Miss  Bobby 
Socks."  Besides  her  "Judy"  role,  she 
plays  Marjorie,  Gildy's  niece,  on  the Great  Gildersleeve. 

Her  father  and  mother,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Arthur  S.  Erickson,  live  with  her  in 
Hollywood,  and  her  father  is  a  restaura- 

teur.    She  is  of  Swedish  descent. 
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"Tfifijt  blouse  will  caich 

more  -than  the  e^,  Chick  J 
when  underarm  odor  clings,  men 

don't.  So  play  safe  with  Mum 

A  stop  sign  for  roving,  eyes  — that  froth  of 

a  blouse  you're  putting  on. 
Yet  how  quickly  it  can  play  false  to  your 
charm  if   it  snags   underarm  odor.   On 

guard,  then,  with  Mum. 

fh^M*'^ 

>*^ 

Product  of  Bristol-Myers 

Your  bath  washes  away  past  perspiration, 

yes.  But  you  still  need  to  hold  onto  that 
fresh  start— to  prevent  risk  of  future  under- 

arm odor.  That's  why  smart  girls  use  Mum. 

►  betfer  because  its  Sgk 
1.  Safe  for  skin.  No  irritating  crystals. 
Snow-white  Mum  is  gende,  harmless  to 
skin. 
2.  Safe  for  clothes.  No  harsh  ingredients 
in  Mum  to  rot  or  discolor  fine  fabrics. 

3.  Safe  for  charm.  Mum  gives  sure  pro- 
tection against  underarm  odor  all  day  or evening. 

Mum  is  economical,  too.  Doesn't  dry  out 
in  the  jar  —  stays  smooth  and  creamy. 

Quick,  easy  to  use  —  even  after  you're dressed.  .  .  • 

For  Sanitary  Napkins— Mum  is  gentle,  safe, 
dependable . . .  ideal  for  this  use,  too. 



■^ 

One    of    Tony    Martin's    first    guests    on    his    CBS    Saturday    program — Dinah     Shore. 

TONY'S  BACK 

HOLLYWOOD  and  American  radio  lis- 
teners have  rediscovered  big,  hand- 

some Tony  Martin.  He's  back  on  the 
air— CBS  Saturdays,  at  7:30  p.m.,  EDST— 
with  the  same  charm,  the  same  he-man 
baritone — and  the  five  years,  sixteen  months 
he  served  in  khaki,  including  a  long  hitch 
in  the  China-Burma-India  theater,  seemed 
to  have  helped  rather  than  hindered  him. 
During  that  time  the  singing  vogue 

changed  and  the  soft  crooners  like  Sinatra, 
Haymes,  and  Como  almost  sent  to  oblivion 
the  guys  who  like  to  sing  out.  Tony  still 
sings  out,  defiantly,  and  he  might  turn  the 
tide  again. 

"I'm  not  deliberately  trying  to  do  any- 
thing," he  says  good-naturedly,  "it's  just 

that  I  can't  croon,  don't  know  how.  I  just 
sing  naturally." Tony  is  no  microphone  newcomer.  Way 
back  in  1928  he  was  leading  a  five-piece  high 
school  band  in  Oakland,  California.  The  band 

was  known  as  "The  Five  Red  Peppers"  and 
Tony,  then  known  as  Al  Morris,  was  the 

saxophonist.  With  Tommy  Gerun's  west coast  band,  Tony  shared  vocal  chores  with 
Ginny  Simms  and  Woody  Herman.  Tony 
won  a  20th  Century-Fox  contract,  clicked  in 
films,  married  Alice  Faye,  lost  her,  and  had 
his  own  air  show.    Then  war  came. 

Tony's  military  career  got  off  to  a  bad 
start.  There  was  a  misunderstanding  about 
his  draft  status  and  the  rumor  mongers  went 
to  town.  Tony  had  to  fight  hard  to  wipe  this 
off  the  books.  That  he  did  is  easily  proven. 
With  his  honorable  discharge  went  the 
Bronze   Star  and  Presidential  citation. 

At   this   writing  a   number   of   your  radio 
"       singing  stars  and  orchestra  leaders  are  with- 
M       out  Fall  sponsorship,  a  situation  caused  by 

advertising  {Continued   on  page   98) 

the 

By   KEX    ALDEN 

Lovely  Langford — lovelier than  ever  after  her  vacation. 

Parisian  Charles  Trenet  may 
have     a     network     program. 



Don't  Ignore  These  Symptoms! 

How  to  help  safeguard  the  beauty  of 

HERFS  THE  EASY,  DELIGHTFUL  TREATMENT 

Women :  Part  hair,  all  over  the  scalp, 

and  apply  Listerine  Antiseptic  with  fin- 
ger tips  or  cotton.  Rub  in  well.  Carefully 

done,  it  can't  hurt  your  wave.  Men: 
Douse  full-strength  Listerine  on  the 

scalp.  Follow  with  good,  vigorous  mas- 
sage. Listerine  Antiseptic  is  the  same 

antiseptic  that  has  been  famous  in  the 
field  of  oral  hygiene  for  over  60  years. 

^^^9'^6y^y 

IT'S  the  simplest  little  precaution 
imaginable — yet  so  effective !  Every 

time  you  wash  your  hair,  just  use 
Listerine  Antiseptic.  Massage  it  well 

in,  on  hair  and  scalp.  That's  all! 
Thousands  of  fastidious  women 

use  this  pleasant  little  treatment  as  a 
precaution  against  infectious  dan- 

druff, which  bothers  so  many  people. 
Women  know  that  flakes  and  scales 

can  ruin  the  smartest  hair-do . .  .utterly 
destroy  the  charm  of  beautiful  hair. 

A  causative  agent  of  infectious 
dandruff,  according  to  many  noted 
dermatologists,  is  a  stubborn  germ 

called  the  "bottle  bacillus"  (Pityros- 
porum  ovale).  Listerine  Antiseptic 
kills  this  germ  by  the  million!  And 

does  it  in  such  a  cool,  refreshing  way! 

You'll  find  the  treatment  easy,  quick 
and  wonderfully  f/(?i««-feeling. 

If  Infectious  Dandruff  Starts 

If  those  telltale  flakes  and  scales 

persist  ...  if  you're  pestered  by  in- 
tolerable itching — it's  no  time  to  de- 

lay. These  things  may  be  symptoms  of 

infectious  dandruff — a  warning  that 

the  infection  is  already  at  work.  Don't 
experiment  with  so-called  "over- 

night" cures  or  greasy  lotions.  Don't 
wait  till  shampoo-time.  Get  going — 
at  once — with  Listerine  Antiseptic — 
two  treatments  a  day  and  keep  it  up. 
How  wonderful  to  see  flakes  and 

scales  start  to  disappear!  What  a  com- 

fort to  alleviate  that  itching. 

This  twice-a-day  Listerine  Anti- 
septic treatment  for  hair  and  scalp 

has  been  tested  cYimcdWy .  Tested  for  a 
full  month,  it  actually  removed,  or 

markedly  improved  dandruff  symp- 
toms for  76%  of  the  sufferers  from 

this  embarrassing  disease. 

So  help  guard  your  lovely  hair  with 
Listerine  Antiseptic  treatments  with 

every  shampoo.  Or,  if  infectious  dan- 
druff has  gotten  a  start,  give  two 

treatments  a  day  for  quick,  comfort- 
ing aid.  Lambert  Pharmacal  Co. 

For  Infectious  Dandruff 

LISTERINE  ANTISEPTIC 

and  MASSAGE 



START  YOUNG, 

Radio  actress  Jasmine  Jenks 

points  up  this  month's  beauty  les- 
son :  vitality,  trimness,  ele- 
gant grooming,  apparent  in  a  bathing 

suit  as  in  cover-up  clothes. 

OLD  Man  Winter  helps  you  to  hide  your  bulges, 
but,  oh,  how  they  show  up  in  the  summer.  But 

you  can  make  summer  slim-down  time,  for  it's 
when  the  "reducing"  foods  are  abundant  and  plen- 

tiful, and  they  make  mighty  good  eating,  too. 
Take  a  luscious  cantaloupe,  for  example,  or 

muskmelon  of  any  type.  They  contain  certain 
vitamins  and  minerals  that  actually  help  you  to 
get  rid  of  surplus  body  fat.  The  same  is  true  of 
watermelon. 

And  just  a  word  of  explanation  about  that  state- 
ment. Technically,  no  food  is  fattening  or  reducing, 

because  it  all  depends  upon  what  your  body  metabo- 
lism does  with  the  calories  you  eat. 

We  say  that  because  certain  foods  contain  special 
vitamins  and  minerals  which  unite  to  form  com- 

pounds called  "enzymes,"  amazing  substances  which 
split  up  a  molecule  of  body  fat  into  carbon  dioxide 
and  water.  When  such  a  division  takes  place,  energy 
is  released,  precious  pep  that  you  can  use  to  work, 
play  or  dance. 

All  this  knowledge  is  very  new  and  not  yet  widely 
known.  It  has  revolutionized  our  understanding  of 

foods,  and  it's  all  been  proven  beyond  any  doubt. The  foods  that  provide  the  wherewithal  to  form 
enzymes  are  in  a  class  by  themselves.  For  conven- 

ience, we  call  them  the  catalytic  foods. 
Take  cucumbers,  for  example.  They  make  a  de- 

lightful salad  and,  if  you  don't  smear  it  too  heavily 

By  VICTOR  H.  IINDIAHR 
For  more  about  food  as  a  health 
and  beauty  foundation,  listen  to 
Victor  Lindlahr  at  11:45  every 
weekday   morning,   over   Mutual. 

with  some  high  calory  dressing,  it's  a  dish  that  will 
give  you  plenty  of  the  catalytic  factors  that  dispose 
of  body  fat.  Use  the  merest  touch  of  sour  cream 
dressing  to  dress  cucumber  salad,  and  a  generous 
sprinkle  of  lemon  juice.  Bed  it  all  down  on  crisp, 
shredded  lettuce.     Eat  such  a  salad  often. 

Asparagus  .  .  .  there's  a  real  catalytic  food  that will  help  you  to  slim  down.  Have  it  served  cold  with 
just  a  light  touch  of  hollandaise  or  mayonnaise,  and, 
again,  don't  spare  the  lemon  juice. 

Strawberries  are  an  A-1  catalytic  food.  They  are 
exceptionally  rich  in  Vitamin  C,  which  can  help  to 
perk  you  up  on  a  droopy  summer  day.  It  would 
be  smart,  though,  if  you  would  learn  to  enjoy  straw- 

berries without  sugar  and  cream.  One  way  to  do 
that  is  to  dress  them  with  orange  juice. 

You  can  count  any  of  the  berries  as  your  friends, 

if  you're  trying  to  stay  slim;  and  most  all  the  salad 
vegetables,  too,  especially  watercress.  Coleslaw  and 
lettuce  are  the  real  standbys,  and  an  apple  and 

celery  salad,  the  familiar  "Waldorf,"  stands  high. 
When  peaches  are  in  season,  get  busy  with  them. 
They  not  only  provide  you  with  the  factors  that 
form  the  fat-splitting  enzymes,  but  they  give  you  an 
astonishingly  good  supply  of  readily  available  food 
iron. 

In  passing,  you  might  remember  that  lobster, 
shrimp  and  crabmeat  are  double-A-1  extra-good 
proteins  for  you.  They  make  dandy  salads,  too,  as 
you  know.  Best  of  all,  they're  very  good  sources  of 
iodine,  a  magic  food  factor  which  helps  to  bring  up 
your  metabolism  rate  and  that,  in  turn,  automati- 

cally helps  to  melt  away  unwanted  pads  of  body  fat. 
The  higher  your  metabolism  rate,  the  less  fat  you 

will  tend  to  store. 
Yes,  summertime  is  a  grand  tim^e  to  get  back  your 

iigure  again! 

And  while  we're  on  figures,  how  about  your  legs? 
For   some    ideas   on   that   subject,   turn   to    page   78. 
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Are  you  In  the  know  ? 

Which  make  good  scents  for  summer? 

□  Aiomic  aromas 

□  Fragile  fragrances 

□  Swoon-perfomes 

Bewitched  by  nose-bait?  Ixnay  on  beady  or 
powerhouse  varieties.  You  can  find  yummy 

'  "matched"  scents  in  bubble  bath,  powder 
and  cologne  (matched  to  a  teen's  budget, 
too).  Fragile  fragrances  are  especially  good 

for  summer.  That's  when  you  must  stay 
particularly  petal-fresh;  bathe  more  often. 

On  "certain"  days,  above  all.  Remember, Kotex  contains  a  deodorant.  Locked  inside 

each  Kotex  napkin,  this  deodorant  can't 
shake  out !  See  how  sweet  it  can  keep  you. 

Hov/  to  rate  on  a  first  date? 

D  sling  a  sharp  line 

a  Be  a  listening-posf 

□    Learn  his  interests 

Being  a  dumb  bunny,  or  too-too  clever, 
can  scare  your  new  squire  away!  Learn  his 

interests.  Talk  them  over  .  .  .  and  he'll  soon 

be  mighty  interested  in  you.  It's  all  a  mat- 
ter of  forgetting  about  yourself:  an  art 

you  can  master  on  "problem  days,"  as well.  Just  count  on  Kotex  and  the  extra 

protection  you  get  from  that  special  safety 
center.  An  exclusive  Kotex  feature  that 

gives  you  poise . .  .  protection  plus.  There's 
no  fear  of  accidents  to  heckle  you! 

This  fetching  neckline's  for  you,  if— 
n    You're  the  tomboy  type 

n    you  shun  a  sunian 

D    Voo  watch  your  posture 

Your  shoulders  are  showing!  Or  will  be, 

when  you  see  the  swoonsation  this  new 

neckline  creates!  It's  for  you,  if  you  watch 
your  posture.  So  bone  up  on  workouts 

that  square  droopy  shoulders,  correct  "hat- 
rack"  shoulder  blades.  And  you  needn't  let 
down  on  "those"  days;  for  exercise — and 
Kotex — help  you  keep  comfortable.  You 
get  lasting  softness  with  Kotex,  the  napkin 

made  to  stay  soft  while  wearing — put  chaf- 
ing trouble  on  the  double! 

What's  s  mart  strategy  for  "baby-sitting"? 

□  Pack  junior  off  to  bed 

□  Be  a  stand-in  for  his  Mom 

□  Ask  your  gang  over 

Minding  the  neighbors'  small  fry  can  be 
good  business.  If  you  have  "savvy"!  Ask 
your  librarian  for  leaflets  on  games,  stor- 

ies, play  materials.  In  short,  take  a  real 
interest  in  junior:  be  a  stand-in  for  his 
Mom.  You  can  get  together  with  the  gang 

some  other  time  .  .  .  and  even  at  "trying" 
times  you'll  feel  fluster-free,  with  Kotex. 
The  special,  flat  tapered  ends  of  Kotex 

don't  show.  They  prevent  revealing  outlines, 
so  forget  those  fears  .  .  .  choose  Kotex! 

A  DEODORANT  in  every 

Kotex  napkin  at  no  extra  cost 

Mo/'e  ivo^e/7  cAoose  /COTEX 

f/ia/f  a//  of  her  sa/7/Yar/  rja^fihhs 



Norman  Corwin  said  goodbye  to  Mrs.  Wendell  Willkie  and  CBS's 
William    Paley    before   setting   off   on    his    four-month    world    tour. 

-with"    ake-up" 
for     our  hair! 

For  after-shampoo  lustre  .  .  .  trust  Mar- 
chand's  Make-TAp  Hair  Rinse.  Swiftly,  effective- 

ly, this  modern  hair  cosmetic  rinses  off  dulling 

soap  film'  and  rinses  on  a  lovely  silken  sheen, 
plus  gleaming  new  color! 

With  its  12  shades  .  .  .  Marchand's  Rinse 
gives  you  your  choice  of  a  variety  of  color 
effects!  No  matter  what  color  your  hair  may  be, 
you  can  highlight  and  flatter  its  natural  tone 
...  or,  with  a  different  Rinse  shade,  give  it  a 
coppery  glow.  Certain  Marchand  Rinse  shades 
even  blend  little  gray  streaks  in  with  the  origi- 

nal hair  color! 

So  easy  to  use  .  .  .  after  every  shampoo. 

Simply  dissolve  a  package  of  Marchand's  Rinse 
in  warm  water  and  brush  or  pour  it  through 
your  hair.  Almost  instantly,  your  hair  glistens 

with  new  color!  And  it's  easier  to  manage,  too. 

Absolutely  harmless  .  .  .  Marchand's  Rinse 
is  as  safe  to  use  as  lemon  or  vinegar.  And  it  does 

so  much  more  for  your  hair!  Not  a  bleach  —  not 

a  permanent  dye  —  this  "make-up"  hair  rinse  is 
made  with  Government-approved  colors. 

),^^/>-'^    
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Made  by  the  Makers  of  Marchand''-  Gol/if>n  Hair  Wash 

WHIT'S  SEW 
irom  Coast  to  (oast 

By 

DALE 
BAXKS 

Dead-Eye  Dick  Powell  is 
back  on  NBC  Sundays  in 
his   Richard    Rogue   role. 

IT  comes  to  our  ears  that  Perry  Como turned  down  several  bids  for  screen 
tests  of  his  son,  Ronald.  Perry  said, 

"When  Ronny  reaches  an  age  of  de- 
cision, if  he  should  then  want  a  the- 

atrical career,  I'll  do  everything  possible 
to  help  him.  Until  then,  he's  going  to 
have  the  happy,  normal  home  life  that 

every  kid  should  have."  To  this  state- 
ment of  Perry's,  we  doff  our  hats.  We 

have  yet  to  see  a  theatrical  child  who's managed  to  come  through  the  peculiar 
— to  put  it  most  mildly — life  that  an 
acting  career  calls  for  without  some 
scars  on  their  unformed  and  unpre- 

pared emotions.  Kids  need  real  love 
and  security,  but,  as  a  rule,  their  char- 

acters are  not  strong  enough  to  take  the 
newspaper  and  magazine  adulation  that 
comes  with  theatrical  success.  Children 
need  a  regular  life  about  which  they 
can  be  certain  at  all  times  and  the  tug- 
o'-war  of  professional  jealousies  and 

I  competition  in  any  theatrical  field  lead 

to  anything  but  a  sense  of  security.  It 
takes  exceptionally  wise  parents  to 
guide  a  child  through  years  of  this  kind 
of  thing.  It  takes  an  even  wiser  parent 
to  avoid  the  whole  business — as  Perry Como    is    doing. 

*  *  * 

Do  something  just  and  fair  and  good 
and  you're  bound  to  bring  a  few  fanat- ics out  into  the  open.  If  anyone  had 
any  doubts  about  the  advisability  of  the 
new  story  line  of  Superman,  those 
doubts  are  all  gone,  now.  Gerald  L.  K. 
Smith  has  added  the  show  to  his  list 
of  hates  and  the  would-be  fuehrer  could 
have  done  nothing  more  calculated  to 
make  the  sponsors,  writers  and  produc- 

ers of  the  show  certain  they  were  on  the 
right  side  of  a  good  fight. 

Sometimes,  fan  mail  is  an  eyeopener 
on  conditions  in  the  country.  Take  for 
instance  the  hundreds  of  letters  coming 
in   from   all    {Continued   on  page    10) 
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MRS.  RANDOLPH    SCOTT- 

delightful  wife  of  the  dashing 

screen  star! 

dolpK  Scolt 

CONSTANCE    LUFT    HUHN, 

Head  of  the  House  of  Tangee 

and  creator  of  the  world  famous 

Tangee  Red-Red  Lipstick  and 

Petal-Finish    Cake   Make-Up. 

IWOIV!  JMetal  Canes 

Tangee  lipsticks  with  ex- 
clusive Satin-Finish  now 

available  in  gleaming, 

delicately  etched  metal 

cases.  They're  lovely! 

^^That's  why  TAI^GEE  RED-RED  gets 

^top  billing'  here  in  Hollyivood!'' 

In  fabulous  Hollywood — where  beauty  is  a  fine  art — 

Tangee  Red-Red  made  innumerable  conquests.  After 
that,  the  rest  of  the  world  was  easy.  Today,  Tangee 

Red-Red  ranks  as  the  most  popular  lipstick  shade  on 
earth  . . .  the  richest,  rarest  red  of  them  all! 

CAKE  MAKE-UP  CAN  BE  i^ERFECTt 

We  know  cake  make-up  can  be  perfect — because 

we've  made  one  that's  one  hundred  percent  right! 
Its  name  is  Tangee  Petal-Finish  Cake  Make-Up,  and 

it's  ideal  in  every  way.  It's  easy  to  apply — makes  a 

perfect  powder  base — stays  on  for  extra  hours  —  is 

designed  to  protect  your  skin  —  and  does  not  make 
you  look  as  if  you  were  wearing  a  mask. 

and  see  noyv  oeautiiul  you  can  be 



Stronger  Grip 

Won't  Slip  Out 

10 

Try  again  next  time  if  your  store 
is  out  of  VeCong  Bob  Pms  today. 

We're  making  more  now,  but  still 
not  en«ugh  to  meet  the  demand. 

Janet  Waldo  (CBS's  Corliss  Archer)  helps 
Sharon  Douglas  of  NBC's  Life  of  Riley  try 
on  some  of  Sharon's  bridal  shower  finery. 

I 
Vincent  Pellitier  is  Robin,  the 

Crime  Guide,  on  Mutual's  Call- 
ing All  Detectives,  Saturdays. 

(Continued  from  page  8)  over  the 
United  States  in  response  to  that  Caval- 

cade of  America  broadcast  on  Alco- 
holics Anonymous.  Hundreds  of  wives 

are  asking  for  copies  of  the  script,  be- 
cause they  want  their  husbands  to 

know  more  about  the  organization. 
Briefly,  Alcoholics  Anonymous  is  an 

organization  of  alcoholics,  who've  got together  to  help  one  another  through 
bad  spells  of  drinking  and  to  aid  each 
other  in  curing  themselves  of  what 
used  to  be  called  a  habit,  but  has 
since  come  to  be  recognized  as  a  sick- 

ness. The  organization  has  a  number  of 
cures  to  its  credit  and  many  more  in  the 
offing.  Just  as  an  odd  footnote — many  of 
the  most  difficult  cases  began  during 
Prohibition  days. 

*  *  * 
Another  revelation  as  to  things  by 

and  large  in  the  country  comes  in  the 
fan  mail  to  the  Bride  and  Groom  show. 
An  average  of  ten  to  twelve  letters  a 
week  comes  to  the  supervisor  of  the 
show  asking  the  directors  to  find  a  hus- 

band, or  wife,  for  the  writer. 
As  a  touch  of  humor  in  this,  John 

Nelson,  emcee  of  Bride  and  Groom,  re- 
ports that  he  has  received  the  request 

of  all  requests  in  his  mail  bag.  An  as- 
trologer in  Youngstown,  Ohio,  asked 

him  to  give  the  birthplace  of  the  bride 
and  groom  over  the  air,  so  he  could  de- 

termine whether  the  bridal  couple  were 
"attuned  to  each  other  properly  and 

astrologically." *  *  * 
Did  you  know  that  Connee  Boswell  is 

an  outstanding  artist  in  more  ways  than 
one?  The  popular  singer  is  a  self-taught 
painter  in  oils  and  her  paintings  are 
given  valued  and  honored  space  on  the 
walls  of  a  number  of  celebrities  in  the 
entertainment  world. 

*  *  * 

Another  art  note — Hildegarde  is  hav- 
ing a  portrait  painted  by  the  famous 

artist,  John  Groth.  Hildegarde  has  been 
approached  by  artists  before,  but  she  is 
too  restless  and  busy  to  sit  for  a  por- 

trait. Groth,  however,  works  from 
sketches  and  requires  no  posing.  He 
made  his  sketches  sitting  in  a  front  row 

seat  at  several  of  Hildegarde's  broad- casts. 

One  CBS  staffer — whose  name  shall 
not  be  mentioned  here — feels  like  cut- 

ting his  throat  at  this  moment.  Seems 
he  took  a  little  long  on  the  revisions  of 
his  book  on  radio,  with  the  result  that 
it  came  out  two  weeks  after  "The  Huck- 

sters" and  missed  out  on  all  the  pub- 
licity and  exploitation  which  has  been 

making  "The  Hucksters"  a  best  seller. *  *  * 
It  used  to  be  that  when  a  favorite 

radio  star  so  much  as  cleared  his  throat, 
cough  remedies  from  solicitous  listen- 

ers would  pour  in  from  every  state  in 
the  Union.  The  practice  of  sending  gifts 
is  slowly  dying  out,  however.  But  radio 
stars  still  treasure  some  of  the  uncon- 

ventional gifts  which  descended  on 
them  via  the  mails. 

Some  are  highly  valuable — like  the 
rare  set  of  moon-and-star  glassware 
which  an  elderly  lady  from  the  South 
sent  to  Kate  Smith  a  few  years  ago. 
When  Kate,  who  collects  antique  glass- 

ware, wrote  the  lady  and  insisted  on 
paying  for  the  magnificent  pieces,  the 
woman  wouldn't  hear  of  it.  "It's  worth 
more  than  any  price  to  me,"  the  lady 
wrote,  "to  know  that  my  cherished 
glassware  will  be  in  the  hands  of  some- 

one who  will  appreciate  it.  My  own 

children  think  it's  junk." Some  gifts  have  unusual  backgrounds, 
like  the  one  received  by  Paul  Lavalle 
last  year.  It's  a  baton  carved  and  sent 
to  him  by  a  GI  and  the  wood,  the  soldier 
wrote,  was  from  an  L.T.C.  which  was 
wrecked  during  D-Day  operations. 

*  *  * 

Have  you  heard  Guy  Lombardo's 
recording  of  "Rita  Went  to  Rio"?  That 
disc  marks  a  turning  point  in  Don  Rod- 

ney's career.  Don,  who  is  Guy's  vocal- ist, has  written  (.Continued  on  page  12) 
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2  BookslbuWaiit 
HERE  is  an  amazing  offer  from  "America's  Biggest  Bargain 

Book  Club!"  Select  TWO  FREE  BOOKS  from  the  six 
shown  below.  Choose  any  ONE  of  these  three  sensational 
best-sellers — PLUS  any  ONE  of  these  three  world  master- 

pieces. BOTH  books  are  yours  Absolutely  FREE — as  new  mem- 
bership gifts  !     Take  advantage  of  this  sensational  offer  NOW ! 

THE  STRANGE  WOMAN 
By   Ben   Ames   Williams 

ANGEL  OR  DEVIL— WHICH  WAS 
SHE?  To  her  New  England  world.  Jen- ny Hager  was  a 
righteous  woman. But  to  the  eight 
men  who  really 
knew  her  —  father, 
husbands,  sons,  lov- ers—  this  Maine 
Cleopatra  was  a 
shameless,  passion- 

ate she-devil!  You'll 
gasp  at  this  unfor- 

gettable character — soon  to  be  portrayed 
by  HEDY  LAMARR 
in  a  million-dollar 
United  Artists  pro- ,  duction! 

HEui   I  11/  nil 
atar  of    UnUed   Artista 

THE  FOXES  OF  HARROW 
By   Frank   Yerby 

Devil-may-care  Stephen  Fox  landed 
in  New  Orleans  with^  ten-dollar  gold- 

piece,  a  pearl  stick- 
pin —  and  a  swag- 

gering audacity.  But 
he  gambled  his  way 
to    wealth    —    won 
the  blue-blooded 
Odalie  —  then  her 
sister,  Aurore — and I      finally,     the    sultry 

,'  Desiree.      A     best- 
y     seller    at    $3.00    in 

.-•^     publisher's  edition! 

BEFORE  THE  SUN 

GOES  DOWN 
By  Elizabeth   Metiger  Howard 

HE  KNEW  THE  WHOLE 
TOWN'S  SECRETS!  As  a  physi- 

cian, Dan  Field  knew  the  intimate 
lives  and  loves  of  everyone  in  Wil- 
lowspring.  Yet  he 
hid  a  burning  secret 

of  his  own — a  for- 
bidden love  for  the 

one  woman  he  could 

not  have!     "GEE! What      a      swell 
book!"      says      the 
Chicago  Sun  of  this 
novel  —  winner    of 
$145,000     in     cash nr'zesi 
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SHORT    STORIES    OF 

DE  MAUPASSANT 
OVER  50  TALES  OF  LOVE  AND 
PASSION!  Exciting  tales  of  love, 
hate,  intrigue,  passion,  madness  and 
jealousy — all  complete  and  unexpur- 
gated,  the  frankest, 
most  daring  stories 
of  their  kind  ever 
written! 

Read  all  the  best  j 
works      that     have  J 

made    De    Maupas- 
sant "father  of  the^ 

modern        short 

story." 

I  AND I   ALSO  CHOOSE 
ANY  ONE  OF 

MASTERP/fCEs 

THE  HUNCHBACK  OF  NOTRE 

DAME 
By  Victor  Hugo 

STRANGEST  LOVE  TRIANGLE  IN 
ALL  FICTION!  Esmeralda,  alluring 
gypsy  dancing  girl, aroused  smoldering 

passions  wherever she  went.  Strangest 
of  all  who  loved  her 
were  the  archdea- con Frolic,  and  the 
pitiful  hunchback, 

Quasimodo. In  all  fiction  you 
won't  find  a  strang- 

er  love   story  than  jf' this  stirring  drama,  hu 

i 

JANE  EYRE 

By  Charlotte  Bronte 
WHAT  TERRIBLE  SECRET  CURSED 
HIS  LOVE?  His  wife  was  driven  mad 
by  her  own  excesses. 
Then — a  French  danc- 

ing girl,  a  Viennese milliner,  a  Neapolitan 
countess — and  at  last 
he  forsook  them  all 
for  the  one  woman  he 
adored — a  girl  barely 

more  than  a  child.  '" 
What    terrible    secret  /  ne 

tore  them  apart?  9,''"^'  ' ilZ  e%-° 

^fVRF, 

Which    2    Do    You    Want    FREE? 
NOW  is  the  most  opportune  moment  of  all  to 

begin  your  membership  in  the  Book  League 
of  America!  Because  NOW — New  Members  are 
entitled  to  a  FREE  COPY  of  any  one  of  three 
widely  acclaimed  best-sellers  (shown  at  left, 
above),  and  at  the  same  time,  ALSO  A  FREE 
COPY  of  any  one  of  THREE  recognized  world 
masterpieces  (shown  at  the  right,  above).  TWO 
BOOKS  FREE — just  for  joining  "America's  Big- 

gest Bargain  Book  Club!" 
The  Best  of  the  New — AND   of  the   Old 

Each  month  ONE  of  the  Book  League's  selec- 
tions is  a  modern  best-seller  by  a  famous  author 

like  Ben  Ames  Williams,  Somerset  Maugham, 
Ernest  Hemingway — selling  for  $2.50  and  up  in 
the  oublisher's  edition. 
AND  EVERY  MONTH  YOU  RECEIVE  A 

BONUS  BOOK — a  master  of  immortal  literature. 
These  classics  are  uniformly  bound.  They  grow 
into  a  handsome  lifetime  matched  library.  The 
great  authors  in  this  series  include  Shakespeare, 
Poe,  Balzac,  Zola,  etc. 

This  club  builds  for  you  a  library  containing 
the  best  of  the  new  best-sellers  AND  the  best  of 
the  older  masterpieces. 

You  Do   NOT  Have  to  Take   Every  Selection 
The  NEW  book  plus  the  BONUS  book  sent  you 

each  month  are  valued  at  $3.50  to  $4.00  in  the  pub- 
lisher's edition.  But  you  get  BOTH  for  only 

$1.49! You  do  NOT  have  to  accept  each  monthly  selec- 
tion and  BONUS  book;  only  six  of  your  own 

choice  during  the  year  to  fulfill  your  membership 

requirement.  Each  month  the  Club's  "Review" 
describes  a  number  of  other  popular  best-sellers; 
so  that,  if  you  prefer  one  of  these  to  the  regular 
Selection,  you  may  choose  it  instead.  There  are 
no  membership  dues;  no  further  cost  or  obligation. 

Accept  This  Trial   Membership — No   Obligation 

Send  the  coupon  without  money.  Simply  write 
on  the  coupon  your  choice  from  each  of  the  two 
groups  of  books  shown  above.  Read  these  two  gift 
books  for  five  days.  If  they  do  not  convince  you 
that  this  IS  "America's  Biggest  Bargain  Book 
Club,"  simply  return  them;  pay  nothing.  But  if 
these  volumes  DO  demonstrate  that  subscribing 
to  the  Book  League  is  the  wisest  move  a  reader  can 
make  today,  then  keep  them  as  a  gift;  your  sub- 

scription will  begin  with  next  month's  new  selec- tion and  BONUS  book.  Mail  coupon  for  your 
TWO  FREE  BOOKS  NOW!  BOOK  LEAGUE 
OF  AMERICA,  Dept.  MWG  9,  Garden  City, N.  Y. 

Mail  this  Coupon  to 

BOOK  LEAGUE  OF  AMERICA 

Dept.  MWG  9,  Garden  City,  N.  Y. 
Send  me  FREE— these  2  books   (write  TITLES  below): 

(Choose  one  from  best-sellers  at  left  of  pa^e) 

(Choose  one  from  classics  siiown  at  right  of  pag:e)" Within  5  days  I  may  return  them  if  I  wish,  without  cost 
or  obligation.  Otherwise,  I  will  keep  them  as  a  eift  and 
continue  to  receive  forthcomin°r  new  monthly  selections 
and  B(DNt;S  books— at  only  SI. 49  plus  few  cents  postasre for  BOTH    books. 

However.  I  do  NOT  have  to  accept  each  month's  new selection  and  BONUS  book:  only  six  of  my  own  choice 
during  the  year  to  fulfill  mv  membership  requirement.  Each 
month  I  will  receive  the  Club's  "Review"  describing  a number  of  other  popular  best-sellers:  so  that  if  I  prefer  one 
of  these  to  the  regular  Selection.  I  may  choose  it  instead. 
There  are  no  membership  dues  for  me  to  pay:  no  further cost   or  obligation. 

MR. MRS   MISS 
(Please  print  plainly) 

ADDRESS   
Zone  No. 

CITY   (if     any)   STATE   If  under  21, 

Occupation   age,  please   
a  HANDSOME  DE  LUXE  BINDING:  Check  box  if  you  wish 
your  masterpieces  (monthly  BONUS  books)  in  stimulated leather,  silver  stamped,  for  only  40c  extra  monthly.  We 
will  then  also  send  you.  in  this  same  binding,  your  FRJEE 
copv  of  the  classic  you  choose. 

Slightly  hiiher  in  Canada:  Addresa  tQ5  Bond  St..  Toronto  S.  Canada 



Ready,  get  set  for  a  smoother,  dewy- 
fresh  skin— in  spite  of  burning  sun 
and  dirt  that  clogs  pore  openings. 
Spread  White  Clay  Pack  over  clean 
face  and  neck.  Relax,  as  this  quick- 
acting  beauty  mask  stimulates  tired 
skin— as  it  helps  dislodge  dry,  aging 
top  flakes,  blackheads. 

^2  ^^Vfe  Wa^  S'ac^ 
When  mask  has  set  ( about  8  minutes ) 
wash  off  with  clear  cold  water.  Then  see 

the  radiant  new  glow  in  your  skin  — 

coaxed  there  by  White  Clay  Pack's  gentle 
blushing  action.  Feel  its  satiny  texture 

.  .  .  ready  to  take  fresh  make-up  with 
smooth  flattery. 

Don't  miss  a  day  of  protective  care  for 
your  new-found  beauty.  Pat  on  Hopper 
Homogenized  Facial  Cream  with  up- 

ward, outward  strokes  (see  diagram). 
Cleanses,  lubricates,  softens  —  leaves 
skin  smooth  for  make-up.  For  dry  skin: 
a  thin  film  of  Cream  at  bedtime  helps 
to  discourage  tiny  lines. 
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A  pretty  picture— you  and  your  smoother 
complexion ! 

P.  S.  Here's  another  hot  weather  hint  to 
help  your  skin  feel  fresh  and  cool. 
Squeeze  out  pad  of  cotton  in  ice  water. 
Saturate  with  Hopper  Astringent  Skin 
Freshener.  Pat  upward  over  clean  face 
and  neck  to  remove  excess  oil  and  dirt. 

Sold  at  leading  cosmetic  counters..* 

25^,  60^,  $1.00  sizes 

Sad  Sack — Herb  Vigran — ^holds  down 
Sinatra's  CBS  spot  for  the  summer. 

{Continued  from  page  10)  a  number  of 
songs  that  never  got  anywhere  and  he 
was  getting  to  the  stage  of  thinking 
that  his  song  w^riting  would  never  be 
anything  but  so  much  musical  doodling, 

until  Guy  happened  to  hear  him  hum- 
ming this  tune  and  got  excited  about 

it.   Now,  nothing  can  stop  Don. *  *  * 

Ever  had  "sitter"  trouble?  If  you 
have,  you  can  appreciate  the  spot 
Johnny  Coons  (he  plays  Johnny  Jensen 
in  Bachelor's  Children)  and  his  wife 
found  themselves  in,  when  they  got  a 

last  minute  call  canceling  their  "sitter". 
Johnny's  wife  moaned  that  only  Super- man could  find  another  sitter  at  that 
hour,  which  made  Johnny  reply  that 
Jack  Armstrong,  the  AU-American  Boy, 
could  probably  do  it  faster.  Ten  min- 

utes later,  Jack  Armstrong,  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  in  the  person  of  Charlie 
Flynn,  who  plays  the  air  role,  arrived 
in  person  to  sit  for  his  friends. *  *  * 

Talking  to  Patti  Clayton,  we  dis- 
covered that  she's  started  something 

among  her  fan  clubs  that  should  be  a 
nation-wide  project  among  all  clubs  of 
that  kind.  All  members  of  the  Patti 
Clayton  clubs  have  been  given  pledges, 
which  they  take  from  door  to  door 
throughout  their  communities  asking 
people  to  sign,  stating  they  will  observe 
wheatless  Tuesdays,  Wednesdays  and 
Thursdays.    A  good  way  to  spend  time 
and  help  save  millions  of  lives. *  *         * 

Unusual  as  it  may  sound,  Carl  Bris- 

son,  debonair  idol  of  New  York's smarter  night  club  set  and  star  of 
Mutual's  A  Voice  in  the  Night,  says  that 
most  of  his  fan  mail  comes  from  men. 
With  a  believe-it-or-not  smile,  Carl 
says  the  men  want  to  know  how  he 
keeps  his  trim  figure  and  a  practically 

stock  question,  "How  old  are  you — 
really?"  The  stock  question  gets  a 
stock  answer  from  Carl — "How  old  do 
you  think  Rosalind  Russell's  father-in- 

law  would  be?" 
*  •         * 

Another  old  straw  going  down  the 
drain!  According  to  Ray  Shaw,  who 
specializes  in  sculpturing  famous  hands, 
long,  slender  fingers  do  not  necessarily 
mean  artistic  ability.  Miss  Shaw  has 
sculptured  the  hands  of  many  famous 
musicians  and  she  declares  that  almost. 
without  exception — short  fingers! *  *         * 

Robert    Merrill,    latest    love    of    the 

i 
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bobby  soxers  who  manages  to  bowl  over 
the  serious-music  minded  older  folks, 
too,  got  himself  in  solid  with  high  school 
editors,  recently.  He  was  being  inter- 

viewed by  a  flock  of  the  kid  editors, 
who  went  overboard  for  his  informality 
and  simplicity.  But  what  really  got 
them  was  his  answer,  when  they  asked 
him  what  his  favorite  subject  had  been 
when  he  was  going  to  high  school.    Bob 

grinned  and  answered,  "Lunch." *  *         * 
Maybe  you  think  that  writing  for 

radio — or  anything  else  for  that  matter 
— is  just  a  job  of  sitting  down  and  writ- 

ing. Not  at  all.  Depending  on  your 
subject,  of  course,  sometimes  it  takes 
hours  and  days  and  even  weeks  of 
research  before  you  can  think  of  writing 
a  word.  Ask  Mort  Lewis,  who  scripts 
the  Jonathan  Trimble,  Esq.  show.  His 
life  is  one  long  session  after  another  in 
the  Library  research  room,  finding  out 
facts  like  what  make  of  automobile  was 
leading  the  horseless  carriage  field  in 
1905,  whether  belles  of  the  period  wore 
rats  in  their  hair,  and  just  how  much 
ankle  showed  below  their  bathing  suits. 
A  while  ago,  however,  Lewis  got  a 

break.  He  was  just  about  to  leave  for 
the  Library  to  find  out  about  telephones 
in  1905,  when  a  repairman  arrived  to 

check  an  out-of-order  phone  in~  his house.  The  man  turned  out  to  be  a 
40-year  veteran  of  the  telephone  service 
and  he  was  a  gold-mine  of  information. 
He  recalled  from  his  personal  experi- 

ence that  back  in  the  good  old  days 
telephone  service  included  weather  re- 

ports and  crop  reports,  and  special 

telephone  "broadcasts"  of  gramophone records. *  *         * 
Billie  Burke  takes  great  pride  in  the 

fact  that  she  looks  almost  exactly  like 
her  late  grandmother,  Cecilia  Flood 
Beatty.  The  pride  comes  from  Billie 

Burke's  admiration  for  her  grand- 
mother, who  lived  in  New  Orleans  and, 

like  Harriet  Beecher  Stowe,  was  a  cru- 
sader against  slavery.  The  proof  that 

Billie  looks  like  her  grandmother  is 
more  than  family  legend.  Billie  has  a 
beautiful  portrait  of  Mrs.  Beatty,  which 
is  one  of  her  most  cherished  possessions. *  *         * 

Paul  Whiteman  is  always  improving 
things  around  the  broadcasting  studios. 
If  he  doesn't  stop  soon,  his  studio  will 
be  so  cluttered  with  gadgets  there  won't 

Milton  Berle  is  the  judge  on   CBS's 
new  Court  of  Petty  Grievances  show. 

Stops 

Versvit^^^^  Troubles 
jFastei* THAN  YOU  SLIP  INTO  YOUR  SWIM  SUIT 

I' 

On  every  count  tests^  show  new, 
super-fast  Odorono  Cream  Deodorant 
meets  highest  standards  in  entire  deo- 

dorant field. 

Worhs  better  every  way  for  it  con- 

tains science's  most  effective  perspira- 
tion stopper.  Instantly,  safely  puts  a 

stop  to  all  perspiration  troubles.  One 
application  gives  unfailing  protection 
up  to  3  days. 

Guaranteed  longer  lasting*  —  non- 
giU^^y  to  bottom  of  jar.  Always  gentle 
to  skin  and  fine  fabrics. 

ISo  other  cream  deodorant  offers  so 
much  to  women  who  know  that  their 

present  deodorant  is  getting  less  and 
less  effective.  So  compare!  See  how 
much  faster  Odorono  Cream  Deodo- 

rant works,  how  much  longer  it  affords 

protection. 

ODORO-DO C^EAM   DEOBORA^T 
Also  59*;  and  W 

Plus  Federal  Tox 

♦Money  back  guarantee  if  any  jar  does  not  last  longer  than  any  other  leading  cream  deodorant 
brand.  Send  jar  to  Odorono,  Inc.,  Stamford,  Conn.  tMade   in   Northam  Warren   laboratories. 
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The  Care  and  Feeding 
of  Fine  Furniture 

/•  Fine  woods  are  like  people— 
they  need  nourishment  to  keep 
them  from  cracking  and  drying  out. 

Best  diet  is  a  daily  dusting  with  a 

few  drops  of  O-Cedar  All -Purpose 

Polish  on  your  dust  cloth.  It's  the 
famous  polish  with  the  triple-action. 

Cleans,  polishes  and  protects— dXi  at 
the  same  time. 

4^>  Is  your  furniture  streaked  ?  Or 

gummed?  Don't  choke  the  poor 
thing  with  too  much  polish  — or  a 
heavy,  sticky  polish.  Wash  off  old, 
caked  streaks.  Then  switch  to  your 

mother's  old  favorite  — O- Cedar 
All -Purpose  Polish  — for  proper 
care.  It  leaves  furniture  with  a  clean, 

gleaming  finish  that's  perfect! 

Ot  Spot-and-scratch  ailments.  Try 

O-Cedar  All-Purpose  Polish  on  a 

dampened  cloth.  It's  a  wonder- worker for  watermarks  and  minor 

scratches.  (If  the  mar  goes  deep, 

use  O-Cedar  Touch-up  Polish,  ac- 
cording to  directions  on  the  bottle.) 

O-Cedar  Polishes  are  used  by  more 
homemakers  than  any  other  brand. 

TT.  Hint  for  ashes.  Wide,  flat  ash- 

trays help  a  lot.  Afterwards,  "damp 
dust"  with  a  cloth  moistened  with 
O-Cedar  Polish.  It  wipes  up  dirt 

and  ashes  in  jig-time,  without  scat- 
tering them  into  the  cracks  and 

crannies.  Use  it  on  your  dust  mop, 

too.  Remember,  it's  O-Cedar— "the 

greatest  help  in  housekeeping." 

ALL-PURPOSE  POLISH 
CLEANS  -  POLISHES  -  PROTECTS 

IF  YOU  PREFER  A  CREAM  POLISH -say  O-Cedar,  too.  ■ 
Quick  —  easy  —  no  rubbing  — to  make  refrigerators, 
Venetian  blinds,  woodwork  and  other  surfaces  gleam ! 

O-Cedar  Corp'n,  Chicago,  Illinois;  Toronto,  Canada. 

CEDAR  "THE   GREATEST   HELP    IN    HOUSEKEEPING" 

Tom  Howard  is  quizmaster  of  Pays  To 
Be  Ignorant;  daughter  Ruth  writes  it. 

be  room  for  the  musicians.  His  latest 
invention,  like  all  the  rest  of  them,  is 

designed  to  make  for  better  broadcast- 
ing. It  seems  there  are  five  members 

of  the  10-man  choir,  who,  willy-nilly 
have  their  backs  to  him,  so  Pops  had  a 
special  music  stand  faced  with  mirrors 
built,  so  these  five  men  can  see  him 
while  he's  directing. ■K  *  * 

It's  time  for  a  zany  note  and  we  can 
think  of  no  one  better  suited  to  supply 
it  than  Ed  (Fire  Chief)  Wynn.  Wynn 

says  he's  just  completed  two  inventions which  he  believes  will  go  a  long  way 
toward  making  a  lot  of  the  little  men 
in  the  street  a  good  deal  happier.  One 
revolutionizes  the  sport  of  fishing. 
Wynn  cuts  a  plug  of  chewing  tobacco 
into  small  cubes,  weights  them  and 
tosses  them  into  the  lake.  The  fish  chew 
the  chunks  of  tobacco  and  when  they 
come  up  to  spit,  Wynn  hits  them  on  the 
head.  The  other  invention  is  a  new 

type   Wall   Street  ticker — it   automati- 

NBC   youngster  Anne  Francis   has   a 
seven-year    motion    picture    contract. 



cally  switches  from  tape  to  rope,  when 
the  bottom  falls  out  of  the  market. *         *         * 
The  art  of  being  an  undertaker  is 

really  a  grave  responsibility,  accord- 
ing to  Digby  "Digger"  O'Dell,  the 

friendly  undertaker  on  the  Life  of  Riley 
show.  Digger  ought  to  know,  because 
the  Undertaker  Association  of  America 
has  elected  him  its  honorary  spokesman. 

GOSSIP  FROM  HERE  AND  THERE 
.  .  .  Chances  are  that  Sammy  Kaye  will 

turn  movie  producer  in  a  big  way.  He's 
got  plans  to  turn  out  a  Class  A  movie 
based  on  his  So  You  Want  to  Lead  a 
Band  idea  .  .  .  Perry  Como  is  scheduled 
to  write  a  monthly  column  on  radio 
and  music  for  that  new  magazine  Songs 
.  .  .  Young  Widder  Brown  has  embarked 
on  its  tenth  year  on  the  air  .  .  .  Merrill 
Mueller,  NBC  commentator,  has  been 
elected  vice-president  of  the  Foreign 
Correspondents'  Association  in  London .  .  .  Believe  it  or  not,  movie  and  radio 
tough  guy  from  Brooklyn,  Leo  Gorcey, 

Alice  Reinheart  and  Les  Tremayne  are 

MBS's    detectives    Abbott,     Sundays. 

spends  his  spare  time  writing  poetry 
and  painting  ...  Such  is  fame!  We 
hear  rumors  that  a  community  in  South 
Texas  will  incorporate  a  village  named 
Claghorn  and  name  one  of  its  streets 
Allen's  Alley  .  .  .  Radio  departments  of 
big  advertising  agencies  are  being 
shaved  of  a  lot  of  staffers  because  of 
decline  in  business.  Aspirin  is  the  order 
of  the  day  .  .  .  Life  of  Riley  may  be 
coming  out  in  a  comic  book  magazine 
as  a  strip  soon  .  .  .  Burl  Ives,  the  bal- 
ladeer,  is  working  on  a  new  Walt  Dis- 

ney film  called  "How  Dear  to  My 
Heart."  This  is  something  special  in 
Disney  pictures,  incidentally,  since  it 
will  be  a  live  movie,  with  only  300  feet 
of  cartoon  film  in  it  .  .  .  Superman  has 
zoomed  to  top  place  in  Hooper  rating 
for  juvenile  shows,  since  it  started  its 
campaign  for  tolerance.  Radio  would 
really  be  on  its  way  up  if  more  serials 
started  to  use  their  time  for  constructive 
idea-spreading,  instead  of  mere  enter- 

tainment which  sometimes  doesn't  come 
off  anyway.  However,  we  know  that's 
asking  a  lot  .  .  .  The  Breakfast  Club 
is  in  its  14th  year,  now,  and  promises 
to  go  on  in  popularity  as  long  as  there's 
radio  .  .  .  We're  no  enemy  of  progress, 
though — we'd  like  to  see  some  of  the 
newer  shows  last  that  long. 

I 

Do  your  dirtiest  housework . . .  and 

still  have  hands  "soft  as  sleep *L 
Scrub  and  scour  till  your  home  is  shining  bright . . . 

but  help  keep  your  hands  happy  with  rich-as-cream 
Pacquins  Hand  Cream!  Shoos  away  redness,  dryness. 
Makes  hands  feel  comfy  as  a  kitten  on  a  cushion! 

Doctors  and  Nurses  use  Pacquins 
It  was  originally  formulated  for  them  because  their 
hands  take  such  a  beating... in  and  out  of  water  thirty 
to  forty  times  a  day!  There  was  a  crying  need  for  an 
extra-rich  cream  that  would  turn  the  trick  in  a  twinkle 
.  . .  leave  hands  softer,  smoother,  whiter.  Pacquins  does 
just  that ...  so  convenient  to  use  too!  No  spilling . . . 
no  waste.  Pick  up  a  jar  of  snowy  Pacquins,  today! 

HAND    CREAM 

Creamy-smooth  .  .  .  not  sticky,  not 
greasy.  More  hands  use  Pacquins  than 
any  other  hand  cream  in  the  world. 

AT   ANY   DRUG,   DEPARTMENT,   OR   TEN-CENT   STORE 
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Fainily  Group  One :  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Edgar  Bergen, 
new-addition   Candice,  and   Charley,  of   course. 

WHAT'S    ]VEW    from    Coast    to    Coast 

APPARENTLY,  the  squeeze  is  on  in  radio — and 
/\  there's  a  good  bit  of  concern  about  it  in  AFRA 
•^■^  circles.  (AFRA  stands  for  the  American  Fed- 

eration of  Radio  Artists.)  Already  it  has  been  an- 
nounced that  several  of  the  big  star  shows  will  not 

return  to  the  air  this  fall.  It  seems  that  big  adver- 
tisers have  been  cutting  down  their  radio  budgets, 

turning  down  big  package  shows  (package  shows  are 
entire  productions  sold  complete  to  the  advertiser) 
and  substituting  more  and  more  audience  participa- 

tion programs. 
Now,  maybe  lots  of  listeners  like  these  audience 

participation  shows.  There's  something  very  grati- 
fying, perhaps,  about  hearing  someone  else  being 

shown  up  as  a  goof,  or  flopping  on  the  $32  question, 
or  even  making  out  well  in  the  end.  But  consider 
it  from  the  actor's  point  of  view.  Quiz  shows  and 
other  audience  participation  shows  require  very 
little  trained  talent. 

It  used  to  be  that  there  were  only  one  or  two 

Two:   Bill  Bendix  and   Stephanie, 
17    months,    Lorraine,    17    years. 
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Three:  Ed  "Archie"  Gardner  with 
his  small  son   and  their  best  pal. 

Four:  Three  young  Linkletters — Art  Jr.,  Dawn,  Robert, 
with  their  daddy,  of  CBS's  daily  House  Party  program. 

such  shows  a  day  and  those  mainly  on  the  air  during 
the  evening.  Actors  were  able  to  make  a  fairly  re- 

spectable living,  working  on  the  daily  script  shows. 
A  word  about  that,  too.  It  seems  that  according  to 
a  survey  made  by  AFRA,  almost  85  percent  of  the 
membership  earns  less  than  $2,000  a  year,  which  is 
certainly  no  amount  to  get  starry-eyed  about,  is  it? 
Now,  audience  participation  shows  are  being  spotted 
all  over  the  dial  and  all  through  the  broadcasting 
hours,  so  that  trained  talent  is  used  even  less  and 
that  $2,000  average  is  going  lower. 

It's  something  for  anyone  who  is  interested  in  and 
hopeful  for  the  future  of  radio  to  keep  in  mind.  If 
the  situation  gets  much  worse,  writers  (who  are 
also  not  needed  on  such  shows)  and  actors  will  drift 
away  from  radio  and  the  industry,  which  during 
the  war  showed  signs  of  really  growing  up  and  be- 

coming a  serious  and  mature  artistic  and  educational 
and  information  medium,  will  deteriorate  into  some- 

thing which  is  less  in  stature  than  vaudeville  in  its 
most  feeble  days. 



The  doctor 
makes  his  rounds 

#  Wherever  he  goes,  he  is  welcome  .  .  .  his  life  is 
dedicated  to  serving  others.  Not  all  his  calls  are 

associated  with  illness.  He  is  often  friend  and  coun- 
selor. His  satisfactions  in  life  are  reflected  in  the 

smiling  faces  of  youngsters  like  this  one  below,  and 
of  countless  others  whom  he  has  long  attended. 

Yes,  the  doctor  represents  an  honored  profession 

...  his  professional  reputation  and  his  record  of  ser- 
vice are  his  most  cherished  possessions. 

R  J.  Reynoldi)  Tobacco  Company,  ^\'inston- Salem.  North  Carolina 

More  Doctors  smoke  camels 
Accordmg 
to  arece/it 
A/attmwide 

sur^e,..   THAN  ANY  OTHER  CIGARETTE 

•  "What  cigarette  do  you  smoke,  Doctor.?" 
That  vs'as  the  gist  of  the  question  put  to  113,597 

doctors  from  coast  to  coast  in  a  recent  survey  by 
three  independent  research  groups. 

More  doctors  named  Camels  than  any  other 
cigarette. 

If  you're  a  Camel  smoker,  this  definite  prefer- 
ence for  Camels  among  physicians  will  not  surprise 

you.  If  not,  then  by  all  means  try  Camels.  Try 
them  for  taste  ....  for  your  throat  (see  right). 

Camels Cosfiier 
Tobaccos 

Your  "  T-Zone"  Will  Tell  You . . 

The  "T-Zone"-T for  taste  and  T  for 

throat  — is  your  own 

proving    ground    for 
any  cigarette.  For 

only    yoi(r    taste 
and  yovr  throat 
can  decide  which 

cigarette 
tastes  best  to 

you  .  .  .  and how  it  affects 

your  throat. 



l\o  other  shcinipoo 

leawes  ^our  hair 

so  lustrous,  ^et  so 

eus^  to  munaqe? 

Sliining  hair  jeweled  with  myriad  highlights! 

Cileaming  hair  smooth  as  satin  and 

beautifully  behaved!  Tliat's  Drene-lmely 
hair.  \es,  whatever  its  color,  you  reveal  all 

the  natural  beauty  of  your  hair,  all 

its  dazzling  sheen  . .  .  when  you  use 

Drene  with  Hair  Conditioning  action. 

"Your  hair  is  truly  your  crowning  glory." 
says  famous  Magazine  Cover  Girl  and  Drene 

Girl  Carole  Crowther,  "if  you  keep  it 

lustrous-smooth  .  .  .  and  wear  it  becomingly." 
Here,  Carole  shows  you  these  glamorous 

hair-dos  you  can  try  at  home 
or  ask  your  beauty  shop  to  do. 

Your  hair  is  far  silkier,  smoother  and 

easier  to  manage  when  you  use  toda\  "s improved  Drene  with  Hair  Conditioning 
action.  And  the  very  first  time  you  Drene  your 

hair,  you  completely  remove  unsightly 
dandruff.  No  other  shampoo  leaves  your  hair 

so  lustrous,  yet  so  e^sy  to  manage. 

A    SWEETEST  MUSIC  EVER  when  he  tells 

you  how  lovely  you  look  with  this  shining 

cap  coiffure.  "Like  to  try  a  short  hair-do," 
asks  Carole,"\vithout  snipping  a  single  hair?" 
First  Drene  your  Hair  to  bring  out  all  its  natu- 

ral gleam ...  as  much  as  33  percent  more 

lustre  than  with  any  soap  or  soap  shampoo.  Since 
Drene  is  not  a  soap  shampoo,  it  never  leaves  any 
dulling  film  as  all  soaps  do.  Now  center-part 
hair  to  nape  of  neck.  Comb  long  ends  on 
each  side  into  a  single  curl -and  pin  under  bot- 

tom wave.  Presto !  A  make-believe  short-cut ! 

i!^hanipcN>  iwifh 

Hair  Condlfioiiiiiq  ̂ ctinn 

A  HER  DOG  A  CHAMPION,  Carole  beams 
happily  and  looks  ever  so  beautiful  with  this 

stunning  upsweep!  "It's  a  joy  to  fix  your  hair," 
she  says,  "when  you  use  Drene  with  Hair  Con- 

ditioning action."  Easy  to  comb  into  smooth, 
shining  neatness.  Gather  all  hair  to  crown  and 
tie  securely.  Comb  back  hair  into  a  circular 
roll  and  front  hair  into  half  a  dozen  small  curls. 
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THE  most  vital  problem  fac
ing 

the  American  'people  today  is 
the  use  of  atomic  energy.  It  is 

now  a  year  since  the  first  atomic 

homh  was  dropped  on  Hiroshima, 

where  its  fearful  destruction  was 

largely  instrumental  in  bringing 

the  war  with  Japan  to  a  sudden 

close;  but  the  question  "What  are 
we  to  do  with  the  atom^ic  hom,b?" 
has  not  yet  been  answered.  To 

inform  its  millions  of  listeners  on 

this  supremely  important  subject, 

CBS  presented  an  hour-long 

broadcast  under  the  title  Opera- 
tion Crossroads.  The  condensation 

of  Operation  Crossroads  which 

follows,  published  by  Radio  Mir- 
ror for  the  benefit  of  readers  who 

did  not  hear  this  enlightening 

broadcast,  is  in  the  form  of  ques- 

tion-and-answer  dialogues  be- 
tween the  various  speakers.  The 

questions  were  asked  by  ordinary 

citizens — farmer,  college  girl,  ma- 
chinist, and  others.  Although  this 

article  is  too  brief  to  cover  all 

the  material  that  went  into  Op- 
eration Crossroads,  it  does  include 

many  of  the  atomic-power  prob- 

lems with  which  thoughtful  Amer- 
icans are  preoccupied. 

QUESTION:  Why  don't  we  find 
a  defense  against  the .  atomic 

bomb?  I'll  concede  that  one  may 
be  difficult  to  perfect,  but  our 
scientists  did  the  impossible  in 

inventing  {Continued  on  page  67) 

in  our  hands  is  the  atom 

bomb — the  world's  end 

or  a  new  beginning.  What 

can    we — dai*e    we — do 

^ith   this    dangerous    yet 

wonderful    knowledge? 
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ORGAN  chimes  caroled  joyously 
through  the  room.  From  table  to 
table,  from  person  to  person,  an 

expectant  silence  fell.  On  the  little 

flower-banked  stage  the  bride-to-be 
was  young  and  radiant;  beside  her 
the  groom  was  young  and  shy. 
But  it  was  not  a  minister  who 

faced  these  two— yet.  Johnny  Nel- 
son, master -of -ceremonies  on  the 

Bride  and  Groom  radio  program, 

was  having  his  say  first. 

".  .  .  and  so  you  proposed  to  her 

while  you  were  dancing,  Mr.  Stoner. 

And  what  did  you  say,  Betty?" 
The  bride-to-be  laughed,  and  her 

hand  tightened  happily  on  young 

Mark  Stoner's  arm.  "I  thought  he 
was  just  singing  the  words  of  the 
song  they  were  playing  and  I  told 

him  I  didn't  like  people  to  sing  in 

my  ear.   And  then  I  reahzed  .  .  ." 
In  the  audience  a  girl  leaned  for- 

ward, listening,  her  elbows  propped 
on  the  table.  She  brushed  the  arm 

of  the  stranger  sittingNnext  to  her. 

"Sorry,"  she  whispered.  Then 
Anne  Best's  attention  went  back  to 
the  stage  and  to  the  bride  who  was 

gaily  recounting  the  mishaps  and 
the  misunderstandings  that  went 
into  the  dance  floor  proposal.  Around 

Anne,  the  audience,  too,  kept  their 
eyes  entranced  on  the  happy  young 

couple  in  front  of  them;  their  ex- 

pressions showing  their  own  de- 

light. Why,  it's  just  as  Johnny  Nel- 
son said  to  us  when  we  came  in, 

Anne  thought  .  .  .  we're  not  just  a 



Anne  and  Peter,  whose  wedding  is  arranged 

by  the  Bride  and  Groom  program  in  this  story 

written  especially  for  Radio  Mirror,  are 

typical    of    all    the    couples    that    M.C.    Johnny 
Nelson  leads  before  the  Bride  and  Groom 

andienre  each  weekday  at  2 :  30P.M.  EDT,  on  ABC. 

Peter    palled    Anne    gently    toward    him, 

and  pinned  the  creamy  gardienias  to  her  dress. 

"They're   like   you,    somehow,"    he    said. 

Virginia  White,  Bride  and  Groom's  final 
word  on  accepting  couples  for  the  program,  knew 

at  once  what  to  say  about  Anne  and  Peter. 

^^^'y^m^Me</^ — 

radio   audience — we're   a   wedding- 
reception  party! 
Only  one  face  looked  unhappy. 

Puzzled,  Anne  glanced  again  at  the 
gloom  overshadowing  the  features  of 
the  young  man  sharing  her  table, 
the  stranger  she  had  elbowed.  Well, 
it  was  no  business  of  hers  what  was 

troubling  him — ^but  what  in  the 
world  was  he  doing  in  the  audience 
of  a  radio  broadcast  dedicated  to 

one  of  life's  happiest  moments?  Anne 
shrugged    her    shoulders    and    dis- 

missed him.   It  was  nothing  to  her! 

".  .  .  but  tell  me,  Betty,  was  the 
only  obstacle  to  your  marriage  the 
fact  that  Mark  sang  in  your  ear 

while  you  were  dancing?"  Johnny 
Nelson  asked  the  bride.  Out  of  the 

corner  of  his  eyes  he  glanced  at  the 
clock.  It  was  nearly  time  for  the 

couple  to  leave  for  the  chapel. 
Mark  Stoner  groaned. 

"There  sure  was  another  one! 
Betty  was  a  hostess  at  the  USO  and 
even   though  we  had  known   each 

other  as  kids,  I  was  just  another  guy 

in  uniform  there.  She  couldn't  play 
favorites  there  and  I  had  to  wade 

my  way  through  dozens  of  guys 
every  night  to  get  a  dance  and  they 
were  always  asking  her  for  dates  and 
writing  her  notes  and  sending  her 

flowers — " 

Beside  her,  Anne  could  feel  the 
dark  stranger  start  and  grow  tense 

: — an  angry,  smoldering  tenseness. 

Without  thinking  —  impulsively  — 
Anne's  hand  (Continued  on  page  54) 
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IT  WAS  a  long  time  before 
 I  con- 

nected the  change  in  Connie 

Myles  with  Quentin  Jonas'  home- 
coming. I  should  have  known  right 

away,  worried  as  I  was  about  Connie. 

Quent  Jonas  was  Rushville  Cen- 

ter's orphan.  Everybody  in  town 

still  remembers  the  Jonas  divorce — 
a  sad  case  of  a  quarrel  between  two 

young  people,  each  of  whom  was  too 

proud  to  take  a  step  toward  making 

up.  Both  parents  remarried  later 

and  Quent  divided  his  time  between 

the  two  houses — ^but  it  seems  that  a 

little  boy  with  two  homes  is  almost 

as  badly  off  as  a  little  boy  with  no 
home  at  all.  The  whole  town  felt 

sorry  for  him,  and  the  whole  town 

took  him  in.  Shuffle— Shuffle  Shober 

is  my  partner  in  the  lumber  business 

—let  him  hang  around  the  lumber 

yard  sometimes  in  the  afternoons. 

The  calls  he  paid  about  town,  to 

homes  zind  to  places  of  business, 

were  always  spaced  at  gentlemanly 

intervals,  and  no  one  ever  got  tired 

of  him.  He  was  permitted  liberties 

that  were  denied  to  other  little  boys 

— he  could  operate  the  soda  taps  at 

the  drugstore,  for  instance;  he  could 

throw  the  switches  at  the  power 

house  under  the  watchful  eye  of  the 

engineer.  As  for  me — well,  I've  been 

^^lu  cye^^m^  knew 

that  Connie  Myles  was  unhappy. 

But  how  could  you 

help  a  girl  who  wouldn't  tell 

what  was  the  matter? 

Ma  Perkins  to  all  of  RushviUe  Cen- 
ter for  almost  longer  than  I  care  to 

remember,  and  there  were  times,  off 
and  on  through  the  years,  when 
Quent  was  as  much  at  home  in  my 

house  as  my  own  children. 
I  think  now  that  perhaps  we 

spoiled  him  a  little,  but  he  was  too 
sound  to  be  hurt  much  by  kindness, 

and  there  was  something  about  him 

that  made  people  want  to  be  good 
to  him — a  wistfulness,  as  if  he 

wanted  a  great  many  things  from 

life,  and  didn't  expect  much  of  any- 
thing at  all. 

This  spring,  when  Quent  came 
home  from  the  war.  Shuffle  brought 
him  to  the  house  before  he  was  even 
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Connie   stopped  as  she  saw 

Quent.    I  can't  describe  the  way 
they   looked   at   each   other. 

».„„     1M„  T.«  fc-        -     1.        J  'J?/  Perking  is  played  by  Virginia  Payne,  Shuffle  Shober  by  Charles  Euel- ston.  Ma  Perkins  is  beard  every  Monday  through  Friday  at  1:15  P.M.  EDT,  on  C.B.S.;  3:15  on  N.  B.C. 

out  of  uniform.  My  elder  daughter, 
Evey,  and  her  husband,  Willy  Fitz, 
and  their  son,  Willy  Junior,  had 
come  over  for  supper  that  evening, 
and  the  four  of  us  were  at  the  supper 
tahle.  Connie  Myles  had  gone  to 
her  room,  and  Fay,  my  widowed 
younger  daughter,  was  upstairs,  put- 

ting her  three-year-old  Paulette  to 
bed.  When  Shuffle  knocked,  Willy 
Jtmior  ran  to  answer;  a  second  later 
we  heard  his  shout  from  the  hall. 

"Quent!  Hey,  Quent— you're  a 
lieutenant!" 

And    Quent's    laughing    answer — 
"Not  any  more,  Willy.    I'm  Mister 

from  now  on."  Then  Shuffle's  bald 
head  appeared  in  the  dining  room 
doorway,  and  behind  him,  towering 
over  him,  Quent.  He  came  straight 
over  to  me,  lifted  me  half  out  of  my 

chair.  "Ma,"  he  said,  "you're  still 
the  prettiest  girl  in  town." 

I  could  only  laugh  and  beam  up 
at  him,  I  was  that  happy.  He  looked 
wonderful.  There  was  still  a  little- 

boy  look  about  him,  in  the  close- 
cropped  fair  hair,  the  laughing  gray 
eyes,  but  the  wistful  look  was  gone. 
In  its  place  was  a  firmness  and  a 
self-confidence  that  had  been  lack- 

ing when  he  went  away.  He  chuckled 

at  my  scrutiny.  "Will  I  pass  muster?" 
I  nodded.  "Oh,  yes.  Only— I  can't 

quite  get  used  to  you  grown  up." 
He  kissed  Evey,  shook  hands  with 

Willy.  "Sit  down,  Quent,"  Willy 
urged.   "Have  some  cake  .  .  .  coffee." 

"I  can't  stay,"  said  Quent.  "I  have 

to  get  on  to  Mother's.  She's  invited 

some  people  in — " "Ma,  is  there  anything  you  want 
from  the—"  Connie  stood  in  the 
doorway,  slim  and  lovely  even  with 
her  shabby  clothes.  She  stopped  as 
she  saw  Quent,  and  his  voice  and 
hers  died  away  simultaneously;  a 
faltering    (Continued    on   page    64) 
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IT  WAS  a  long  time  before  I  con- 
nected the  change  in  Connie 

Myles  with  Quentin  Jonas'  home- 
coming. I  should  have  known  right 

nway,  worried  as  I  was  about  Connie. 

Qucnt  Jonas  was  Rushville  Cen- 

ter's orphan.  Everybody  in  town 
still  remembers  the  Jonas  divorce — 
a  sad  case  of  a  quarrel  between  two 
young  people,  each  of  whom  was  too 
proud  to  lake  a  step  toward  making 
up.  Both  parents  remarried  later 
and  Quent  divided  his  time  between 
the  two  houses — but  it  seems  that  a 
little  boy  with  two  homes  is  almost 
as  badly  olT  as  a  little  boy  with  no 
home  at  all.  The  whole  town  felt 

sorry  for  him,  and  the  whole  town 
took  him  in,  Shufll^-Shuffle  Shober 
is  my  partner  in  the  lumber  business 
^et  him  hang  around  the  lumber 
yard  sometimes  in  the  afternoons. 

The  calls  he  paid  about  town,  to 
homes  and  to  places  of  business, 

were  always  spaced  at  gentlemanly 
intervals,  and  no  one  ever  got  tired 
of  him.  He  was  permitted  liberties 

tliat  were  denied  to  other  little  boys 

—he  could  operate  the  soda  taps  at 
Uie  drugstore,  for  instance;  he  could 

tiu'ow  the  switches  at  the  power 
house  under  the  watchful  eye  of  the 

engineer.  As  for  me — well,  I've  been 

z.Ma  fje^km^    knew 

that  Connie  Myles  was  unhappy. 

Bnt  how  could  you 

help  a  girl  who  wouldn't  tell 

what  was  the  matter? 

Ma  Perkins  lo  all  of  Rushville  Cen- 
ter for  almost  longer  than  I  care  to 

remember,  and  there  were  times,  oflf 
and  on  through  the  years,  when 
Quent  was  as  much  at  home  in  my 
house  as  my  own  children. 
I  think  now  that  perhaps  we 

spoiled  him  a  little,  but  he  was  too 
sound  to  be  hurt  much  by  kindness, 

and  there  was  something  about  aJm 

that  made  people  want  to  be  good 
to  him — a  wistfulness,  as  if  he 

wanted  a  great  many  things  fi'om 
life,  and  didn't  expect  much  of  any- thing at  all. 

This  spring,  when  Quent  came 
home  from  the  war,  Shuffle  brought 
him  to  the  house  before  he  was  even 

ston.  Ma  Perkins  is  heard  < 

Evev  r.  .™-  ̂ ^  '^^''^  'J^'-Shter, and  ;>,  ''"  ̂^^"^^^^  WiUy  Fitz, oi  "'  ̂ ™>  ™y  Junior,  had ^^e  over  ior  supper  that  evening, 

S„e^^°"°*"^ --eat  the  supper 

her  .  ""'^  My'«=  had  gone  to 
you,™""^'   ̂ ""^   ̂''^'    ™y    widowed 

'^rhf'^^'"-"P=t-^.  put- bed  ̂*"'«-ye'>r-oId  Paulette  to 

j^ior^r,  ̂''""^  ̂ °*^<j'  ™y 
*e  hearHu  ̂ '^'^^^'  ̂   ̂^cond  later 
"Quen,,  „  ̂ ^°"*  ft-"-"  the  haU. 
'ieutenant"^^'    '^"ent-you're    a 

"Not  an?"™'"^    laughing   answei^ 

My  more,  Willy.    !■„  Mister 

from  now  on."  Then  Shuffle's  bald 
head  appeared  in  the  dining  room 
doorway,  and  behind  him,  towering 
over  him,  Quent.  He  came  straight 
over  to  me,  lifted  me  half  out  of  my 

chair.  "Ma,"  he  said,  "you're  still 

the  prettiest  girl  in  town." I  could  only  laugh  and  beam  up 

at  him,  I  was  that  happy.  He  looked 

wonderful.  There  was  still  a  httle- 

boy  look  about  him,  in  the  close- 
cropped  fair  hair,  the  laughing  gray 

eyes,  but  the  wistful  look  was  gone. 

In  its  place  was  a  firmness  and  a 
self-confidence  that  had  been  lack- 

ing when  he  went  away.  He  chuckled 

at  my  scrutiny.  "Will  I  pass  muster?" 
I  nodded.   "Oh,  yes.   Only— I  can't 

quite  get  used  to  you  grown  up." He  kissed  Evey,  shook  hands  with 

Willy.  "Sit  down,  Quent,"  Wiliy 

urged.  "Have  some  cake  .  .  .  coffee." "I  can't  stay,"  said  Quent  "I  have 

to  get  on  to  Mother's.  She's  invited 

some  people  in — " 

"Ma,  is  there  anything  you  want 

from  the — "  Connie  stood  in  the 
doorway,  slim  and  lovely  even  with 
her  shabby  clothes.  She  stopped  as 

she  saw  Quent,  and  his  voice  and 
hers  died  away  simultaneously,  a 

faltering    {Continued    on   page    64) 
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OmmANMENTS 

I  SPIRITUAL  GUIDANCE 

y  \j  Re  not  afraid  to  lean  heavily  on 

>^3P)'|^spiritual  guidance  for  comfort 
in  marriage.  Whatever  your  religion, 

select  some  symbol  of  importance 

from  your  marriage  ceremony  and 

lock  it  deep  within  your  heart.  It  will 

be  a  reservoir  of  faith  and  strength. 

The  Minister  explains:  "Gathered  to- 

gether here  in  the  sight  of  God." 

The  Rabbi  says  it  thus:  "In  the  pres- 

ence of  God,  the  Guardian  of  the  Home." 

The  Priest  declares:  "Husband  and  wife 

are  united  in  Christ." 

II   PERSONAL  ATTRACTION 

\ 

vetter  a  marriage  based  on  a 

|«trong  personal  attraction  than 

a  marriage  for  a  hundred  other  reasons. 

But  a  strong  personal  attraction  with- 
out love  is  like  no  marriage  at  all. 

Real  love  is  the  greatest  gift  you  have  to 

give.  Give  it  freely.  For  it  is  as  a  cloak 
of  solace  around  you  and  your  mate. 

Real  love  protects  from  the  hail  of 
misfortune,  the  rain  of  doubt, 

the  snows  of  time.  Cherish  it; 

you  will  always  be  cherished. 

Ill  A6E 

'  ho  is  to  rightly  answer  the 

^^#^qucstion:  "At  what  age  is  it 
wise  to  marry?"  Yourself,  of  course. 

Age  is  a  gay  deceiver.  Some  look  old 

who  are  young  in  heart.  Others  look 

young  who  are  old  in  spirit. 

All  things  being  equal,  twenty-three  to 

twenty-six  is  a  good  age  for  a  man  to  marry 

. .  .  twenty  to  twenty-three  for  a  woman. 

Pity  the  man,  still  vigorous  and  youthful, 

who  suddenly  finds  his  wife  too  old. 

Pity  the  woman  with  a  husband  whose 

years  are  far  in  excess  of  her  own. 
To  avoid  one  of  the  deep  pitfalls  of 

marriage,  keep  your  ages  near  together. 

In  so  doing,  be  assured  of  still  another 

common  joy... growing  old  together. 

IV  PHYSICAL  FITNESS 

S  YJ£  **"  ̂^'"'^  health. 
pSl'jSip^vGood  health  is  the  very 

essence  of  marital  happiness. 

Health  once  lost,  may  be  lost  forever. 
See  to  it  that  you  do  everything  in 

your  power  to  stay  physically  fit.  Eat 
wisely.  Exercise  moderately.  Avoid 
chronic  tiredness.  Seek  rest  through 

sleep.  Above  all  — don't  worry. 
Blame  only  yourself  if  poor  health 
is  due  to  your  carelessness.  Stay  well 
and  you  will  stay  happy. 

^       y^LIKES  AND  DISLIKES 

It 

^1 

rue  marriage  is  give  and  take. 
v^*^  J^L^-S  Give  more  than  you  take,  and  you 

will  receive  more  than  you  give. 

Your  success  depends  on  adjustment  to 

each  other's  likes  and  dislikes. 
There  must  be  adjustments  to  the 

details  of  your  beliefs.  Adjust- 

ments to  each  other's  physical 
habits... to  each  other's  relatives 
and  friends... to  freedom  or  lack 

of  freedom... to  responsibilities. 

Do  not  try  to  remake  your  mate. 

Support,  instead,  those  qualities 
which  are  finest  and  best. 

Above  all,  work  on  improving  your 

own  inadequacies  and  shortcomings. 
Meet  each  other  more  than  half  way. 

Listen  to  John  J.  Anthony's  a\izrnoon  program  every  ̂ Aondal) 



oj  MVedM  vSiiss 
;^^   VI  COMPROMISE 

I    ̂   he  Golden  Rule  is  the  life  blood 

i^llili^  °^  ̂   happy  marriage. 

When  you  treat  your  mate  as  you  yourself 

would  like  to  be  treated  -  that  is  the  surest 

commandment  I  know  for  wedded  bliss. 

Your  greatest  challenge  is  not  in  never 

having  a  problem,  but  in  sensibly 

reconciling  each  problem  that  arises. 

Remember  this:  You  have  your  faults 

and  your  virtues.  Take  advantage 

of  the  best  in  both  of  you. 

Above  all,  put  your  trust  in  your  love; 

For  love  is  strong;  love  is  forgiving. 

Love  will  endure  a  hundred  quarrels. 

VII  MONEY 

m m '^: 

ove  of  money,"  says  the  Bible, 
"is  the  root  of  all  evil."  It  is  also 

the  root  of  much  marital  unhappiness. 

Set  up  a  family  budget  and  live  within  it. 

Feed  and  clothe  yourself  and  your  family 

decently  within  your  means. 

Save  for  a  rainy  day.  A  new  car  and  a 
summer  vacation  are  nice,  but  shun  debt 

for  them  as  you  would  shun  a  thief. 

Tis  better  to  pay  your  bills  and  owe 

no  man,  than  to  have  money  in  the  bank 

and  owe  it  to  another.  Remember — he  who 

is  in  debt  puts  a  mortgage  on  his  hap- 
piness. Live  and  plan  for  the  essentials  of 

life.  Luxuries  will  come  with  your 

economic  growth. 

VIII  CHILDREN 

ou  know  not  love  if  you  have  not  a 

\  child.  As  marriage  is  the  goal  of 

every  normal  individual,  so  is  mother- 

hood the  goal  of  every  normal  woman. 

A  marriage  without  children  is  like  a 

treasure  chest  without  gold.  For  it 

has  been  truly  said,  "'tis  better  to  be 
poor  and  have  children,  than  to  be 

rich  and  have  none."  To  you  who  have  no 

through  Friday  at  \AS  P.M.  EDT,  ooer  the  Mutual  nctioorfe 

% 

children  but  want  them,  I  say  this: 

Despair  not!  If  you  earnestly  desire 

children,  you  can  have  them.  Where 

medical  science  may  fail,  love  and 

charity  will  win.  Adopt  a  child! 

And  the  pleasures  of  parenthood  will 

be  yours  to  have  and  to  hold. 

.^^..5-^IX  PARENT  FIXATION 

■>=dS£ 

he  emotions  of  immaturity  have 

no  place  in  the  life  of  an  adult. 

By  permitting  a  mother-father  fixation 
to  stand  in  the  way  of  complete  love  for 

your  marriage  partner,  you  show  immaturity. 

The  years  after  birth  wean  you  emotion- 
ally from  the  parents  who  cared  for  you 

as  a  babe  in  arms.  Were  that  not  so, 

you  would  remain  spiritually  a  child  forever. 

Compare  not  your  mate  with  your  mother 

or  father.  Else  you  exaggerate  in  your 

mind  all  the  good  points  of  your  parents 

and  belittle  your  mate's. 
No  magic  formula  can  solve  a  mother- 
father  fixation.  You  must  help  yourself. 

For  unless  you  can  place  your  marriage  and 

your  mate  above  all  else  in  the  world, 

you  are  failing  yourself,  and  society. 

mm 
X  FAMILY 

PIJPS^  he  family  is  the  foundation  of the  social  life  of  every  nation. 

Only  through  stability  of  the  family 

unit  can  society  as  a  whole  progress. 

Creating  a  good  family  is  one  of  the 

most  difficult,  yet  most  rewarding  tasks 

you  will  be  called  upon  to  accomplish. 

The  way  is  made  easier  if  you  strive  to 

carry  on  the  noblest  traditions  in  your 
own  family. 

But  always  be  selective.  Accept  the  finest 

in  your  heritage  from  the  past.  Build 
on  it  for  the  future.  Reject  all  else. 

Your  family  is  poor  indeed  if  it  leaves 
the  world  no  richer  than  it  found  it. 

Raise  your  family  well,  and  your  sons 

and  grandsons  will  inherit  a  treasure. 



VIA 

ANN  MALONE  is  a  woman 
of  independence  and  spirit. 
She  has  always  had  a  mature, 

calmly  reasoning  approach  to 
the  problems  that  have  come 

up  during  the  years  of  her 
marriage  to  Jerry.-  They  are 
deeply  in  love;  their  marriage 
has  been,  on  tlie  whole,  a  very 

happy  one,  but  now  Jerry's work  is  taking  so  much  of  his 

attention  that  Ann  feels  al- 
most unconsciously  resentful, 

(played  by  Barbara  Weeks) 

JERRY  MALONE  is  a  physi- 
cian, qualified  for  his  work  by 

more  than  tedhnical  skill.  A 

deep  human  sympathy  guides 
liis  handling  of  patients,  and 

has  aided  him  to  win  the  con- 
fidence of  everyone  in  the 

summer  colony  of  Three  Oaks 

in  spite  of  fhe  confusion  re- 
sulting from  a  political  con- 
spiracy against  him  that  at 

first  almost  succeeded  in  dis- 
crediting him  in  the  town, 

(played  by  Charles  Irving) 

CBS's  popular  daytime  story  about  a  marriage  whose  strength  was  tested  by  adversity 
26 





MRS.  MORRISON,  the  kindly  middle-aged 
neighbor  of  Dr.  Jerry  and  Ann,  is  interested  in 

everything  that  concerns  the  Malones,  partic- 
ularly in  their  lively  young  daughter  JILL.  Ready 

at  any  time  to  exercise  her  neighborly  privilege 
of  exdhanging  gossip  or  whatever  else  may  be 
wanted,  Mrs.  Morrison  is  also  fond  of  baking 
pies  for  her  young  friends,  ofiFering  selections 
of  homely  wit,  and  generally  lending  a  friendly 
helping  hand  whenever  she  can  be  useful, 

(played  by  Ethd  Wilson) 

ROGER  DINEEN  was  the  political 
master  of  the  town  of  Three  Oaks 

for  long  enough  to  build  up  his 
fortune  by  methods  that  did  not  stop 
short  of  murder.  Altogether  corrupt, 
he  mismanaged  his  private  life  in 
like  manner.  His  wife,  her  mind 

poisoned  by  hatred  of  him,  died  in 
an  insane  asylum;  his  daughter 
Phyllis,  torn  between  hatred  and 
love  for  the  man  who  was,  after  all, 
her  father,  was  saved  from  emotional 

dilemma  by  the  Malones.  Roger's 
last  scheme  ended  in  fiasco,  and  he 
was  forced  out  of  town  and  power, 

(played  by  Barry  Thompson) 
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PHYLLIS  DINEEN  and  CARL  WARD  are  two  people  who  have  almost  literally  had  their  lives  remade  by 
the  Malones.  PhylUs,  the  daughter  of  the  swindling  politician  Roger  Dineen,  could  not  make  up  her  mind  to 
leave  the  father  she  hated  until  Dr.  Jerry  made  her  realize  that  she  was  wasting  her  life  and  involving 
herself  in  an  emotional  conflict  that  might  lead  to  serious  consequences.  Strengthened  by  his  analysis 

and  by  Ann's  friendship,  Phyllis  went  to  live  with  Mrs.  Morrison.  There  she  met  Carl,  a  veteran  who  was 
crippled  by  the  loss  of  a  leg.  Because  the  accident  was  a  freak,  caused  by  the  overturning  of  a  jeep  he  was 
in,  Carl  became  bitter  and  withdrawn,  compelled  by  a  rigid  code  of  honesty  to  refuse  the  role  of  hero.  But 

Jerry,  understanding  the  young  man's  bitterness,  he'ned  him  to  re-establish  his  confidence  by  getting  him  a 
job  on  the  town's  crusading  newspaper.  Now  that  hnyilis  has  admitted  she  loves  Carl,  life  promises  to  pro- 

ceed on  a  much  stronger,  healthier  foundation  for  these  two  people  who  have  so  barely  skirted  tragedy. 
( played  by  Joan  Banks  and  Larry  Haines ) 
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I MRS.  HALE,  a  neurotic,  self-indiilgent 
woman,  descends  upon  Three  Oaks  in 
the  summertime  and  makes  a  nuisance 

of  herself  in  every  possible  way.  Com- 
pletely thoughtless  and  selfish,  she 

spends  her  time  bedecking  herself  and 
attempting  ito  annex  all  tihe  unattached 
males  who  come  into  view.  She  has 

wasted  much  of  Jerry's  professional 
time  iby  calling  him  to  attend  her  one 
child.  When  Jerry  ruthlesslly  told  her 
that  the  fault  lay  not  with  the  child 
but  with  herself,  she  determined  to 
make  him  change  his  mind  about  her. 

(  played  by  Ethel  Everett ) 

MALCOLM  JOHNSTON  is  precisely 
the  kind  of  youthful,  unattached  man 
who  quiakly  caitches  the  eye  of  Mrs. 
Hale.  Socially  adept,  an  excellent 
sportsman,  Johnston  was  at  one  time 
engaged  to  Phyllis  Dineen,  whom  he 
jilted  for  a  supposedly  richer  woman. 
Now,  in  an  effort  to  reawaken 

Phyllis's  interest,  he  is  exploiting 
the  admiration  Ann  Malone  feels  for 

him.  Oblivious  of  the  fact  that  John- 
ston is  a  thorough  bounder,  Ann  does 

not  realize  that  this  plausible  man's 
only  aim  is  Phyllis's  father's  money. 

(  played  by  Les  Damon  ) 
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Ann  and  Jerry  Malone  are  not  novices  at  the  probletns  of  marriage.  In  the  years  since  they  first  fell  in  love  with  one 
another,  they  have  managed  between  them  to  weather  many  difficulties  that  mi^t  have  proved  fatel  io  a  marriage  founded 
less  solidly  on  mutual  regard  and  understanding.  But  the  problem  they  are  facing  now  is  one  that  cannot  be  easily 
disposed  of,  partly  because  it  cannot  be  too  easily  perceived.  Since  Dr.  Jerry  has  been  in  Three  Oaks,  his  work  has  taken 
so  much  of  his  vital  energy  and  time  that  Ann  has  begun  to  feel  neglected.  The  feeling  is  almost  subconscious,  but  it 
makes  her  all  too  susceptible  to  the  attentions  of  Malcolm  Johnston.  The  home  that  the  Malones  have  created  around 

their  adored  little  Jill  is  in  danger,  unless  Jerry  very  soon  recognizes  Ann's  budding  resentment  and  takes  steps  against  it. 

Listen  to  Young  Dr.  Malone  daily  at  1:45  P.M.  EDT,  OD  the  CBS  network 
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Seven  new  poems  and  some  welllovei  lines  from  favorit 

BY  TED   MALONE 

Be  sure  to  listen  to  Ted 
Malone's  morning  program, 
Monday  through  Friday, 
11:45  A.M.,  EDT,  on  ABC. 

HEAVY  SCHEDULE 

Ktulio  Mrror's  Poam  of  th*  Month 

Be  warned,  my  erstwhile  darlings  who  have  been 

Not  always  gentle,  almost  never  h-ue: 
In  the  best  traditional  manner,  when  I  die, 

I'm  coming  back  to  settle  scores  with  you. 

I'll  drift  around  to  flicker  through  your  doys; 
To  twist  your  dreams;  make  pungent  memory 
Rise  like  an  incense  to  becloud  your  minds. 

Oh,  you  shall  never  know  the  last  of  me! 

And  what  a  weary  spirit  I  shall  grow 

While  playing  hob  with  you!  How  worn  and  gaunt! 

For  boys,  in  checking  up  I'm  quite  amazed 
To  find  how  many  of  you  I  must  haunt! 

— Goorgie  Starbuck  GalbraHh 

SO  DO  NOT  SPEAK! 

Is  there  no  way  you  may  communicate 
With   me,  who  love  you,  but   by  spoken 

word? 
When  feeling  is,  by  speaking,  thus  deferred. 

Emotion  slackens,  and  a  towering  gate 
Bares  flood  tides  of  desire,  until,  too  late 
The  force  dammed  up   is  quiet.     So,  im- 

stirred 
I  listen  to  your  platitude  of  word. 
So  do  not  speak!     For  I  shall  gladly  wait 

Until    your    thought,    swift-mounting   like 
a  song 

Of  joyous  birds  that  carol  to  the  sky 
Shall  flood  with  such  communion  all  day  long 

My  waiting  heart,  that  then  in  truth  will  I 
Fling  all  my  being  open  to  the  strong 

And  wild  surrender  of  love's  wordless  cry. — ^Beatrice  Billing 

MAN'S  INHUMANITY  TO  MAN 
Many  and  sharp  the  numerous  ills 

Inwoven  with  our  frames; 
More  pointed  still,  we  make  ourselves 

Regret,  remorse  and   shame; 
And  man,  whose  heaven-erected  face 

The  smiles  of  love  adorn, 

Man's  inhumanity  to  man. 
Makes  countless  thousands  mourn. 

— Robert  Burns 

Vif 
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FRAGMENT 

Flower  in  the  crannied  wall, 
I  pluck  you  out  of  the  crannies, 
I  hold  you  here,  root  and  all,  in  my  hand, 
Little  flower — but  if  I  could  understand 
What  you  are^,  root  and  all,  and   all   in  all, 
I  should  know  what  God  and  man  is. 

— Alfred,  Lord  Tennyson 

BLUEPRINT  FOR  CATTISH  BEHAVIOR 

Cats  should  receive  an  ovation 

For  perfecting  the  art  of  relaxation. 

Persons  who  suffer  from  nerves 
And  conflicting  verves 
Would  do  well  to  contemplate  the  cat: 
There  is  no  doubt  that 
The  creature  has  great  success 
In  his  attempts  to  outguess 

The  bird  on  the  ground — 
Feathers  strewn  around 
Mutely  attest 
The  bird  has  been  outguessed — 
But  if  the  bird  rise  in  flight 
The  cat  is  right 
In  his  instant  realization 
That  immediate  cessation 
From  eflfort  is  all  that  will  save  him  from 

seeming  absurd. 
Doubtless  another  bird 

Will  appear  by-and-by 
Who  will  be  slower  to  remember  he  can  fly. 
In  the  meantime  the  cat  takes  his  repose. 

Languidly,   luxuriously,  knowing  what   he 
knows. 

Tense,   over-ambitious   persons    should    vie 
in  their  emulation 

Of  cats  achieving  complete  relaxation. — B.  Y.  Williams 



oets  to  add  te  your  Bookends  collection 

THE  CHARM 

How  beautiful  the  cloak  she  wore 
Against  the  prying  eyes, 
Of  those  who  daily  passed  her  door. 
The  curious  and  wise 

Who  came  in  eagerness  to  break 
The  silence  that  she  kept, 
To  share  what  was  not  theirs  to  take. 
Yet  while  she  laughed  or  wept 

For  what  had  been  and  what  was  dead 
Or  not  to  be  denied. 
She  gravely  wore  with  lifted  head 
The  mantle  of  her  pride. 

Some  pitied  her,  and  strangely  knew 
A  hot  and  furtive  shame 
At  all  the  murky  tales  that  grew 
With  mention  of  her  name. 

Yet  others  shrugged  away  pretense 
And  envied  her  the  charm. 
The  mantle  of  her  reticence 

That  wrapped  her  safe  from  harm. 
— Sydney  King  Russell 

UBIQUITOUS 
Cocktail  party,  luncheon,  tea, 

My  dear,  it's  beyond  belief  how  she Burns  the  candle  at  both  ends 
With  her  galaxy  of  friends. 
How  on  earth  does  she  maintain 

Such  a  giddy  pace!  It  must  be  a  strain! 
She  simply  never  stays  home.     I  know. 
I  see.  her  every  place  I  go! 

— May  Richstone 

THE  TOY  HORSE 

It  took  so  long  to  grow  the  wood. 
Skilled  craftsmen  cut  and  dyed  it 

Into  a  horse  for  my  small  boy 
And  how  he  loved  to  ride  it. 

I   never  could  quite  understand 
It  took  so  long  to  make  it. 

That  such  a  tiny  boy  as  he 
Took  just  one  day  to  break  it. — Carrie  Cramer 

KITE  WISDOM 

When    to    let 

The   wind   ride   high, 

And  sweep  fhe  cobwebs 
From  fhe  sky, 

When    to    stop 
And  when  to  start 
Is  kite  wisdom 

Of  the  heart. 
When  to   be 
Content   to    hold 
Certain  clouds 
As  certain   gold. 

Keeping  it 
A  scarlet  star. 
Not  too    near 

And   not  too  far. 
Is  something 

Only  boys  of  eight. 
Speak   of   slightly, 
Hesitate, 

Shrug  a  shoulder. 
Stroll,   a   king 
And  tie  a   dream 

Upon  a  string. 
— Gladys  McKee 

RADIO  MIRROR  will  pay 
FIFTY  DOLLARS  each  month 

for  the  original  poem,  sent  in  by  a  reader,  se- 
lected by  Ted  Malone  as  the  best  of  that 

month's  poems  submitted  by  readers.  Five  dol- 
lars will  be  paid  for  each  other  poem  so  sub- 

mitted, which  is  printed  on  the  Between  the 
Bookends  page  in  Radio  Mirror.  Address  your 
poetry  to  Ted  Malone,  Radio  Mirror,  205  East 
42nd  Street,  New  York  17,  N.  Y.  Poetry  sub- 

mitted should  be  limited  to  thirty  lines.  When 
postage  is  enclosed  every  effort  will  be  made 
to  return  unused  manuscripts.  This  is  not  a 
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Seven  new  poems  and  some  well-loved  lines  from  favorili 

BY  TED   MALONE 

Bo  sure  lo  listen  to  TcH 

Mnlonc^s  morning  progcrnm, 
Monciny  throuRh  Frldny, 
11:45  A.M.,  EDT,  on  ABC. 

HEAVY  SCHEDULE 

Rodfo  Mirot't  Pomm  of  thm  Month 

B*  wornad,  my  «rilwhll«  darling*  who  have  b»sn 
Not  alwayi  gsnlU,  almoil  nvvcr  truoi 
In  Iha  batt  Irodlllonal  manner,  whan  I  die, 

I'm  coming  back  lo  lallU  acorai  with  you. 

I'll  drifl  oround  lo  flkkar  through  your  days; 
To  Iwlit  your  draami;  maka  pungent  memory 
RUa  like  an  Incanie  to  becloud  your  mlndi. 

Oh,  you  ihall  never  know  Iha  lait  of  mel 

And  what  a  weary  iplrll  t  ihall  grow 

While  ploying  hob  with  youl  How  worn  and  gaunt) 

For  boyi.  In  chocking  up  I'm  quit*  amazed 
To  find  how  many  of  you  I  mu»t  haunii 

— Gaorpla  Starbuck  GalbmUh 

MAN'S  INHUMANITY  TO  MAN 
Many  and  shnrp  chc  numerous  ills 

Inwoven  witli  our  frames; 
More  pointed  srill.  wc  make  ourselves 

Regret,    remorse   and   shame; 
And  man,  whose  heaven-erected  face 

Tlic  smiles  of  love  adorn, 

Man's  inhumanity  to  man. 
Makes  countless  thousands  mourn. 

— Robert  Burns 

til 
FRAGMENT 

Flower  in  the  cranuieii  wall, 
1  iiUick  you  oul  of  ihe  crannies, 
I  nold  you  here,  root  and  nil,  in  my  hami. 
Little  flower — hul  if  I  could  underslaiuH 
What  yoii  are.  root  and  all,  and  all  in  all. 
1  shonM  know  what  God  and  man  is, 

— AUred.  Lord  Tennyson 

'emerM 

^^JTto  add  to  your  Bookends  collectio[ 

so  DO  NOT  SPEAK! 

Is  there  no  way  you  may  communicate 
With    me.  who  love  you,  but   by  spoken word? 

When  feeling  is,  by  speaking,  thus  deferred, 
Emotion  slackens,  and  a  towering  gate 

Bares  flood  tides  of  desire,  until,  too  late 

The  force  dammed  up   is  quiet.      So,  un- stirred 

I  listen  to  your  platitude  of  word. 
So  do  not  speak!     For  1  shall  gladly  wait 

Until    your    thought,    swift-mounting   like 
a   song 

Of  joyous  birds  that  carol  to  the  sky 
Shall  flood  with  such  communion  all  day  long 

My  waiting  heart,  that  then  in  truth  will  I 
Fling  all  my  being  open  to  the  strong 

And  wild  surrender  of  love's  wordless  cry. — Beatrice  Billing 

BLUEPRINT  FOR  CATTISH  BEHAVIOR 

Cats  should  receive  an  ovation 
For  perfecting  the  art  of  relaxation. 

Persons  who  suffer  from  nerves 
And  conflicting  verves 
Would  do  well  to  contemplate  the  cat; 
There  is  no  doubt  that 
The  creature  has  great  success 
In  his  attempts  to  outguess 

The  bird  on  the  ground — 
Feathers  strewn  around 
Mutely  attest 

The  bird  has  been  outguessed — 
But  if  the  bird  rise  in  flight 
The  cat  is  right 
In  his  instant  realization 
That  immediate  cessation 
From  effort  is  all  that  will  save  him  from 

seeming   absurd. 
Doubtless  another  bird 

Will  appear  by-and-by 
Who  will  be  slower  to  remember  he  can  fly. 
In  the  meantime  the  cat  takes  his  repose. 

Languidly,    luxuriously,    knowing    what    he 
knows. 

Tense,   over-ambitious    persons   should    vie in  their  emulation 

Of  cats  achieving  complete  relaxation. 
— B.  Y.  Williams 

'&mmm 

THE  CHARM 

How  beaullful  the  cloak  she  wore 
Against  ihe  prying  eyes. 
Of  Ihose  who  daily  passed  her  door. 
The  carious  and  wise 

\Plio  came  in  eagerness  to  break The  silence  that  she  kept. 

To  share  what  was  not  theirs  to  take. 
Yet  while  she  laughed  or  wept 

For  what  had  been  and  what  w.is  dead Or  not  to  be  denied, 

She  gravely  wore  with  lifted  bead The  mantle  of  her  pride. 

Some  pitied  her,  and  strangely  knew A  hot  and  furtive  shame 

At  all  the  murky  tales  that  grew 
With  mention  of  her  name. 

Yet  others  shrugged  away  pretense 
And  envied  her  the  charm, 

The  mnntle  of  her  reticence 

That  wrapped  her  safe  from  harm. 

— Sydney  King  Russell 

KITE  WISDOM Wtiea    to    lot 

The   wind    ride   high, 

And  sweep  the  cobwebs 

From  the  sky, 

When    to   stop 

And   when  to   start Is  kite  wisdom 
Of  the  heart. 

When   to   be 

Content   to   hold 
Certoin   clouds 
As   certain    gold, 
Keeping  it 

A  scarlet  star, 
Not  too   near 

And    not  too  far, 
Is  something 

Only  boys  of  eight. 
Spook    o(    slightly, 

Shteg  a  'shoulder. 

Stroll,    a    king 

And   tie  a   dream 

Upon  a  string. 

—Gladys  McKee 

UBIQUITOUS 
Cocktail  party,  luncheon,  lea, 

My  dear,  it's  beyond  belief  how  she 
Burns  the  candle  at  both  ends 

With  her  galaxy  ol  Itiends. 
How  on  earth  does  she  maintain 

Such  a  giddy  pacel  11  must  be  a  stralnl 
She  simply  never  slays  home.    I  know. 1  see  her  every  place  I  gol 

— May  Richslone 

THE  TOY  HORSE 

It  look  so  long  lo  grow  Ihe  w"^. 
Skilled  ctallsmen  cut  and  dyed  It 

Into  a  horse  for  my  small  boy 

And  how  he  loved  lo  ride  It. 

1  never  could  quite  understand It  look  so  long  la  make  it. 

That  such  a  liny  boy  as  he 

Took  just  one  day  lo  break  It. 
—Carrie  Cramer 
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Ca^  aet / 

Sally's  the  newest. 

bv  Mrs.  RILL  r.OOI)WI\ 

ANYONE  can  get  married.    The  trick  is 
to  stay  that  way. 

So,  since  this  is  to  be  an  account  of 
my  marriage  to  Bill  Goodwin  and  what 

makes  it  tick,  I'll  skip  over  the  prelim- 
inaries— our  meeting  on  the  beach  at  the 

Santa  Monica  beach  club,  our  courting 

through  a  hundred  or  so  evenings  of  danc- 

ing to  Benny  Goodman's  wonderful  music 
at  the  Palomar,  our  marriage  on  March 

9,  1938,  in  the  brand  new,  paint-smelling 

Presbyterian  church  in  Yxmia,  Nevada — 
and  get  on  to  the  important  part,  the  part 
which  begins  when  the  honeymoon  ends. 

So  long,  I  am  convinced,  as  all  the  love 
stories  in  the  magazines  znA,  with  wedding 
bells,  rather  than  begin  there,  so  long  as 
American  girls  continue  to  believe  a  mass 
of  complete  nonsense  about  what  makes  a 
good  husband  and  what  makes  a  marriage 

work,  just  so  long  will  the  divorce  statis- 
tics continue  to  climb. 

There  are  lots  of  reasons,  of  course, 
why  Bill  and  I  have  avoided  the  shoals 

which  wreck  so  many  modern  marriages, 

and  which  are  particularly  sinister,  ap- 
parently, in  the .  muddy  waters  around 

Hollywood.  We  have  fun  together,  we 
have  friends  and  interests  in  common. 

Most  importantly,  we  have  our  children. 
But  one  good  reason  why  we  have  not 

back-tracked  over  the  road  to  Nevada 

to  have  the  preacher's  work  undone  is 
that  both  of  us  are  realists.  We  didn't 
expect  too.  much  from  marriage,  or  from 
one  another. 

The  "perfect  idyll"  marriages  exist  only 
in  fiction.  Marriage,  in  a  real  life  situa- 

tion, must  be — as  any  relationship  be- 
tween  contrary   and  inconsistent  human 

beings  must  be — a  matter  of  good  days 
and  bad,  sunshine  and  storm,  high-ups 
and  low  low-downs. 

Any  girl  who  seeks  in  her  marriage 
only  the  good  days,  only  the  simshine, 

only  the  high-ups  is  destined  to  marry 

and  unmarry  and  marry  again  unto  in- 
finity, or  at  least  unto  that  happy  day 

when  she  waikes  up  to  the  truth — that 

there  are  no  "perfect"  marriages;  there 
are  no  "perfect"  husbands. 

I  don't  know  who  thought  up  the  "per- 

fect husband,"  the  paragon  of  a  mUlion 
contradictory  virtues — the  man  who  is 
always  sweet  and  tender,  thoughtful  and 
considerate  (yet  withal,  tough  enough 
in  a  hard  business  world  to  turn  a  handy 

dollar);  the  fellow  who  places  his  wife 

on  a  pedestal — she's  better  than  he  is, 

just  because  she's  a  woman — ^yet  who, 

when  the  occasion  demands,  is  a  girl's 
best  pal.  As  I  say,  I  don't  know  who 
dreamed  up  this  fellow,  but  whoever  did 
should  be  exposed  as  a  fraud.  For  there 
"ain't  no  sich"  fellow — the  Perfect  Hus- 

band is  a  Big  Lie.  (So,  BUI  and  a  million 
men  would  tell  you,  is  the  Perfect  Wife.) 

The  story  of  our  marriage.  Bill's  and 
mine,  will  be  a  great  disappointment  to 

the  hordes  of  people  who  have  been  de- 
ceived by  the  Big  Lie.  They  wUl  look  in 

vain  in  any  honest  account  of  it  for  the 
tender  anecdotes,  the  sentimental  whimsies 
of  which  they  have  grown  so  dangeroxisly 
enamored. 

Bill  doesn't  fit  the  myth-man — ^he  breaks 
all  the  rules. 

For  instance,  he  is  very  spotty  about 
remembering  my  birthday.  He  did  get 
aroxmd    to    buying    me    an    anniversary 
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It's  a  mistake  to  think  that  the  best  love  stories  end  with  wedding  ninsio  and 

orange  hiossonis.  It's  not  till  afterwards  that  the  story  really  begins .  . 
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present  last  year — but  three  months 
after  the  date.  He  has.  broken  the 

most  venerated  rule  of  all — when 
our  fourth  baby  was  being  born  he 

did  not  pace  the  hospital  corridor. 
He  went  to  a  movie.  To  make  it 

worse,  it  was  a  movie  in  which  he 

appeared  and  he  had  seen  it  before. 
I  had  lumbered  out  of  bed  that 

morning  pretty  sure  that  this  day 
would  be  it.  After  going  through 
all  the  true  and  false  symptoms 

three  times,  you  just  know.  Any- 

way, before  Bill  left  the  house  in  the 

morning  I  was  having  "false"  labor 
pains — the  kind  that  are  everything 
the  doctor  has  told  you  to  watch 
out  for  except  for  one  thing,  they 
do  not  recur  at  regular  intervals. 

I  told  Bill  to  check  in  with  me 

from  time  to  time.  "I  think  we'll 
probably  have  to  make  a  rush  trip 

to  the  hospital,"  I  said. 
"Okay,  baby,"  he  said,  kissing  me 

goodbye.   "Papa  wiU  keep  in  touch." That  was  at  ten  in  the  morning. 

By  five  in  the  evening.  Bill  hadn't called.  It  was  not  a  broadcast  day, 
and  he  had  had  no  studio  call,  so  I 
had  no  idea  where  to  look  for  him. 

By  six,  the  false  pains  had  turned 
truthful — and  I  foimd  it  much  more 

.'IL-ii. — 'JiL 

The  Burns  and  Allen  program  means  it's  a  big  night — Dad's  on! 

The  big  lawn  is  covered  with  play-apparatus 

comfortable  to  pace  up  and  down  in 
the  living  room  than  to  sit  patiently 
and  read  a  book.  Still  no  call. 

I  telephoned  the  doctor.  "Better 
get  down  to  the  hospital,"  he  said, 
after  Hstening  to  my  symptoms. 

"But  I  can't  find  Bill,"  I  con- 
fessed.  I  w£is  almost  in  tears. 

"Take  a  cab,"  Dr.  Rooney  ordered. 
The  cab  was  on  its  way  when  Bill 

finally  called. 

"Where  are  you?"  I  demanded. 

"Why,  honey,"  he  said,  "I'm  at  the 
Players  having  dinner  with  Betty 

and  Mitch."  (Betty  Hutton  was  the 
star  and  Mitch  Leisen  the  director  of 

"Incendiary  Blonde,"  in  which  Bill 
had  just  finished  working.) 

I  told  him  that  he  was  going  to  be 

a  father  any  minute.  I  had  called 

the  doctor,  I  explained.  I  added 
bitterly  that  I  had  called  a  cab. 
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The  Goodwins  like  their  fun   musical. 

»r  Lynn,  almost  three.  Bill  Jr.,  almost  four,   and   Jill,   almost   seven. 

"Good,"  he  replied,  to  my  horror. 
"I  know  you  won't  mind,"  he 

added,  "if  I  run  over  to  the  studio 
with  the  gang  to  take  a  look  at  the 

new  cut  of  the  picture." 
My  silence  was  meant  for  any- 

thing but  consent,  but  Bill  apparently 
took  it  for  such. 

"Don't  have  the  baby  until  I  get 
there,"  he  said,  and  hung  up. 

One  of  these  times  was  when  Lynn 
was  a  tiny  baby.  I  was  terribly 
tired  and  Jill  and  BiU  had  been 

httle  monsters — or  so  it  seemed  to 
me  in  my  distraught  and  driven 

state — for  several  days.  Part  of  their 
trouble,  of  course,  was  that  a  new 

baby  had  come  along  to  compete 

with  them  for  their  mommie's  at- 
tention. With  Mommie  saddled  with 

the  housework  and  cooking  in  addi- 
tion to  the  care  of  the  little  sister. 

they  were  additionally  neglected.  I 
had  no  time  to  be  bothered  with 

their  questions,  their  suddenly  multi- 
pHed  bumps  and  bruises.  So  they, 
very  understandably,  took  to  being 

"bad" — ^which  any  child  psychologist 
will  tell  you  is  just  another  way  of 

getting  mother's  interest. 
Bill,  seeing  what  was  happening, 

realized  that  both  the  children  and 

I  were  right.  With  no  reprimands  in 
either  direction  he  took  over.  He 

whisked  Jill  and  Bill  away  to  the 
beach  and  lavished  attentions  on 

them.  He  took  them  swimming  in 
the  ocean  and  let  them  have  all  the 

indigestible  things  they  wanted  for 
limch.  He  helped  them  build  a 
fabulous  castle  in  the  sand.  He 

brought  them  home  tired  and  satis- 
fied at  sundown  and  gave  them  a 

light  supper  (Continued  on  page  62) 
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present  last  year— but  three  months 
after  the  dale.  He  has  broken  the 

most  venerated  rule  of  all — when 
our  fourth  baby  was  being  bom  he 
did  not  pace  the  hospital  corridor. 
He  went  to  a  movie.  To  make  it 

wor.sc,  it  was  a  movie  in  which  he 
iippearcd  and  he  had  seen  it  before. 

I  had  lumbered  out  of  bed  that 

mtjrning  pretty  sure  that  this  day 
would  be  it.  After  going  through 
all  the  true  and  fal.se  symptoms 

three  times,  you  just  know.  Any- 
way, before  Bill  left  the  house  in  the 

morning  I  was  having  "false"  labor 
pains — the  kind  that  are  everything 
the  doctor  has  told  you  to  watch 
out  for  except  for  one  thing,  they 
do  not  recur  at  regular  intervals. 

1  told  Bill  to  check  in  with  me 

from  time  to  time.  "I  think  we'll 
[jrubably  have  to  make  a  rush  trip 

to  the  hospital,"  1  .said. 
"Okay,  baby,"  he  said,  kissing  me 

goodbye.  "Papa  will  keep  in  touch." 
That  was  at  ten  in  the  morning. 

Ry  five  in  the  evening.  Bill  hadn't 
called.  It  was  not  a  broadcast  day, 
and  he  had  had  no  studio  call,  so  1 
had  no  idea  where  to  look  for  him. 

By  six,  the  false  pains  had  turned 
truthful — and  I  found  it  much  more 

I  l'i«  ninhl— 1).„|-. 

The  big  lawn  is  covered  with  play-apparolus 

comfortable  to  pace  up  and  down  in 
the  living  room  than  to  sit  patiently 
and  read  a  book.  Still  no  call. 

I  telephoned  the  doctor.  "Belter 
gel  down  to  the  hospital."  he  said, after  hstening  to  my  .symptoms. 

"But  I  can't  find  Bill,"  I  con- 
fessed.   I  was  almost  in  tears. 

"Take  a  cab, "  Dr.  Rooney  ordered. 

The  cab  was  on  its  way  when  Bill finally  called. 

"Where  are  you?"  I  demanded. 

"Why,  honey."  he  said,  "I'm  at  the 
Players  having  dinner  with  Betty 

and  Mitch  "  (Betty  Hulton  was  the 
star  and  Mitch  Leisen  the  director  of 

"Incendiary  Blonde,"  in  which  Bill had  just  linishe<l  working.) 

I  told  him  that  he  was  going  to  b« 

a  father  any  minute.  I  had  called 
the  doctor,  I  explained.  I  added 
bitterly  that  I  hadTaUsdji-Jah. 

Bill  Jr.,  almost  four,  and  Jill,  almost  seven. 

JAja"- 

Good."  he  replied,  to  my  horror. 

ailJ^°'^    you    won't    mind,"    he 

"'^-  "if  1  run  over  to  the  studio '"■ttegang  to  take  a  look  at  the "'*  =ut  of  the  picture." 

th,.  u"'™"''  "^"^  ""e^"'  for  any- 

°">S  but  consent,  but  BiU  apparently 
7«  '<  for  such, 

W'"  1  '^'"  '^^  ̂^^y  "■""  I  eet ^-  "«  said,  and  hung  up. 

WJ5  '  "'.">«==  times  was  when  Lynn 
=■  toy  baby,  I  was  terribly 

litUe  T  '^"'  ""^  Bill  had  been 

^'  monsters-^r  so  it  seemed  to 

nite-t"^  distraught  and  driven 
ir„ub,'"?'^"3ldays.  Part  of  their 

baby  ̂ l  '°""«'  was  that  a  new 
With  the     ?""^   ̂ '°"8    to    compete 

the  house         Mommie  saddled  with 
loo  to  ,1,*"'^''  ̂"d  cooking  in  addi- 

"^  "re  of  the  little  sister. 

they  were  additionally  neglected.  I 
had  no  time  to  be  bothered  with 

their  questions,  their  suddenly  multi- 
phed  bumps  and  bruises.  So  they, 

very  understandably,  took  to  being "bad"— which  any  child  psychologist 

will  tell  you  is  just  another  way  of 

getting  mother's  interest Bill,  seeing  what  was  happening, 

realized  that  both  the  children  and 

I  were  right.  With  no  reprimands  in 

cither  direction  he  look  over.  He 

whisked  JiU  and  BiU  away  to  the 

beach  and  lavished  attenUons  on 

them.  He  took  them  swimming  in 

the  ocean  and  let  them  have  all  the 

indigestible  things  they  wanted  for 

hmch.  He  helped  them  build  a 

fabulous  castle  in  the  sand.  He 

brought  them  home  tired  and  saUs
- 

6ed  at  sundown  and  gave  them  a 

Ught  supper  (Continued  on  page  6
2) 
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There  was  a  spell  over  the  old  house.  That  was  why  Gail  went 

there — to  be  alone,  to  dream.   But  suddenly  one  night  the  spel 

Adapted  from  a  script  written  for  My  True  Story, 
which  is  heard  every  Monday  through  Friday  liionf- 
ing  at  10  ET,  9  CT,  11:30  MT,  10:30  PT,  on  AftC. 

THE  old  house  creaked  a  little, settling  itself  for  the  night,  as  I 
unlatched  the  door. 

Little  squeaks  way  overhead.  .  .  . 

I'll  have  to^  set  movsetraps  in  the 
attic  tomorrow,  I  reminded  myself 
absent-mindedly.  And  then  stopped 

short.   I  wouldn't  be  here  tomorrow. 
Not  if  Anna  had  her  way,  and  she 

would.  After  Dad's  funeral  yester- 
day, my  older  sister  would  have  the 

say-so  in  our  family.  I  could  still 
hear  her  as  she  had  talked  this 
afternoon. 

"You're  just  a  crazy  kid,  Gail.  No 
one  in  their  right  senses  would  want 

to  stay  on  here  in  this  cottage,  look- 
ing after  that  big,  old,  deserted 

Sissely  house.  What's  in  it  for  you? 
I  could  understand  Dad  not  wanting 
to  leave  after  he  had  been  caretaker 

here  so  many  years,  but  you're 

young." 

"I  Uke  it  here,  Anna.  I  can't  ex- 

plain it,  but  I  belong  here.  It's  right 
for  me  to  stay  here,"  I  had  pleaded. 

She  brushed  this  aside.  "Oh,  for 
goodness  sake!  There  you  go  again 
— it's  'right'  for  you.  You  always 
were  such  a  funny,  moody  kid  and 

you  haven't  changed  a  bit  in  two 
years.  Honey,  after  tomorrow  a  lot 
of  things  are  going  to  be  changed. 

You're  going  to  New  York  with  me 
and  share  my  apartment  and  learn 
to  live  and  work  and  have  boy- 

friends, hke  other  girls." 
From  a  practical  standpoint  she 

was  right.  What  other  girl  would 

be  doing  what  I  was  doing  now — 
running  for  comfort  to  the  empti- 

MiMmM. 



It  was  won,derful,  sharing  this 
magic  spectacle  with  someone  like  Don 

[ind  the  dream  were  'shattered 

ness  of  the  old  Sissely  house, 

boarded-up  and  abandoned?  What 
other  girl  of  eighteen,  normal  and 
healthy,  would  let  a  thing  of  wood 
and  bricks  and  plaster  fill  the  place 
in  her  heart  that  should  have  been 

Van  Johnson  and  jive  music  and 

Saturday  night  dates? 

I  was  crazy  about  that  house.  Silly 

— I  suppose — to  give  so  much  of  my 
deepest  feelings  to  a  tall,  ungainly- 

comfortable  house — but  I  couldn't 
help  it.  It  had  been  that  way  all  my 
life. 

Daytimes  it  was  always  where  I 
could  see  it  when  I  worked.  If  I  took 

a  book  to  read  or  a  dress  to  mend, 
it  was  never  to  our  own  cottage 
porch  but  to  my  favoritfe  spot  on  the 
big  verandah  where  I  coiild  see  the 

sweeping  terraces  and  the  wide, 
shining  Hudson  River  below. 

It  made  my  throat  ache  with  its 

wild,  xuikempt  loveliness.  Always, 

in  my  mind,  this  verandah,  the.  ter- 
races, even  the  river  below,  were 

mine. 

Late  afternoons  or  evenings  I  used 

to  let  myself  in  with  Dad's  keys — 
and  then  it  was  like  coming  home. 
There  was  such  a  tenderness  in  me 

for  every  piece  of  faded  chintz,  for 
every  sheen  of  polished  wood,  for 
every  square  of  leaded  pane.  I  could 
walk  blindfold  through  the  rooms 
and  never  bump  a  chair.  Sometimes 
I  would  light  a  Uttie  fire  in  the  hall 

fireplace  and  sit  there,  gazing  at  the 
quaint  dog  andirons,  curled  up  com- 

fortably on  the  faded  needle-point 
footstool.     (Continued  on  page  79) 
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THE   old    house    creaked    a 
   little, 

settling  itself  tor  the  night,  as  1 
unlatched  the  door. 

Little  squeaks  way  overhead.  .  .  ■ 

ni  YuLVe   to.  set  moji^etrops  in  the 

attic  tomorrow,  1   reminded  myself 

absent-mindedly.   And  then  stopped 

short.  I  wouldn't  be  here  tomorrow. 
Not  if  Anna  had  her  way,  and  she 

would.    After  Dad's  funeral  yester- 

day, my  older  sister  would  have  the 

say-so  in  our  tamUy.    I  could  still 

hear    her    as    she    had    talked    this 
afternoon. 

"You're  just  a  crazy  kid,  Gail.  No 

one  in  their  right  senses  would  want 

to  stay  on  here  in  this  cottage,  look- 

ing after  that  big,  old,  deserted 

Sissely  house.  What's  in  it  for  you? 
1  could  understand  Dad  not  wanting 

to  leave  after  he  had  been  caretaker 

here  so  many  years,  but  you're 

young." 

"I  like  it  here,  Anna.  I  can't  ex- 

plain it,  but  I  belong  here.  It's  right 
for  me  to  stay  here,"  I  had  pleaded. 

She  brushed  this  aside.  "Oh,  for 
goodness  sake!  There  you  go  again 
—it's  'right'  for  you.  You  always 

were  such  a  funny,  moody  kid  and 

you  haven't  changed  a  bit  in  two 

years.  Honey,  after  tomorrow  a  lot 
of  things  are  going  to  be  changed. 
You're  going  to  New  York  with  me 
and  share  my  apartment  and  learn 
to  live  and  work  and  have  boy- 

friends, like  other  girls." 
From  a  practical  standpoint  she 

was  right.  What  other  girl  would 

be  doing  what  1  was  doing  now^ 

running  for  comfort  to  the  empti- 

md  the  dream  were  'shattered 

ness  of  the  old  Sissely  house, 

boarded-up  and  abandoned?  What 
other  girl  of  eighteen,  normal  and 
healthy,  would  let  a  thing  of  wood 
and  bricks  and  plaster  fill  the  place 
in  her  heart  that  should  have  been 
Van  Johnson  and  jive  music  and 
Saturday  night  dates? 

I  was  crazy  about  that  house.  Silly 
—I  suppose — to  give  so  much  of  my 
deepest  feelings  to  a  tall,  ungainly- 

comfortable  house — but  I  couldn't 
help  it.  It  had  been  that  way  all  my 

life. 

Daytimes  it  was  always  where  I 
could  see  it  when  I  worked.  If  I  took 
a  book  to  read  or  a  dress  to  mend, 
't  was  never  to  our  own  cottage 
porch  but  to  my  favorite  spot  on  the 
big  verandah  where  I  could  see  the 
sweeping  terraces  and  the  wide, shining  Hudson  River  below. 

It  made  my  throat  ache  with  its 
wild,  unkempt  loveliness.  Always. 

"1  my  mind,  this  verandah,  'the  ter- races, even  the  river  below,  were 

mine. 

I-ate  afternoons  or  evenings  I  used 

"0  jet  myself  in  with  Dad's  keys— 

!r         "  ''  "">s  'ike  coming  hom.e. 
"e  was  such  a  tenderness  . 

""  ''"^'^  piece  of  faded  chintz,  for 

^*ry  sheen  of  poUshed  wood,  for 

^12  ̂"l""^  °f  leaded  pane.  I  could ^  blmdfold  through  the  rooms 
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^d  sit  there,  gazing  at  the 

fortaKi         andu-ons.  curled  up  com- 
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STANDING  in  the  wings  of  the  theater 
where  we  broadcast  the  Hit  Parade,  I 

could  hear  Kenny  Dehnar's  voice  over 
the  little  speaker  on  the  backstage  wall. 
Kenny  makes  most  of  his  announcements 

with  the  music  playing.  If  the  little 

speaker  weren't  there,  I'd  never  be  able 
to  hear  my  cue  to  go  on  stage.  The  band 
blared  its  fanfare. 

"Number  One,"  the  voice  said.  "The 

tune  you  put  in  top  place." 
I  began  to  be  nervous.  As  soon  as  I 

began  to  sing  I  knew  I'd  be  all  right.  But 
as  long  as  I've  been  doing  the  Hit  Parade 
show,  that  number  one  still  gives  me  a 
thrill.  You  can  feel  the  audience  waiting, 
trying,  in  the  split  second  before  Kenny 

announces  the  name,  to  outguess  him.  It's 
like  an  opening  night  on  Broadway,  that 
feeling. 

".  .  .  from  coast  to  coast  .  .  .  Oh,  What 
It  Seemed  To  Be  .  .  .  Joan  Edwards!" 

Kenny's  voice  stopped  and  the  orchestra 
slid  into  the  rhythm  of  the  tune.  I  walked 

from  the  wings  out  onto  the  stage.  The 
blazing  white  eye  of  the  spotlight  fixed  me 
in  its  glare  and  carried  me  over  to  the 
microphone. 

For  the  first  few  moments  out  there, 

it's  no  use  trying  to  look  at  the  audience. 
I  bow,  but  the  lights  are  so  blinding  that 

it's  like  looking  into  the  mouth  of  some 
mammoth  cave,  with  a  rushing  thunder 
of  applause  coming  out  of  the  blackness. 
Mark  Warnow  turned  to  me,  nodded 

and  smiled.    I  heard  the  downbeat  from 

the  orchestra,  my   cue  to  begin  to  sing. 

It   was   just   a    neighborhood  dance, 

that's  all  that  it  was  .  .  .  but  oh, 
what  it  seem,ed  to  be! 

It  was  like  a  masquerade  ball,  with 

costumes  and  all,  'cause  you  were 
at  the  dance  with  me. 

A  chorus  of  muted  trumpets  and  trom- 
bones picked  up  the  melody. 

It  was  just  a  ride  on  a  train,  that's  all 
that  it  was,  but  oh,  what  it  seem,ed 
to  be. 

It  was  like  a  trip  to  the  stars,  to  Venus 

and  Mars  .  .  .  'cause  you  were  on 
the  train  with  me. 

The  violins  sang  soft  and  sweet. 

And  when  I  kissed  you,  darling  .  .  .  It 
was  more  than  just  a  thrill  for  me. 

It  was  the  promise,  darling  .  .  .  of  the 

things  that  fate  had  willed  for  me. 

The  whole  band  came  in  full-throated 
and  strong. 

It  was  just  a  wedding  in  June  .  .  . 

that's  all  that  it  was  .  .  .  but  oh,  what 
it  seemed  to  be! 

It  was  like  a  royal  affair  ,  .  .  with 

everyone  there  .  .  .  'cause  you  said, 
"Yes,  I  do,"  to  me. 

There  was  a  flutter  of  applause  which 

stopped  short  as  the  orchestra  swung  into 
a  chorus  in  dance  tempo.    I  smiled  and 

looked  out  over  the  audience.  The  black- 
ness had  lifted  now.   The  auditorium  was 

full  of  faces,  warm  friendly  faces  looking 

Joan  Edwards,  singing  star  of  the  Hit  Parade,  (Saturdays  at  9  P.M.  EDT)  tells  the  love 

story  of  a  girl  who  came  to  one  of  her  broadcasts^and  had    her*whole  life  changed. 
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STANDING  in  the  wings  of  the  theater where  we  broadcast  the  Hit  Parade,  I 

could  hear  Kenny  Delmar's  voice  over 
the  little  speaker  on  the  backstage  wall. 
Kenny  makes  most  of  his  announcements 
with  the  music  playing.  If  the  Uttle 

speaker  weren't  there,  I'd  never  be  able 
to  hear  my  cue  to  go  on  stage.  The  band 
blared  its  fanfare. 

"Number  One,"  the  voice  said.  "The 

tune  you  put  in  top  place." 
I  began  to  be  nervous.  As  soon  as  I 

began  to  sing  I  knew  I'd  be  all  right.  But 
as  long  as  I've  been  doing  the  Hit  Parade 
show,  that  nwrnber  one  still  gives  me  a 
thrill.  You  can  feel  the  audience  waiting, 

trying,  in  the  spUt  second  before  Kenny 

announces  the  name,  to  outguess  him.  It's like  an  opening  night  on  Broadway,  that 

feeling. 

".  .  .  from  coast  to  coast  .  ,  .  Ok,  What 

It  Seemed  To  Be  .  .  .  Joan  Edwards!" 
Kenny's  voice  stopped  and  the  orchestra 

slid  into  the  rhythm  of  the  tune.  I  walked 
from  the  wings  out  onto  the  stage.  The 
blazing  white  eye  of  the  spotlight  fixed  me 

in  its  glare  and  carried  me  over  to  the microphone. 

For  the  first  few  moments  out  there, 

it's  no  use  trying  to  look  at  the  audience. 
I  bow,  but  the  lights  are  so  blinding  that 
it's  like  looking  into  the  mouth  of  some 
mammoth  cave,  with  a  rushing  thunder 

of  applause  coming  out  of  the  blackness. 
Mark  Warnow  turned  to  me,  nodded 

and  smiled.    I  heard  the  downbeat  from 

the  orchestra,  my  cue  to  begin  to  sing. 

It   was   just   a    neighborhood   dance, 
that's  all  that  it  was  .  .  .   but  oh, 
what  it  seevied  to  be! 

It  was  like  a  inasquerade  ball,  with 

costuTties  and  all,  'cause  you  were 
at  the  dance  with  me. 

A  chorus  of  muted  trumpets  and  trom- 
bones picked  up  the  melody. 

It  was  just  a  ride  on  a  train,  that's  all 
that  it  was,  but  oh,  what  it  seemed to  be. 

It  was  like  a  trip  to  the  star&,  to  Venus 

and  Mars  .  .  .  'cause  you  were  on 
the  train  with  me. 

The  violins  sang  soft  and  sweet. 

And  when  I  kissed  you,  darling  ...  It 

was  more  than  just  a  thrill  for  me. 

It  was  the  promise,  darling  .  .  .  oj  the 

things  that  fate  had  willed  for  me. 

The  whole  band  came  in  full-throated and  strong. 

It  was  just  a  wedding  in  June  .  .  . 
that's  all  that  it  was  .  .  .  but  oh,  what 
it  seemed  to  be! 

It  was  like  a  royal  affair  .  .  .  with 

everyone  there  .  .  .  'cause  you  said, "Yes,  I  do,"  to  me. 

There  was  a  flutter  of  applause  which 

stopped  short  as  the  orchestra  swung  into 
a  choi-us  in  dance  tempo.    I  smiled  and 

looked  out  over  the  audience.  The  black- 
ness had  hfled  now.  The  auditorium  was 

full  of  faces,  warm  friendly  faces  looking 

Joun  Edward,    .inging  .tar  of  the  Hit  Porodr.  (Saturday,  at  9  P.M.  EW)  tell-  th»  lo
re 
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up  at  the  stage.  A  bunch  of  colored  flowers  on 
a  hat  caught  my  eye,  and  almost  unconsciously  I 
hoped  that  the  new  white  dress  with  huge  splashes 
of  flowers  in  the  full  skirt  looked  as  well  on  me 

now  as  I'd  thought  when  I  tried  it  in  the  store. 

And  then  I  saw  Mary.  I  didn't  know  her  name, 

then,  and  certainly  never  suspected  that  I'd  soon 
be  playing  a  part  in  her  hfe.  She  was  just  one  of 
a  sea  of  unknown  faces,  most  of  them  smiling. 

But  that's  what  attracted  my  attention.  Mary 

wasn't  smiling.  She  was  making  no  attempt  to 
conceal  the  tears  rolling  unchecked  down  her 

cheeks.  She  was  a  lovely  looking  girl — tears 
seemed  foreign  to  her  face. 

"W/"HEN  the  broadcast  was  over,  we  all  stayed  on 
stage  for  a  few  minutes,  talking  and  joking 

and  making  hurried  arrangements  for  supper. 
There  is  a  repeat  broadcast  for  the  west  coast  at 
midnight,  so  we  usually  go  somewhere  near  the 
theater  for  a  bite  to  eat  between  shows. 

Julius,  my  husband,  was  putting  his  violin  care- 
fully in  its  case,  complaining  bitterly  about  having 

to  wear  a  tuxedo  in  the  middle  of  August.  Kenny 

wandered  over  and  the  two  men  joined  forces  in 

singing  their  "straitjacket  blues."  All  the  time  we 
were  talking,  I  couldn't  get  that  girl's  face  out 
of  my  mind. 
We  went  up  to  our  dressing  rooms  to  change. 

I  slipped  into  a  light  print  street  dress  and  went 
down  to  the  stage  door  where  I  could  get  a  breath 

of  air  while  I  waited  for  Julius.  I  don't  know  who 
ever  started  that  wild  myth  about  husbands  always 
waiting  for  their  wives.  In  my  case,  at  least,  it 

certainly  isn't  true. 
As  I  came  down  the  stairs  I  was  surprised  to 

find  the  girl  I'd  seen  in  the  audience  waiting 
quietly  by  the  door.    The  page  boy  hurried  over. 

"There's  a  young  lady  wants  to  see  you,  Miss 
Edwards,"  he  said.  "Says  you  wouldn't  know  her, 
but  could  she  talk  to  you  for  a  minute." 

I  looked  over  his  slioulder  at  the  shy  figure, 

and  smiled.  "Sure,  Joey  .  .  .  that's  all  right."  He 
walked  back  to  his  post  by  the  door. 

"I'm  sorry  to  impose  on  you,  Miss  Edwards," 
she  began,  "but  I  don't  know  anybody  to  talk  to, 
and  I'm  aU  alone  .  .  .  and — well,  you  sang  our 

song.  .  .  ." 
"That's  all  right,  I  understand."  I  didn't  really, 

but  she  looked  so  small  and  unhappy  standing 
there,  I  wanted  desperately  to  help  her. 

"What's  the  matter,  dear?"  I  asked.  She'd  been 
trying  to  smile,  but  now  the  tears  won  out  and 

she  fumbled  in  her  bag  for  a  handkerchief.  "Oh, 
Miss  Edwards,  I  don't  know  what  to  do!  It  was 
just  Uke  that  song  you  sang  .  .  .  every  word. 

Every  word  except  the  part  about  the  wedding 

in  June." 
-  I  had  an  idea.  "Why  don't  you  come  have 
supper  with  us?    It  will  cheer  you  up." 

She  looked  frightened.  "Oh,  no,  I  couldn't  do 
that  .  .  .  not  with  all  those  people!  But  I  would 

love  to  talk  to  you." 
It  was  strange.    She  was  so  shy,  almost  timid. 

but  because  I  had  sung  what  she  called  "their 
song''  she  felt  easy  and  comfortable  ^ith  me. 

"I'il  tell  you  what  let's  do,  then,"  I  said.  "I'm 
going  to  take  my  little  girl,  Judy  Ann,  walking  in 
Central  Park  tomorrow  morning.  You  come  along 
and  help  me  look  after  her.  BeHeve  me,  I  can 

use  all  the  help  I  can  get  with  that  youngster!" 
She  brightened  and  even  managed  a  real  smile. 

"Oh,  that  would  be  wonderful!"  She  made  it  sound 
as  if  I'd  offered  her  a  dozen  pair  of  nylons. 
We  promised  to  meet  near  a  certain  small  play- 

ground in  the  park  at  eleven,  and  as  she  turned 

to  go,  I  called  after  her.  "By  the  way  .  .  .  you 

forgot  to  tell  me  your  name." 
"Oh,  I'm  awfully  sorry  .  .  .  it's  Mary  Thorne. 

And  I'll  never,  never  be  able  to  tell  you  how 

grateful  I  am."  I  suddenly  felt  all  warm  inside, 
and  it  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  August  weather. 

The  next  morning  was  so  hot  that  as  I  looked 
down  on  Central  Park  from  our  Uving  room 
window  it  seemed  that  a  quiver  of  heat  was  all 

that  stu-red  the  faded  summer  leaves  of  the  trees. 

The  heat  wasn't  bothering  Judy.  She  refused  to 
stand  still  while  I  dressed  her  .  .  .  she  bubbled 

with  excitement.  "Will  we  see  the  bears.  Mommy? 

WiU  I  go  on  the  swing?  Can  I  feed  the  birdies?" 
The  questions  tumbled  out  with  no  stopping  for 
breath  or  waiting  for  an  answer. 

At  last  she  was  dressed;  her  clothes  and  hair 

were  straightened  for  the  hundredth  time,  and 
we  were  on  our  way  to  the  park.  Judy  had  a 

long  argument  with  the  elevator  boy.  She  couldn't 
understand  why  he  wouldn't  come  along.  He  satis- 

fied her  finally  by  saying  that  he  had  his  elevator 
to  play  with  and  promised  Judy  that  next  rainy 
day  she  could  be  his  assistant. 

She  held  tight  to  my  hand  as  we  crossed  Fifty - 
ninth  Street,  but  as  we  entered  the  park,  Judy  ran 
on  ahead.  I  saw  Mary  standing  by  the  wire  fence 
which  surrounds  the  playground,  looking  fresh  and 
cool  in  a  simply  tailored  yellow  sport  dress  that 
reflected  on  her  clear  skin  like  a  field  of  butter- 

cups in  the  sun.  Judy  saw  her,  too,  but  it  was 
a  large  red  purse  Mary  wore  on  a  strap  over  her 

shoulder  which  caught  Judy's  eye. 

"#~|H,  pretty.  Mommy,  pretty!"  she  exclaimed 
and  reached  over  to  gingerly  touch  the  shiny 

leather. 

Mary  was  pleased  and  slipped  the  bag  from  her 
shoulder  for  Judy  to  hold.  While  Mary  and  I 
fotmd  a  bench  in  the  shade,  Judy  strutted  and 
posed  with  her  new-fotmd  glamor. 
Mary  sat  silent  for  a  few  minutes,  then  turned 

to  me  and  said,  "You  must  think  I'm  awfully  siUy 
to  tell  all  my  troubles  to  a  total  stranger." 

I  told  her  I'd  like  to  be  her  friend. 

She  went  on,  "But  when  you  sang  that  song,  it 
was  as  if  you  were  telling  the  whole  story  of  my 

life.  I  couldn't  help  feeling  somehow  that  you'd 
understand.  You  know — all  the  words  seem  to 

fit  ...  it  was  just  a  neighborhood  dance  .  .  .  that's 
all  that  it  was.  I  didn't  have  a  new  dress  ...  all 
the  regular  crowd  would  (Continued  on  page  74) 
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The  purse  that  Mary  sent  to  Judy  Ann  was  a  tiny 
replica  of  the  one  she  had  worn  in  the  Park,  the  one 

Judy  Ann  had  admired   so  lavishly.    And  with   the 
gift  there  came  something  more  important — a  letter. 
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up  al  the  sliine.  A  bunch  of  colored  flowers  on 
:t  hilt  caught  my  c-yc,  and  almost  unconsciously  I 
hoped  l,ha(.  the  now  whito  dress  with  huge  splashes 
of  flowers  in  the  full  skirt  looked  as  well  on  me 

now  OS  I'd  thought  when  I  tried  it  in  the  store. 
And  then  I  .saw  Mary.  I  didn't  know  her  name, 

then,  jind  certainly  never  auspecl^'d  that  I'd  soon 
be  phiying  a  part  in  her  life.  She  was  just  one  of 
n  Kea  of  unknown  faces,  most  of  them  smiling. 

But  that's  what  attracted  my  attention.  Mary 
waNn't  smiling.  She  was  making  no  attempt  to 
conceal  the  tears  rolling  unchecked  down  her 

cheek.s.  She  wa.s  a  lovely  looking  girl — tears 
seemed  foreign  to  her  face. 

VK/^HKN  the  broadcast  was  over,  we  all  stayed  on 
.stage  for  n  few  minutes,  talking  and  joking 

and  making  hurried  arrangements  for  supper. 

ThiM-e  i.s  n  repent  broadcast  for  the  west  coast  at 
midnight,  so  we  usually  go  somewhere  near  the 
Ihenter  for  n  bite  to  eat  between  shows. 

Julius,  my  husband,  was  putting  his  violin  care- 
fully in  its  case,  complaining  bitterly  about  having 

to  wear  a  tuxedo  in  the  middle  of  August.  Kenny 
wandered  over  and  the  two  men  joined  forces  in 

singing  their  "strnitjacket  blues."  All  the  time  we 
were  talking,  I  couldn't  get  that  girl's  face  out 
of  my  mind, 

We  went  up  to  our  dressing  rooms  to  change. 
I  slipped  into  a  light  print  street  dress  and  went 
down  to  the  stage  door  where  I  could  get  a  breath 

of  air  while  I  waited  for  Julius.  I  don't  know  who 
ever  started  that  wild  myth  about  husbands  always 
waiting  for  their  wives.  In  my  case,  at  least,  it 
certainly  isn't  true. 

As  1  eniue  down  the  stairs  I  was  surprised  to 

Hnd  the  girl  I'd  seen  in  the  audience  waiting 
quietly  by  the  door.   The  page  boy  hurried  over. 

"Tliere's  a  young  Indy  wants  to  sec  you,  Miss 
Ktlwards."  he  said.  "Says  you  wouldn't  know  her, 
but  could  she  talk  to  you  for  a  minute." 

I  looked  over  Itis  slioulder  at  the  shy  figure, 
and  smiled.  "Sure.  Joey  .  .  .  tlint's  all  right."  He walked  back  to  his  post  by  the  door. 

"I'm  sorry  to  impose  on  you.  Miss  Edwards," 
she  began,  "but  I  don't  know  anybody  to  talk  to, 
and  I'm  all  alone  .  .  .  and— well,  you  sang  our song.  .  .  ." 

"That's  all  right.  I  utiderstand."  I  didn't  really. but  she  looked  so  small  and  unhappy  standing 
thei-e.  I  wanted  desperately  to  help  her. 

■'What's  Uu«  matier.  dear'?"  I  asked.  She'd  been trying  to  smile,  but  now  Uk>  tears  won  out  and 
she  fumbled  m  her  b;ig  for  a  handkerchief  "Oh 
Miss  Kdwai-ds.  I  don't  know  what  to  do!  It  was just  like  that  song  you  sang  .  .  .  every  word 
Lvery  wo>-.I  except  the  part  about  the  wedding in  June.'  

* 

I  UA  m,  idea,  "\V1»-  don't  you  come  have Mippor  w.lh  us?    It  will  ch«r  vou  up  " 

SI,.-  looked  fr.sht.Mu-J.  "Oh,"  no,  I  couldn't  do l"«t  .  not  w.th  all  those  people!  But  I  would lovo  to  talk  to  vou. 
slraiu',-     Sli,-  w ns  so  sh)-,  almost  timid. 

but  because  I  had  sung   what  she   called     their 

song"  she  felt  easy  and  comfortable  "(vith  me, 
"I'll  tell  you  what  let's  do,  then,"  I  said,  "I'm 

going  to  take  my  little  girl,  Judy  Ann,  walking  in 
Central  Park  tomorrow  morning.  You  come  along 
and  help  me  look  after  her.  Believe  me,  I  can 

use  all  the  help  I  can  get  with  that  youngster!" 
She  brightened  and  even  managed  a  real  smile. 

"Oh,  that  would  be  wonderful!"  She  made  it  sound 
as  if  I'd  offered  her  a  dozen  pair  of  nylons. 
We  promised  to  meet  near  a  certain  small  play- 

ground in  the  park  at  eleven,  and  as  she  turned 

to  go,  I  called  after  her.  "By  the  way  .  ,  .  you 

forgot  to  tell  me  your  name." 
"Oh,  I'm  awfully  sorry  ,  ,  .  it's  Mary  Thorne. 

And  I'll  never,  never  be  able  to  tell  you  how 
grateful  I  am."  I  suddenly  felt  all  warm  inside, 
and  it  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  August  weather. 

The  next  morning  was  so  hot  that  as  I  looked 
down  on  Central  Park  from  our  living  room 
window  it  seemed  that  a  quiver  of  heat  was  all 
that  stirred  the  faded  summer  leaves  of  the  trees. 

The  heat  wasn't  bothering  Judy.  She  refused  to 
stand  still  while  I  dressed  her  .  .  .  she  bubbled 

with  exditement.  "Will  we  see  the  bears,  Mommy? 
Will  I  go  on  the  swing?  Can  I  feed  the  birdies?" 
The  questions  tumbled  out  with  no  stopping  for 
breath  or  waiting  for  an  answer. 

At  last  she  was  dressed;  her  clothes  and  hair 
were  straightened  for  the  hundredth  time,  and 
we  were  on  our  way  to  the  park.  Judy  had  a 
long  argument  with  the  elevator  boy.  She  couldn't 
understand  why  he  wouldn't  come  along.  He  satis- 

fied her  finally  by  saying  that  he  had  his  elevator 
to  play  with  and  promised  Judy  that  next  rainy 
day  she  could  be  his  assistant. 

She  held  tight  to  my  hand  as  we  crossed  Fifty- 
ninth  Street,  but  as  we  entered  the  park,  Judy  ran 
on  ahead.  I  saw  Mary  standing  by  the  wire  fence 
which  surrounds  the  playground,  looking  fresh  and 
cool  in  a  simply  tailored  yellow  sport  dress  that 
reflected  on  her  clear  skin  like  a  field  of  butter- 

cups in  the  sun.  Judy  saw  her,  too,  but  it  was 
a  large  red  purse  Mary  wore  on  a  strap  over  her shoulder  which  caught  Judy's  eye. 

"QH,   pretty.   Mommy,   pretty!"   she   exclaimed and  reached  over  to  gingerly  touch  the  shinv leather. 

Mary  was  pleased  and  slipped  tlie  bag  from  her 
shoulder  for  Judy  to  hold.  While  Mary  and  I 
found  a  bench  in  the  shade,  Judv  strutted  and posed  with  her  new-found  glamor. 
Mary  sat  silent  for  a  few  minutes,  then  turned 

to  me  and  said,  "You  must  think  I'm  awfully  siUy 
10  tell  aU  my  troubles  to  a  total  stranger." I  told  her  I'd  like  to  be  her  friend. 
She  went  on,  "But  when  you  sang  that  song,  it 

w-as  as  .f  you  were  telling  the  whole  story  of  my 
"le_  I  couldn't  help  feehng  somehow  that  vou'd understand.  You  know-aU  the  words  seem  to 
•"  ...  It  was  just  a  neighborhood  dance  .  .  .  that's 
all  that  It  was.  I  didn't  have  a  new  dress  ...  all 
tne  regular  crowd  would  (Continued  on  poge  74) 
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IT  WAS  as  nice,  as  peaceful  a  morning  as 

you  could  ask  for.  The  birds  were  hap- 
pUy  singing,  the  flowers  busily  blooming 

— ^in  fact,  if  Tena  had  ordered  the  day  as  a 

special  treat,  she  couldn't  have  had  it  any 
nearer  perfect. 

She  had,  she  told  Tim,  slept  like  a  lark. 
Tim  had  come  up  bright  and  early  to  fix  a 
leaking  faucet.  It  was  nice,  Tena  thought 

complacently,  as  she  took  fine,  thin  peelings 
off  the  potatoes,  to  have  a  priority,  so  to 

speak,  on  the  building  superintendent.  (As 
a  matter  of  fact,  they  were  engaged  to  be 

married.)  Tim  always  welcomed  any  ex- 
cuse to  come  upstairs,  and  the  minor  repairs 

for  which  the  other  tenants  had  to  wait 

their  tvirns  were  always  done  in  jig  time 
at  the  Hutchinson  apartment,  where  Tena 
worked. 

So  Tena  sat  and  pared  potatoes,  and 

hummed,  mildly  off-key,  Genta  och  Jag. 
Tim  stood  by  the  sink  and  fixed  the  faucet, 
whistling  The  Rose  of  Tralee  and  whacking 
with  his  wrench  in  perfect  time  to  the 
music.  You  would  have  said,  looking  at 

them,  that  it  was  a  scene  of  pleasant  do- 
mesticity. Even  listening  to  the  desultory 

conversation  that  was  going  on  between 

singings  and  hangings,  you  wovdd  have 

thought  that  all  was  well — even  if  you 
might  have  had  a  bit  of  trouble  following 

the  tht-ead  of  the  dialogue. 
Tena  and  Tim  could  hardly  have  been 

said  to  be  talking,  in  the  loose  way  that 
the  term  is  usually  understood.  Not  talking 
to  each  other,  that  is.  Rather,  they  were 
taking  turns  talking.  First  Tena  would  say 
something,  and  then  go  back  to  Genta  och 
Jag.  Then  Tim  would  say  something,  and 
return  to  The  Rose  of  Tralee.  Sometimes 

their  sentences  would  overlap  and  they 
would  both  be  cliattering  at  the  same  time. 

<^^M^ 

but  neither  seemed  to  mind  the  confusion. 

"Lulu,  she  vould  have  made  a  good  vife 

for  Uncle  Shamus,"  Tena  said. 
"They  aren't  makin'  such  good  washers 

any  more,"  Tim  sighed. 
"I  don't  see  vhy  Uncle  Shamus  had  to  go 

and  be  so  shy  of  Lulu,"  Tena  went  on. 
"They're  all  the  time  saying  at  the  hard- 

ware that  they  haven't  got  good  washers 
on  account  of  the  war,"  Tim  continued, 
"but  they'll  be  blamin'  things  on  the  war 
for  a  good  ten  years,  I  bet.  They  ought  to 

of  started  makin'  'em  agin  long  before 

now." 

"Tim,  vhy  do  you  t'ink  Uncle  Shamus 
vas  afraid  of  Lulu?"  Tena  eyed  the  edge 
of  the  potato  parer  critically  and  awaited his  reply. 

"If  you  can't  get  a  good  washer,  what's 
the  sense  of  trying  to  fix  the  plumbing  at 

aU?"  Tim  demanded,  and  gave  his  stiUson 
wrench  a  final  twist. 

AU  at  once  it  dawned  on  Tena  that  that 

was  hardly  a  suitable  reply  to  her  query. 

"Tim,  you  don't  make  sense,"  she  reproved 
mildly.  "Vhat's  Lulu  got  to  do  vit'  vashers, 

for  goodness  sakes?" Tim  stared  at  her  in  amazement,  trying 

unsuccessfully  to  recall  at  what  point  Lulu 
had  become  entangled  with  the  plumbing. 

"Not  a  thing,"  he  finally  admitted.  That 
was  satisfactory,  and  Tena  returned  to  her 

paring. 

But  Tena  wasn't  one  to  let  a  golden 
minute  slip  by  without  improving  it  with 
conversation,  so  she  started  right  up  again 
on  another  tack. 

"How  long  you  been  janitor  here,  Tim?" 
Tim  wiped  his  hands  on  a  piece  of  waste 

and  turned  to  face  Tena  with  a  fine,  Irish 

expression  of  reminiscence  dawning  in  his 

eyes.    "Ever  since  the  time  of  the  fire  in 

i/i 

Anyone  looking  ai  Greta  would  have  said  she  was  a  little  ̂ irl.   Rut 

to  Tena  and  Tim-and  Mrs.  Hutchinson-she  was  nothing  less  than  an  explosion 
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In  this  story,  written  especially  for  Radio  Mirror, 
Tena  and  Tim  find  life  complicated  by  little  Greta, 

who  will  not  talk  even  to  Officer  Murphy.  Anxiously 
watching  his  maneuvers  are  Tim    (George  Cisar), 

Tena  (Peggy  Backmark),  and  Mrs.  Hutchinson  (Gladys 
Keen)     of    the    Tena    and    Tim    program,    heard 

Monday  through  Friday  at  2.45  P.M.,  EDT,  over  CBS. 
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IT  WAS  as  nice,  as  peaceful  a  morning  as 

you  could  ask  for.   The  birds  were  hap- 
pily singing,  the  flowers  busily  blooming 

—in  fact,  if  Tena  had  ordered  the  day  as  a 

special  treat,  she  couldn't  have  had  it  any 
nearer  perfect. 

She  had,  she  told  Tim,  slept  like  a  lark. 
Tim  had  come  up  bright  and  early  to  fix  a 
leaking  faucet.  It  was  nice,  Tena  thought 
complacently,  as  she  took  fine,  thin  peelings 
off  the  potatoes,  to  have  a  priority,  so  to 
speak,  on  the  building  superintendent.  (As 
a  matter  of  fact,  they  were  engaged  to  be 

married.)  Tim  always  welcomed  any  ex- 
cuse to  come  upstairs,  and  the  minor  repairs 

for  which  the  other  tenants  had  to  wait 
their  turns  were  always  done  in  jig  time 
at  the  Hutchinson  apartment,  where  Tena 
worked. 

So  Tena  sat  and  pared  potatoes,  and 

hummed,  mildly  off-key,  Genta  och.  Jag. 
Tim  stood  by  the  sink  and  fixed  the  faucet, 
whistling  The  Rose  of  Tralee  and  whacking 
with  his  wrench  in  perfect  time  to  the 
music.  You  would  have  said,  looking  at 

them,  that  it  was  a  scene  of  pleasant  do- 
mesticity. Even  listening  to  the  desultory 

conversation  that  was  going  on  between 
singings  and  hangings,  you  would  have 

thought  that  all  was  well — even  if  you 
might  have  had  a  bit  of  trouble  following 
the  thread  of  the  dialogue. 
Tena  and  Tim  could  hardly  have  been 

said  to  be  talking,  in  the  loose  way  that 
the  term  is  usually  understood.  Not  talking 
to  each  other,  that  is.  Rather,  they  were 
taking  turns  talking.  First  Tena  would  say 
something,  and  then  go  back  to  Genta  oc/i 
Jag.  Then  Tim  would  say  something,  and 
return  to  The  Rose  of  Tralee.  Sometimes 
their  sentences  would  overlap  and  they 
would  both  be  chattering  at  the  same  time, 

(^^»C^ 

but  neither  seemed  to  mind  the  confusion. 

"Lulu,  she  vould  have  made  a  good  vife 

for  Uncle  Shamus,"  Tena  said. 
"They  aren't  makin'  such  good  washers 

any  more,"  Tim  sighed. 
"I  don't  see  vhy  Uncle  Shamus  had  to  go 

and  be  so  shy  of  Lulu,"  Tena  went  on. 
"They're  all  the  time  saying  at  the  hard- 

ware that  they  haven't  got  good  washers 
on  account  of  the  war,"  Tim  continued, 
"but  they'll  be  blamin'  things  on  the  war 
for  a  good  ten  years,  I  bet.  They  ought  to 

of  started  makin'  'em  agin  long  before 

now." 

"Tim,  vhy  do  you  t'ink  Uncle  Shamus 
vas  afraid  of  Lulu?"    Tena  eyed  the  ei 
of  the  potato  parer  critically  and  awaited 
his  reply. 

"If  you  can't  get  a  good  washer,  what's 
the  sense  of  trying  to  fix  the  plumbing  at 

all?"  Tim  demanded,  and  gave  his  stillson 
wrench  a  final  twist. 

All  at  once  it  dawned  on  Tena  that  that 

was  hardly  a  suitable  reply  to  her  query. 

"Tim,  you  don't  make  sense,"  she  reproved 
mildly.  "Vhat's  Lulu  got  to  do  vit'  vashers, 

for  goodness  sakes?" 
Tim  stared  at  her  in  amazement,  trying 

imsuccessfully  to  recall  at  what  point  Lulu 
had  become  entangled  with  the  plumbing. 

"Not  a  thing,"  he  finally  admitted.  That 
was  satisfactory,  and  Tena  returned  to  her 
paring. 

But  Tena  wasn't  one  to  let  a  golden 
minute  slip  by  without  improving  it  with 
conversation,  so  she  started  right  up  again 
on  another  tack, 

"How  long  you  been  janitor  here,  Tim?" 
Tim  wiped  his  hands  on  a  piece  of  waste 

and  turned  to  face  Tena  with  a  fine,  Irish 
expression  of  reminiscence  dawning  in  his 

eyes.    "Ever  since  the  time  of  the  fire  in 

Anyone  looking  al  Grcla  would  have  said  shf  was  a  lilllr  ijirl.   But 

lo  Tena  and  Tini-and  Mrs.  Hulchinson-she  was  nothing  less  than  an  explosion 
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the  basement,  Tena.  That's  when  I 
come  here — and  it's  a  long  time,  to 
be  sure." 
"But  how  many  years?"  she 

prodded. 
Tim  made  a  brief  stab  at  counting 

and  then  gave  up  almost  at  once. 

"Ever  since  the  fire,"  he 

repeated  firmly.  "Figure 
out  when  that  was,  and 

you've  got  it."  He  began 
to  gather  up  his  tools, 

and  Tena,  apparently 
not  willing  to  essay 
mathematics  at  the  mo- 

ment, picked  up  another 

potato. 
As  you  can  see,  it  was 

a  perfectly  ordinary, 

perfectly  normal  morn- 
ing. You  would  have 

said,  listening  to  them, 

that  pretty  soon  Tim 
would  figure  that  the 
rest  of  the  tenants  rated 

a  little  service,  and  be  on  his  way. 
You  would  have  said  that  shortly 

Tena  would  put  out  the  potato  peel- 
ings and  maybe  go  in  to  side  up 

the  living  room,  or  wash  out  Mr. 

Hutchinson's  blue  sport  shirt  he  was 
so  choice  of,  or  something  like  that. 

You'd  never,  for  a  moment  have  be- 
lieved, if  anyone  had  told  you,  that 

any  second  now  a  bomb  was  going 
to  burst  right  in  the  middle  of  those 

peaceful  lives. 

r>UT  it  did.  It  sounded  a  warning 
right  that  minute,  in  the  form  of 

two  short  rings  of  the  doorbell. 

Tena  put  down  her  potato  knife 
and  brushed  back  a  wisp  of  hair  from 

her  forehead.  "Now,  honest,"  she 

said  with  some  heat,  "and  this  is 
yust  the  morning  Mrs.  Hutchinson 

wanted  to  sleep  late!"  She  disap- 
peared down  the  hall. 

She  was  back  in  a  minute,  a  letter 
in  her  hand,  her  eyes  green  with 
excitement. 

"Tim!  For  me,  a  letter!  Special 

delivery!" 
Tim  laid  down  his  tools  and  came 

across  the  kitchen  to  her.  "What 

d'ya  know!    Who's  it  from?" 
Tena  regarded  the  white  square 

as  if  waiting  for  it  to  speak.  "Nay, 
who  could  be  sending  to  me  a 

special?" 
Tim  grinned.  "Sure,  you'll  never 

find  out  unless  you  open  the  thing." 
That  seemed  like  a  good  idea. 

"Veil  .  .  .  ,"  said  Tena  and  slid  her 
finger  under  the  flap.   She  drew  out 

When  Tena  opened  the 
door,  she  saw  them  .  .  . 

the  letter,  and  began  to  read.  As 

she  did,  the  whole  gamut  of  emo- 
tions flickered  over  her  face  like  an 

old-fashioned  movie,  so  that  Tim 
was  nearly  wild  with  impatience. 

"Trouble?"  he  asked  anxiously. "Ya." 

"Someone  died?"  He 

put  the  proper  sorrow 
into  his  tone. "Nay." 

He  took  half  the  sor- 
row out,  and  tried  again. 

"Someone  sick?" "Nay." 

"Accident,  maybe?" "Nay." 

"Well,  for  the  love  of 

Pete,"  he  exploded, 

"What,  then?" 
For  once,  Tena  seemed 

to  be  struck  speechless. 

Silently,  she  passed  the 
somewhat  crumpled, 

finger-marked  sheet  of 
paper  across  to  him. 
Dear  Tena,  he  read.  You  know 

my  wife  dead  three  years  now.  Now 

I  go  to  new  job  in  lumber  camp. 
Greta  I  cannot  take  with.  You  take 

care  Greta  and  I  send  you  money 
so  soon  I  make  some.  Greta  come 

soon  on  train  I  put  her  on  last  night. 
Your  cousin,  Giis. 

"Holy  mackerel,"  said  Tim.  "Holy 

mackerel!!  She's  on  her  way!  Who's 
Gus — that  big  no-good  cousin  of 

yours  in  Minnesota?" "Sometimes  he  lives 

in  Visconsin,"  Tena  told 

him,  defensively.  "His Karen  died  vhen  Greta 
vas  about  three.  For 

goodness  mercy  sakes, 

Tim,"  she  exploded,  the 
enormity  of  it  finally 

dawning  on  her,  "how 
can  I  take  care  of  a  lit- 

tle baby?" "She  was  a  little  baby 

six  years  ago,"  Tim 
pointed  out,  as  if  that 

helped  any.  "She's  a  big 

girl  now." 
Tena  looked  around 

the  kitchen  as  if  the  little  girl 

might  pop  out  of  a  cupboard.  Her 
eyes  lighted  on  the  coffee  pot,  and 
with  some  relief  at  the  thought  of 
that  solace,  she  filled  it  with  water 

and  put  it  on  the  stove.  "Ve  al- 
ready got  two  kids  here!"  she 

moaned. 

"Better  turn  on  the  gas  if  you 
want  that  to  cook,"  Tim  advised,  in 

Greta      knew      exactly 
what  she  wanted  .  .  . 

the  tone  of  a  superior  male  who 
has  no  little  girl  arriving  to  live  with 

him.. 
"I'm  all  mixed  up,"  Tena  com- 

plained. "Vhat  should  I  do,  Tim? 

Vhat  should  I  do?  Any  minute  she'll 
be  here.   Vhat  should  I  do?" 

"Turn  on  the  gas,"  Tim  offered. 
"Turn  on  the  g?is." 
Tena  flimg  herself  dramatically 

into  a  chair  and  then  flung  herself 

right  out  of  it  again,  as  the  doorbell 

rang  a  second  time. 
At  the  kitchen  door,  she  turned 

imploring  eyes  on  Tim.  "Come  vit'," she  begge(J. 

Tim  came  with.  He  wouldn't  have 
missed  it  for  the  world.  Tena  opened 

the  door  gingerly,  as  if  a  troll  might 
be  waiting  without. 

First  they  saw  a  woman  with  a 
straw  valise  in  her  hand.  And  then 

they  saw  a  little  girl  in  a  straw  hat, 

with  a  great  shock  of  straw-colored 
hair  hanging  down  beneath  it.  Word- 

lessly, they  stared  at  each  other  for 
a  long  minute,  and  then  the  woman 

spoke. "Are  you  this  child's  aunt?  I'm 
from  the  Children's  Aid  Society.  This 
little  girl  got  off  the  train  from  Min- 

nesota this  morning.  She  had  a  note 

pinned  to  her  coat,  asking  us  to 

bring  her  to  you." "Go  avay,"  said  Tena.  "I  mean, 

come  in." 
"Sure,"  Tim  echoed.  "Come  along 

inside  and  let's  get  a 

look  at  the  kid." The  little  procession 

trooped  down  the  hall 
and  into  the  kitchen, 

with  Tena  leading  and 
Tim  bringing  up  the 

rear  with  something  of 
a  flourish.  He  was  rather 

enjoying  all  this  excite- 
ment. Tena  wasn't. 

What  will  Mrs.  Hutch- 
inson say?  kept  whirling 

around  her  head,  in 

which  there  was  no  an- 
swer to  the  question, 

until  she  felt  like  the 

vacuum  center  of  a  cy- 
clone.   It  was  all  so  sudden! 

The  coffee  pot  was  bubbling  mer- 
rily. The  white  curtains  on  the  win- 
dow were  blowing.  The  sun  shone, 

the  flowers  still  bloomed,  the  birds 
still  sang.  It  was  as  if  nothing  had 

happened  —  outside.  But  in  the 
kitchen  there  was  as  much  tension 

as  if  Tena's  cyclone-of-the-head 
were  going  to  break  over  them  any 
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moment  in  thunderous  reality. 

Tim,  fortunately,  had  presence  of 

mind  enough  to  offer  the  Children's 
Aid  Society  woman  a  chair,  and  he 

lifted  little  Greta  up  onto  Tena's 

high  stool.  She  sat  there  stiffly,  mov- 

ing only  her  eyes,  careful  not  to  let 

them  meet  those  of  anyone  else. 

Those  big  blue  eyes  of  hers  tried 

very  hard  to  be  fuU  of  nothing.  Tim, 

watching  her,  felt  suddenly  like  cry- 

ing. He  hadn't  felt  that  way  since 
he  was  a  boy,  and  it  was  so  appalling 

a  feeling  that  it  dried  up  whatever 

he  might  have  had  to  offer  in  the 

way  of  small  talk  to  ease  the  situa- 
tion. 

"How's  your  papa,  Greta?"  asked 
Tena,   obviously  duty-bound. 

Silence. 

"Yeah,  how's  your  old  man?"  Tim 
echoed,  as  if  he  and  Gus  had  been 

bosom  buddies  for  the  past  decade. 

Silence.  Greta  might  never  liave 

heard  of  Gus  in  her  life.  Or  she 

might  as  well  have  been  able  to  con- 
verse only  in  Hindustani.  Or  she 

might  have  taken  a  vow  of  silence. 

Anyway,  she  wasn't  talking.  She 
simply  sat,  her  eyes  fixed  on  far 
horizons. 

"Shy,"  said  the  woman  from  Chil- 
dren's Aid,  as  if  that  covered  a 

multitude  of  cases.  "I'd  better  be 

getting  back  to  the  office,"  the woman  added. 

Panic  really  hit  Tena,  as  if  the 
woman  were  the  last  link  with  the 

outside  world.  ".Von't  you  have  a 

cup  of  coffee?"  she  inquired  anx- 
iously, almost  desperately. 

The  woman  shook  her  head.  "I'll 
be  running  along.  I  know  Greta 

will  be  very  happy  here  with  you 

good  people.  Goodbye,  Greta." 
Greta  said  nothing. 
Tena  took  the  woman  to  the  door 

and  came  flying  back  to  the  kitchen, 

to  find  Tim  examining  the  little  girl 

carefully.  Tena,  too,  took  her  first 

really  good  look,  and  her  soft  heart 

began  to  melt.  There  weren't  tears 
in  Greta's  eyes.  Perhaps  she  was 
too  brave.  But  her  blue  eyes  were 

bright  with  something  that  was  very 
close  to  terror. 

"Poor  little  kid,"  said  Tim,  softly. 

"Stockars  lilla  fiicka,"  Tena  echoed. 
Tim  squatted  on  his  heels  before 

the  stool  on  which  Greta  was 

perched.  "Look,  honey,"  he  began, 
and  then  his  voice  died  away.  Greta 

was  looking  past  him,  through  him. 

And  it  was  obvious  that  she  didn't 

dare   look  at  him,   didn't   dare  ac- 

Tena  brought  out  the  much-bedraggled  letter  from  Gus,  and  Mrs.  Hutch- 
inson read  it  over  her  shoulder.    Then  she  took  it  away  and  read  it  again. 

knowledge  him,  because  he  was  a 

part  of  the  loneliness,  the  strange- 
ness, the  Gus-less  terror. 

Tim  got  up  and  motioned  Tena  to 
follow  him  into  the  dining  room. 

"Looka  here,  Tena,"  he  began.  "This 
little  girl's  gotta  have  a  home,  see? 
What  she  needs  is  someone  to  love 
her.  What  she  needs  is  a  mother.  She 

needs  somebody  to  keep  tabs  on  her 
and  teach  her  how  to  grow  up  like 

other  people,  see?" 

'T'ENA  saw.  She  was  thinking  how 

big  Greta  l^ad  grown  already,  and 
what  kind  of  a  growing-up  it  must 
have  been,  kicking  around  from  here 

to  there  with  that  no-good  Gus.  But, 

she  told  herself,  Gus  was  Greta's 
papa.    She  probably  loved  him. 

"Greta's  had  some  hard  luck,  some 

mighty  hard  luck,"  Tim  went  on. 
"Her  mother  dies  when  she's  a  little 
baby.  Her  father  goes  away  to  a 
lumber  camp  now  and  leaves  her. 

It's  hard  luck.  I  wouldn't  trust  no- 

body neither,  if  I  was  in  her  boots." 
He  watched  the  tears  spring  into 

Tena's  eyes,  and  was  trying  to  think 
of  something  more  cheerful  to  say, 

to  check  the  flood,  when  Mrs.  Hutch- 
inson appeared  in  the  hallway  door. 

"Good  morning,  Tim — ^Tena,"  she 

said,  stifling  a  yawn.  "What  on 
earth's  going  on?  Have  you  been 
staging  a  parade  up  and  down  the 

hall?" 

Nobody  said  anything. 

"I'm  going  to  have  some  coffee," 

she  went  on.  "Is  there  some  ready, 
Tena?"  And  she  started  for  the 
kitchen. 

Tim  caught  her,  figuratively  by  the 

coattails.  "Er — a — wouldn't  you  ra- 
ther Tena  brought  your  breakfast 

in?"  he  began,  oiling  up  his  blarney. 
Mrs.  H.  shook  her  head.  Tena 

stepped  in  front  of  her.  "I  vouldn't 
go  out  there  if  I  vas  you,  Mrs. 

Hutchinson.  There's — there's  some- 
t'ing  out  there." 
A  hoa  constrictor  in  the  refrig- 

erator? Mrs.  Hutchinson  thought 

wildly.  A  three-headed  calf  in  the 
cupboard?  You  never  could  be  quite 
sure  what  was  going  to  happen  next, 
if  Tena  had  her  hand  in  it. 

"It's  Greta,"  Tena  blurted  out. 

"My  cousin  Gus's  girl.  She  come 
on  the  train  {Continued  on  page  70) 
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IOVE  and  beauty  are  so  much  akin  that  we I  usually  find  them  living  side  by  side,  each 
one  a  source  of  the  other.  And  my  one 

wish  is  that  those  who  doubt  this  blessed  truth 
could  have  spoken  as  I  did  to  a  girl,  not  much 
older  than  Chichi,  whose  husband  Joe  was 
badly  wounded  in  battle.  When  he  returned 
from  overseas  he  did  not  give  in  to  his  over- 

whelming desire  to  rush  straight  to  his  home 
and  Rhoda,  for  his  face  had  been  terribly  dis- 

figured and  he  could  not  bear  the  possibility 
of  seeing  horror  or  pity  in  her  eyes  instead 
of  love. 

So  Rhoda  had  to  track  Joe  down  to  convince 
him  that  her  love  for  him  'had  nothing  to  do 
with  his  physical  appearance.  "I  had  to  pretend 
to  be  angry,  Papa  David,"  she  told  me  simply. 
"I  had  to  remind  him  that  all  I  ever  wanted 
was  to  share  his  life  and  bring  his  children  into 
the  world,  and  I  asked  him  if  he  thought  that 
was  because  of  a  good-looking  face." 

Rhoda  spoke  matter-of-factly,  without  any 
attempt  to  dramatize  herself.  But  when  I  left 
her,  two  lines  kept  running  aroimd  in  my  head: 

"True  love  is  quick  to  find 
The  beauties  hid  from  common  sight." And  I  knew  that  even  if  Rhoda  had  never 

heard  these  words,  her  own  generous  ^nd 
loving  heart  had  taught  her  their  meaning. 
And  now  to  s6me  of  the  letters  for  which, 

dear  friends,  Chichi  and  I  thank  you  from 
the  bottom  of  our  hearts.  The  first  one — ^the 
one  I  considered  best  of  the  himdreds  received 
this  month,  is  from  a  man  who  truly  under- 

stands happiness.  The  editors  of  Radio  Mirror 
have  mailed  him  a  check  for  one  hundred 
dollars. 

ir 
rJAfif   ̂ ff'fttf'f/  ,:^t/i^itneXi 

Dear  Papa  David: 
Yes,  life  can  be  beautiful  I  think  under  most 

any  circumstances,  and  this  is  my  story. 
I  was  the  eldest  son  of  a  poor  family  who 

immigrated  to  Texas  back  in  the  year  1880. 
At  that  time  I  was  seven  years  old.  My  mother 
and  father  died  a  few  years  later  and  I  was 
left  an  orphan  at  about  fourteen  years  of 
age.  There  were  five  other  children  and  a 
family  who  were  our  friends  took  them  to  care 
for,  which  left  me  to  make  my  own  way  in 
the  world,  which  I  did. 
When  I  was  about  twenty-six  years  old  I 

met  and  fell  in  love  with  a  girl  who  was  totally 
blind  and  had  been  for  ten  years.  She  was 
also  of  a  poor  family.  We  decided  to  get 
married  as  each  of  us  believed  we  could  make 

a  living  and  be  happy  together.  We  kept  our 

home;  did  our  own  cooking,  Tiouse-cleaning, 
laxindry  and  all  without  any  help  from  anyone 
else  and  it  was  all  a  pleasure  to  us  and  life 
did  seem  to  be  beautiful. 

I  was  a  great  lover  of  hunting,  so  I  got  some 
hunting  dogs.  We  lived  near  a  river  bottom 
where  there  was  plenty  of  raccoon  and  other 
fur  bearing  animals.  We  went  on  many  a  hunt 
at  night  in  that  river  bottom  and  when  the  dogs 
would  strike  a  trail  and  begin  running  and 
barking  there  we  would  go,  trying  to  stay  as 

near  to  them  as  possible  so  they  wouldn't  get 
out  of  hearing  until  they  treed  the  animal  that 

they  were  after.  To  give  lis  light  I  had  an  old" 
fashioned  coal  oil  lantern.  Also  I  had  my  No. 

12  single-barreled  shotgun  and  most  of  the 
time  in  addition  to  my  ammunition  and  other 
needs  for  himting  was  our  midnight  lunch  in 
my  hunting  bag  slung  over  my  shoulder,  also 
a  canteen  full  of  drinking  water  slung  over  my 
other  dioulder  and  her  hanging  onto  my  left 
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arm  as  we  made  our  way  sometimes  in  a  riin 
to  where  the  dogs  would  tree.  This  was  all 
great  tan  cmd  life  was  great. 

There  was  a  number  of  other  things  we  did, 

such  as  going  to  the  old-time  sqxiare  dances 

that  were  popular  in  those  days.  We  didn't 
do  any  dancing  but  I  played  the  violin  and 
she  enjoyed  hearing  the  dancing. 

After  about  twelve  years  of  doing  these  and 
many  other  things  we  began  to  feel  a  little 
lonesome  in  the  spring  and  summer  time  when 
there  was  no.thing  else  to  do  but  to  work,  so 
after  talking  it  over  with  each  other  we 

decided  we  were  lonesome  because  we  didn't 
have  any  babies  and  believing  owe  only  chance 
to  have  one  was  to  adopt  one  we  talked  of  that. 

But  one  day  my  wife  said  to  me  "We  won't 
need  to  adopt  a  baby"  and  in  surprise  I  asked 
her  why  and  she  said,  "Well,  you  will  see  just 
as  sure  as  two  and  two  make  four!" 
Now  you  talk  about  things  beginning  to  hum 

to  make  life  beautiful!  Well,  we  thought  that 
there  was  nothing  that  could  beat  that,  so  in  due 
course  of  time  our  baby  came  and  then  for  the 
first  time  in  our  married  life  we  hired  a  house- 

keeper for  two  weeks.  We  then  let  her  go  and 
took  over  the  job  ourselves  again  of  keep- 

ing our  home,  doing  aU  our  work  and  taking 

good  care  of  our  most  cherished  object,  oiu- 
babe. 

We  got  many  thrills  out  of  raising  her.  We 
loved  the  groimd  she  walked  on.  We  gave  her 
a  common  school  education  and  at  the  age  of 
seventeen  she  got  married  to  a  fine  young 
man.    Now  they  have  three  children. 

After  forty-six  years  of  life  together  we  have 
now  the  darkest  spot  on  our  horizon  as  my  dear 
wife  is  a  bedfast  invalid  and  has  been  for  six 
months.  She  is  with  our  daughter  at  her  home 
and  she  takes  care  of  her  night  and  day.  My 
wife  is  now  past  seventy  years  of  age.  We 
never  hear  a  complaint  from  her.  As  for  me, 
I  am  seventy-three    (Continued  on  page  91) 
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BE  BEAU 

IOVE  and  boauly  arc  so  much  akin  that  we 
I  usually  find  them  living  side  by  side,  each 
■^  one  a  source  of  the  other.  And  my  one 

wish  is  that  those  who  doubt  this  blessed  truth 
could  have  spoken  as  I  did  to  a  girl,  not  much 
older  tlian  Chichi,  whose  husband  Joe  was 
badly  wounded  in  battle.  When  he  returned 
fix)m  overseas  he  did  not  give  in  to  his  over- 

whelming desire  to  rush  straight  to  his  home 
and  Rhoda,  for  his  face  had  ijeen  terribly  dis- 

figured and  he  could  not  bear  the  possibility 
of  seeing  horror  or  pity  in  her  eyes  instead 
of  love. 

So  Rhoda  had  to  track  Joe  down  to  convince 
him  that  her  love  for  him  ihad  nothing  to  do 

with  his  physical  appearance.  "I  had  to  pi-etend 
to  be  angry.  Papa  David,"  she  told  me  simply. 
"I  had  to  remind  him  that  all  I  ever  wanted 
was  to  share  his  life  and  bring  his  children  into 
the  world,  and  I  asked  him  if  he  thought  Uial 

was  because  of  a  good-looking  face." 
Rhoda  spoke  m  alter -of- factly,  without  any 

attempt  to  dramatize  herself.  But  when  I  left 
her,  two  lines  kept  running  around  in  my  head: 

"True  love  is  quick  to  find 

The  beauties  hid  from  common  sight.'' And  I  knew  that  even  if  Rhoda  had  never 
heard  these  words,  her  own  generous  and 
loving;  heart  had  taught  her  their  meaning. 
And  now  to  s6me  of  the  letters  for  which, 

dear  friends,  Chichi  and  I  thank  you  from 
the  botton\  of  our  hearts.  The  first  one — the 
one  I  considered  best  of  the  hundreds  received 

this  month,  is  from  a  maix  who  truly  under- 
stands happiness.  Tlie  editors  of  Radio  Mirror 

have  maiied  him  a  check  for  one  liundred 
dollars. 

■  ^//n'tf    foi'f'ft/rf/  Mff/i/fUff'SS 

Dear  Papa  David: 
Yes,  life  can  be  beautihil  I  think  under  most 

any  circumstances,  and  this  is  my  story. 
I  was  the  eldest  son  of  a  poor  family  who 

immigrated  to  Texas  back  in  the  year  1880. 
At  that  time  I  was  seven  years  old.  My  mother 

and  father  died  a  few  years  later  and  I  was 

left  an  orphan  at  about  fourteen  years  of 

age.  There  were  five  other  children  and  a 

family  who  were  our  friends  took  them  to  care 
for,  which  left  me  to  make  my  own  way  in 
the  world,  which  I  did. 

When  I  was  about  twenty-six  years  old  I 
met  and  fell  in  love  with  a  giri  who  was  totally 
blind  and  had  been  for  ten  years.  She  was 

also  of  a  poor  family.  We  decided  to  get 
married  as  each  of  us  believed  we  could  make 

a  living  and  be  happy  together.  We  kept  our 

home;  did  our  own  cooking,  house -cleaning, 
laundry  and  all  without  any  help  from  anyone 

else  and  it  was  all  a  pleasure  to  us  and  life 
did  seem  to  be  beautiful. 

I  was  a  great  lover  of  hunting,  so  I  got  some 

hunting  dogs.  We  lived  near  a  river  -bottom 
where  there  was  plenty  of  raccoon  and  other 
fur  bearing  animals.  We  went  on  many  a  hunt 
at  night  in  that  river  bottom  and  when  the  dogs 
would  strike  a  trail  and  begin  running  and 
barking  there  we  would  go,  trying  to  stay  as 

near  to  them  as  possible  so  they  wouldn't  get 
out  of  hearing  until  they  treed  the  animal  that 
they  were  after.  To  give  us  light  I  had  an  old 
fashioned  coal  oil  lantern.  Also  I  had  my  No. 

12  single -barreled  shotgun  and  most  of  the 

time  in  addition  to  my  ammunition  and  other 

needs  for  hunting  was  our  midnight  lunch  in 

my  hunting  bag  slung  over  my  shoulder,  also 
a  canteen  full  of  drinking  water  slung  over  my 

other  shoulder  and  her  han^g  onto  my  l«l 

Life  Can  Itr  nrautirii 

arm  as  we  made  our  way  sometimes  in  a  run 

to  where  the  dogs  would  tree.  This  was  all 

great  fun  and  life  was  great. 
There  was  a  number  of  other  things  we  did, 

such  as  going  to  the  old-time  square  dances 

that  were  popular  in  those  days.  We  didn't 
do  any  dancing  but  I  played  the  violin  and 
she  enjoyed  hearing  the  dancing. 

After  about  twelve  years  of  doing  these  and 

many  other  things  we  began  to  feel  a  little 
lonesome  in  the  spring  and  summer  time  when 
there  was  nothing  else  to  do  but  to  work,  so 
after  talking  it  over  with  each  other  we 

decided  we  were  lonesome  because  we  didn't 
have  any  babies  and  believing  our  only  chance 

to  have  one  was  to  adopt  one  we  talked  of  that. 

But  one  day  my  wife  said  to  me  "We  won't 
need  to  adopt  a  baby"  and  in  surprise  I  asked 
her  why  and  she  said,  "Well,  you  will  see  just assure  as  two  and  two  make  four!" 

Now  you  talk  about  things  beginning  to  hum 
to  make  life  beautiful!  Weil,  we  thought  that 
"lere  was  nothing  that  could  beat  that,  so  in  due 
course  of  tune  our  baby  came  and  then  for  the 
hrst  time  in  our  married  life  we  hired  a  house- 

keeper for  two  weeks.  We  then  let  her  go  and 
look  over  the  job  ourselves  again  of  keep- 

^^J^  *^°"^e.  domg  all  our  work  and  taking 

Tu  '^^  °^  °"''  "^°^*  cherished  object,   our 
^e  got  many  thrills  out  of  raising  her.  We 

oved  the  ground  she  walked  on.   We  gave  her 
common  school  education  and  at  the  age  of 

m^    .       ̂ ^^   S°*   married    to   a    fine   young 

St  7  *^^^  ̂ ^^^  ̂ ^  children, now  r  "^"^"^  y^a"  of  life  together  we  have 

wife  T"*""*  ̂ °^  °"  °"^  horizon  as  my  dear 
montlf  ̂  °^^^st  invalid  and  has  been  for  six 
and  h '  ̂̂^  "^  ***^  °"^  daughter  at  her  home 
wife  ̂ ^^^  ̂^^^  °^  ̂^^  "^Sht  and  day.  My 

never'h"^^  P^st  seventy  years  of  age.  We 
I  ̂   ̂^  ̂   complaint  from  her.  As  for  me, 

seventy-three    (Continued   on  page  91) 
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This  is  the  time  of  year 

when  oyster-lovers  rejoice  in 

the   return   of   their   fa- 

vorite dish.    If  you're  a  new 
recruit,  try  your  first 

oysters  in  these  interesting  ways 

WHETHER  or  not  it  is  true,  as the  old  story  has  it,  that  the 
bravest  man  in  the  world  was 

the  one  who  first  ate  an  oyster,  there 
is  no  doubt  that  ever  since  that  day 
gourmets  have  owed  him  a  debt  of 
gratitude  for  his  deed.  One  of  the 
tastiest  of  our  sea  foods,  oysters  are 
also  one  of  the  most  useful,  for  they 
can  be  prepared  in  such  a  variety  of 
ways  to  add  interest  and  nutritive 
value  to  our  meals.  So  with  the 
coming  of  cool  days,  watch  for  the 

familiar  "Oysters  R  in  season,"  al- 
ways a  sign  of  good  eating,  take  a 

supply  home  with  you  and  serve 
them  in  one  of  these  appetizing  ways. 

Oyster  Stew 
1  pint  oysters 
4  tbls.  butter  or  margarine 
4  cups  rich  milk  or  3  cups  milk 

and  1  cup  light  cream 
Vt.  tsp.  salt 

Paprika 
Drain  oysters,  saute  in  butter  until 

edges  begin  to  curl.  Add  liquor  from 
oysters  to  milk  and  heat  almost  to 
boiling  point  but  do  not  boil.  Com- 

bine sauteed  oysters  and  milk  and 
cook  together  until  flavors  are  well 
blended,  about  2  minutes.  Add  sea- 

sonings and  serve  at  once. 

Scalloped  Oysters  and  Sausages 
>,4  lb.  sausage  links 
2  cups  rolled  cracker  crumbs,  unsalted 

V2  tsp.  salt Vs  tsp.  pepper 
1  pint  oysters 

V4  tsp.  Worcestershire  sauce 
\'^  cup  milk 
Separate  sausages  into  link  and 

prick  each  one  with  a  fork.  Combine 
cracker  crumbs  and  seasonings,  toss- 

ing lightly  until  thoroughly  blended. 
Arrange  half  the  crumbs  in  shallow 
baking  dish,  buttered;  cover  with 
oysters  in  a  layer,  and  add  remaining 
crumbs.  Combine  milk  and  Wor- 

cestershire sauce  and  pour  over 
crumbs.  Arrange  sausages  on  crumbs 
and  bake  in  450  degree  oven  until 
sausages  are  done  and  crumbs  are 
browned  (about  30  minutes) . 

Fried    Oysters 
1  pint  oysters 
Flour 

1  egg 

K4TE  SMITH 
RADIO  MIRROR 

FOOD  COUNSELOR 

Listen  to  Kate  Smith's 
daily  talks  at  noon 
and  her  Friday-  night 
Variety  Show,  heard 
on   CBS,   8:30   EDT. 

1  tbl.  milk 
Pinch  salt Pinch  pepper 

Sifted  bread  crumbs 
Drain   oysters,   roll   in   flour   and 

shake  to  remove  excess  flour.     Beat 
together  egg,  milk,  salt  and  pepper. 
Dip  oysters  in  egg  mixture,  roll  in 
bread  crumbs  and  cook  in  deep  fat 
(390  degrees  F.)  until  golden  brown, 
(1  to  2  minutes).  Drain  on  absorbent 

paper. 
Baked  Potatoes   and   Oysters 

4  large  baking  potatoes 
Melted  butter  or  margarine 

1  pint  oysters 
V2  cup  French  dressing Hot  milk 

Salt Pepper 
V2  cup  buttered  bread  crumbs 

Paprika 
Scrub  potatoes,  rub  with  melted 

butter  or  margarine  and  bake  in  400 
degree  oven  until  done  (about  1 
hour).  Marinate  oysters  in  French 
dressing  for  30  minutes,  turning  oc- 

casionally to  make  sure  all  are  well 
seasoned.  Drain.  Cut  baked  pota- 

toes lengthwise  and  scoop  out  in- 
sides.  Mash  and  add  sufficient  hot 
milk  to  make  light  fluffy  mixture 
when  beaten.  Season  with  salt 
and  pepper  and  return  to  potato 
shells.  Make  hollow  in  potato  mix- 

ture,  fill    {Continued    on   page   90) 
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Eastern  Daylight  Time 

8:30  CBS:  Country  Journal 
8:30  ABC:  Earl  Wilde,  pianist 
9:00  MBS:  Young  People's  Church 9:00  ABC:  White  Rabbit  Line 
9:15  CBS:  Renfrew  Valley  Folks 
9:15  NBC:  Story  to  Order 
9:30  NBC:  Tapestry  Musicale 
9:30  MBS:  Voice  of  Prophecy 
9:45  CBS:  Choir  Practice 

10:00  CBS:  Church  of  the  Air 
10:0D!ABC:  Message  of  Israel 
10:00  NBC:  Highlights  of  the  Bible 
10:00  MBS:  Radio  Bible  Class 
10:30  CBS:  Church  of  the  Air 
10:30  ABC:  Southernaires 
10:30  NBC:  Circle  Arrow  Show 
10:30  MBS:  Chaplain  Jim 
11:00  NBC:  Eternal  Light 
11:00  MBS:  Voice  of  Prophecy 
11:05  CBS:  Wings  Over  Jordan 
11:30  ABC:  Hour  of  Faith 
11:30  CBS:  Salt  Lake  City  Tabernacle 

Choir 
11:30  MBS:  Reviewing  Stand 
11:45  NBC:  Solitaire  Time,  Warde  Dono- 

12:00  MBS:  Pilgrim  Hour 
12:00  CBS:  Invitation  to  Learning 
12:30  NBC:  NBC  Concert  Orchestra 
12:30  MBS:  Lutheran  Hour 
12:30  ABC:  String  Orchestra 
1:00  ABC:  Cliff  Edwards 
1:00  CBS:  People's  Platform 
1:00  NBC:  Voice  of  the  Dairy  Farmer 
1:15  NBC:  America  United 
1:15  ABC:  Orson  Welles 
1:15  MBS:  Ilka  Chase 
1:30  CBS:  Time  for  Reason 
1:30  ABC:  Sammy  Kaye's  Orchestra 
1:30  NBC:  Chicago  Round  Table 
1:30  MBS:  Singing  Sweethearts 
1:45  MBS:  Bert  Howell 

2:00  NBC:  Frank  Black,  Robert  Merrill 
2:30  NBC:  Harvest  of  Stars 
2:00  MBS:  Private  Showing 
2:00  ABC:  Warriors  of  Peace 
2:00  CBS:  Reader's  Digest 
2:15  ABC:  Dorothy  Claire,  songs 
2:30  NBC:  Harvest  of  Stars 
2:30  ABC:  National  Vespers 
2:30  ABC:  Bill  Cunningham,  news 
2:45  MBS:  The  World  Tomorrow 

3:00  MBS:  Open  House  -    '" 3:00  CBS:  Columbia  Broadcasting  Sym- 
phony 

3:00  NBC:  Carmen  Cavallaro 
3:15  ABC:  Galen  Drake 

3:30  ABC:  A  Present  From  Hollywood 
3:30  NBC:  One  Man's  Family 
3:30  MBS:  Vera  Holly,  songs 
3:45  ABC:  Samuel  Pettingill 
4:00  CBS:  Columbia  Workshop 
4:00  NBC:  The  National  Hour 
4:00  ABC:  Stump  the  Authors 
4:00  MBS:  Mystery  Is  My  Hobby 
4:30  CBS:  The  Electric  Hour 
4:30  ABC:  Right  Down  Your  Alley 
4:30  MBS:  True  Detective  Mysteries 
5:00  NBC:  NBC  Symphony 
5:00  CBS:  The  Family  Hour 
5:00  ABC:  Darts  for  Dough 
5:00  MBS:  Attorney  for  the  Defense 
5:30  MBS:  The  Abbott  Mysteries 
5:30  ABC:  David  Harding,  Counterspy 
5:45  CBS:  William  L.  Shirer 
6:00  CBS:  Silver  Theatre 
6:00  ABC:  Phil  Davis 
6:00  MBS:  Those  Websters 
6:00  NBC:  Catholic  Hour 
6:30  NBC:  Ask  Me  Another 
6:30  CBS:  Baby  Snooks 

7:00  MBS:  Let's  Go  to  the  Opera 
7:00  NBC:  Frank  Morgan 
7:00  CBS:  Gene  Autry 
7:30  MBS:  Star  Show 
7:30  ABC:  The  Quiz  Kids 
7:30  NBC:  Rogue's  Gallery,  Dick  Powell 7:30  CBS:  Blondie 

8:00  NBC:  Alec  Templeton 
8:00  MBS:  Mediation  Board 
8:00  ABC:  Ford  Hour 
8:00  CBS:  Richard  Lawless 

8:30  MBS:  Special  Investigator 
8:30  CBS:  Crime  Doctor 
8:30  NBC:  Tommy  Dorsey 
8:55  CBS:  Ned  Calmer 
9:00  CBS:  Meet  Corliss  Archer 
9:00  MBS:  Exploring  the  Unknown 
9:00  ABC:  Walter  Winchell 
9:00  NBC:  Manhattan  Merry-Go-Round 
9:15  ABC:  Louella  Parsons'  Show 
9:30  CBS:  Texaco  Star  Theater,  James 

Melton 

9:30  MBS:  Double  or  Nothing 
9:30  NBC:  American  Album  of  Familiar 

Music 

9:45  ABC:  JimmieFidler 
9:45  MBS:  Dorothy  Thompson 

10:00  CBS:  Take  It  or  Leave  It 
10:00  ABC:  Mystery  Hour 
10:00  NBC:  Hour  of  Charm 
10:00  MBS:  Freedom  of  Opportunity 
10:30  NBC:  Connie  Haines,  Jan  Savitt 
10:30  CBS:  We  the  People 
10:30  MBS:  Serenade  for  Strings 
11:00  CBS:  Bill  Costello 

ABC:  Orson  Welles 

11:30  NBC:  Pacific  Story 

DOUBLY  AIR-MINDED 

Playing  the  flying  secret  agent,  Joyce 

Ryan,  in  Mutual's  Captain  Midnight  for  the 
past  five  years  has  had  a  marked  effect  on 
Marilou  Neumayer's  private  life.  The  daily 
dialogue  dealing  with  flying  led  to  a  real 
life  interest  in  airplanes  and  what  makes 
them  run.  Now  Marilou,  with  sixty  flying 

hours  to  her  credit  and  her  pilot's  license 
won,  would  rather  fly  than  eat. 

Of  course,  her  radio  commitments  keep 
her  pretty  busy.  In  addition  to  Captain 
Midnight,  Marilou  is  also  heard  as  the  sultry 

siren,  Stella  Curtis — and  here's  a  piece  of 
type  casting,  as  far  as  looks  are  concerned 
— in  the  CBS  and  NBC  Ma  Perkins  show. 
She's  featured  on  several  other  Chicago 
shows,  like  First  Nighter,  Freedom  of  Op- 
portunity. 
Undecided  as  to  whether  it  would  be 

singing  or  acting  as  a  career,  Marilou  went 
to  Chicago  in  1940  to  try  her  luck  in  radio 
there.  Her  luck,  it  turned  out,  was  ex- 

ceptionally good.  In  two  short  months  of 
knocking  on  doors,  Marilou  won  the  audi- 

tion for  the  part  of  Joyce  in  Captain  Mid- 
night. Naturally,  that  made  making  up  her 

mind  very  simple.  She's  been  Joyce  and an  actress  ever  since. 
Like  her  leaning  toward  a  theatrical 

career,  her  interest  in  flying  came  sort  of 

naturally,  too.  Marilou's  late  father  was airminded.  He  was  the  first  man  in  Iowa  to 

have  a  pilot's  license  after  World  War  I.  Mr. 
Neumayer  was  a  hotel  owner.  Marilou  still 
remembers  with  delight  the  number  of 
times  he  used  to  whisk  her  out  to  the  air- 

port, while  she  was  still  a  baby,  and  take 
her  up  for  a  spin  in  the  clouds.  She  also 
remembers  that  there  were  frequent  little 
squalls  at  home  about  these  trips,  because 
Mrs.  Neumayer  always  thought  Marilou 

was  merely  being  taken  for  a  visit  to  daddy's 
hotel.  It  was  these  very  early  memories 
that  were  rekindled  by  all  the  talk  about 
flying  on  the  Captain  Midnight  script,  and 

which  led  to  Marilou's  taking  lessons. Marilou  is  five  feet  one  and  all  of  it 

energy.  She's  one  of  the  busiest  people  in Chicago  radio.  Quite  aside  from  her  full  air 

schedule,  she's  an  active  member  of  the 
American  Federation  of  Radio  Artists,  of 
the  Independent  Citizens  Committee  of  the 
Arts,  Sciences  and  Professions,  a  member 

of  the  Board  of  Directors  of  the  Actor's 
Club  and  any  benefit  work  or  drive  always 
finds  her  working  like  a  beaver.  Lots  of 
eager  and  willing  people  who  never  can 
manage  so  much  work  are  always  trying 
to  find  out  her  secret  for  keeping  going. 

Maybe,  she  says,  it's  just  that  you  have  to 
keep  interested  in  everything — interested 
enough  to  do  something  about  it  all. 
Unmarried,  Marilou  shares  an  apartment 

with  her  mother  and  her  college-age  sister. 
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ABC:  Breakfast  Club 

NBC:  Honeymoon  in  New  York CBS:  This  Is  New  York 
MBS:  Shady  Valley  Folks 
CBS:  Valiant  Lady 
ABC:  My  True  Story 
NBC:  Lone  Journey 
MBS:  Once  Over  Lightly 
NBC:  Lora  Lawton 
CBS:  Light  of  the  World 
MBS:  Faith  In  Our  Time 
CBS:  Evelyn  Winters 
ABC:  Hymns  of  All  Churches 
NBC:  Road  of  Life 
MBS:  Married  For  Life 
ABC:  Club  Time 

CBS:  Bacfielor's  Children 
NBC:  Joyce  Jordan 
ABC:  Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast NBC:  Fred  Waring  Show 
CBS:  Arthur  Godfrey 
MBS:  Elsa  Maxwell 
CBS:  Tena  and  Tim ABC:  Gilbert  Martyn 
NBC:  Barry  Cameron 
MBS:  Take  It  Easy  Time CBS:  Rosemary 
ABC:  Ted  Malone 
MBS:  Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
NBC:  David  Harum 
ABC:  Glamour  Manor 
CBS:  Kate  Smith  Speaks 
CBS:  Aunt  Jenny 
MBS:  Morton  Downey 
CBS:  Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
ABC:  At  Your  Request 
MBS:  This  Is  Your  Country 
CBS:  Our  Gal  Sunday 

NBC:  Maggl's  Private  Wire MBS:  Naval  Academy  Band 
MBS:  News  for  Women 
CBS:  Big  Sister 
MBS:  Luncheon  With  Lopez 
CBS:  Ma  Perkins 
CBS:  Young  Dr.  Malone 
MBS:  John  J.  Anthony 
CBS:  Road  of  Life 
NBC:  The  Guiding  Light 
CBS:  The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
ABC:  Ethel  &  Albert 

NBC:  Today's  Children CBS:  Perry  Mason 
MBS:  Smile  Time 
NBC:  Woman  in  White 
ABC:  Bride  and  Groom 
MBS:  Queen  for  a  Day 
CBS:  Time  to  Remember 
NBC:  Masquerade 
ABC:  Al  Pearce  Show 
CBS:  You're  in  the  Act 
NBC:  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
MBS:  True  Confessions 
NBC:  Ma  Perkins 
MBS:  Judy  Lang.  Songs 
ABC:  Ladies  Be  Seated 
CBS;  Cinderella,  Inc. 

NBC:  Pepper  Young's  Family 
MBS:  Lady  Be  Beautiful 
NBC:  Right  to  Happiness 
ABC:  Jack  Berch 
CBS:  House  Party 

MBS:  Ershine  Jolinson's  Hollywood NBC:  Backstage  Wife 
ABC:  Something  for  the  Girls 
NBC:  Stella  Dallas 
MBS:  Johnson  Family 
ABC:  Our  Singing  Land 
CBS:  Give  and  Take 
NBC:  Lorenzo  Jones 
MBS:  Mutual's  Melody  Hour 
ABC:  Hop  Harrigan 
NBC:  Young  Widder  Brown 
CBS:  Feature  Story 
ABC:  Terry  and  the  Pirates 
NBC:  When  a  Girl  Marries 
MBS:  Adventures  of  the  Sea  Hawk 
NBC:  Portia  Faces  Life ABC:  Dick  Tracy 

MBS:  Superman 
CBS:  Woman's  Club MBS:  Captain  Midnight 
ABC:  Jack  Armstrong 
NBC:  Just  Plain  Bill 
CBS:  Cimarron  Tavern 
NBC:  Front  Page  Farrell 
ABC:  Tennessee  Jed 
CBS:  Sparrow  and  the  Hawk MBS:  Tom  Mix 
NBC:  Sketches  in  Melodies 
CBS:  Waitin'  for  Clayton 
CBS:  Songs  by  Larrv  Carr ABC:  Cal  Tinney 
NBC:  Chesterfleid  Club 
CBS:  Bob  Hawk  Show 
ABC:  The  Lone  Ranger 
NBC:  Cavalcade  of  America 
CBS:  Forever  Ernest 
ABC:  Lum  &  Abner 
MBS:  Bulldog  Drummond 
ABC:  Ed  Sullivan's  Pipeline 
ABC:  Fat  Man  Detective  Series 
CBS:  Joan  Davies 
NBC:  Voice  of  Firestone 
MBS:  Case  Book  of  Gregory  Hooiti 
ABC:  I  Deal  in  Crime 
NBC:  The  Telephone  Hour 
MBS:  Real  Stories 
NBC:  Benny  Goodman 
MBS:  Spotlight  Bands 
ABC:  Paul  Whiteman's  Orchestra. 
ABC:  Harry  Wismer,  Sports 

CBS:  Screen  Guild  Players 
NBC:  Contented  Program 
MBS:  Your  Land  and  Mine 
ABC:  Ralph  Morgan 
MBS:  Jon  Gart  Trio 
CBS:  Tonight  on  Broadway 
NBC:  Dr.  I.  Q. 
.^BC:  Question  for  America 
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9:00  ABC:     Breakfast  Club 
9:00  NBC:     Honavmoon  in  New  Vork 
9:15  CBS       This  Is  New  York 
9:15  MBS:    Shady  VaJley  Folks 
9:30  NBC:     Daytime  Classics 

10:00  CBS:     Valiant  Lady 
19:00  ABC:     IHy  True  Stor» 
10:00  MBS:    Alan  Scott 
10:90  NBC:     Lone  iourney 
10:15  NBC:     Lora  Lawton 
10:15  CBS       Light  oJ  the  World 
10:15  MBS:     Faith  in  Our  Time 
10:30  CBS:      Evelyn  Winters 
10:30  ABC:     Hymns  of  All  Churches 
10:30  NBC:    Road  of  Life 
10:30  MBS:    Married  For  Life 
10:45  ABC:     The  Listening  Post 
10:45  NBC:    Joyce  iordan 
10:45  MBS:     Fun  With  Music 
11:00  NBC:    Fred  Waring  Show 
11:00  ABC:     Tom  Broneman's  Breakfast 
11:00  CBS:     Arthur  Godfrey 
11:15  MBS:    Elsa  Maxwell 
11:30  ABC:     Qilbert  Martyn 
11:30  CBS:     Tena  and  Tim 
11:30  NBC:    Barry  Cameron 
11:30  MBS:    Take  It  Easy  Time 
11:45  CBS:     Rosemary 
11:45  ABC:     Salen  Drake 
11:45  NBC:    David  Harum 
11:45  MBS:    Victor  H.  LIndlahr 
12:00  ABC:     Glamour  Manor 
12:00  CBS:     Kate  Smith  Speaks 
12:15  MBS:    Morton  Downey 
12:15  CBS:     Aunt  Jenny 
12:30  CBS:     Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
12:30  ABC:     At  Your  Request 
12:30  MBS:    Command  Band 
12:45  CBS:     Our  Gal  Sunday 
12:45  NBC:    Maggi's  Private  Wire 1:00  MBS:    News  For  Women 
1:00  CBS:      Big  Sister 
1:00  NBC:    Sketches  in  Melody 
1:15  CBS:      Ma  Perkins 
1:15  MBS:    Luncheon  with  Lopez 
1:30  CBS:      Young  Dr.  Malone 
1:30  MBS:    Smile  Time 
1:45  CBS:     Road  of  Lite 
1:45  MBS:    John  J.  Anthony 
2:00  NBC:    The  Guiding  Light 
2:00  ABC:     John  B.  Kennedy,  News 
2:00  CBS:     The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
2:15  ABC:     Ethel  &  Albert 
2:15  MBS:    Smile  Time 
2:15  NBC:    Today's  Children 
2:15  CBS:     Perry  Mason 
2:30  NBC:    Woman  in  White 
2:30  ABC:     Bride  and  Groom 
2:30  MBS:    Queen  for  a  Day 
2:45  CBS:     Time  to  Remember 
2:45  NBC:    Masquerade 
3:00  CBS:     You're  in  the  Act 

2:00    3:00  ABC:     Al  Pearce  Show 
2:00    3:00  NBC:     Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

3:00  MBS:    True  Confessions 
2:15     3:15  NBC:     Ma  Perkins 
2:30    3:30  NBC:    Pepper  Young's  Family 

3:30  MBS:    Lady  Be  Beautiful 
3:30  CBS:     Cinderella.  Inc. 
3:30  ABC:     Ladies  Be  Seated 

2:45    3:45  NBC:    Right  to  Happiness 
2:45    4:00  ABC:     Jack  Berch 
3:00    4:00  CBS:     House  Party 
3:00    4:00  NBC:    Backstage  Wife 

4:00  MBS:    Erskine  Johnson's  Hollywood 
3:15    4:15  NBC:    Stella  Dallas 

4:15  MBS:    The  Johnson  Family 
4:15  ABC:     Something  for  the  Girls 
4:30  NBC:    Lorenzo  Jones 
4:30  CBS:     Give  and  Take 
4:45  ABC:     Our  Singing  Land 
4:45  MBS:    Mutual  Melody  Hour 
4:45  ABC:      Hop  Harrigan 

3:45    4:45  NBC:    Young  Widdar  Brown 
4-gO    5:00  ABC:     Terry  and  the  Pirates 
4:00    5:00  NBC:    When  a  Girl  Marries 
4-00    5:00  MBS:    Adventures  of  the  Sea  Hound 
4:15    5:15  NBC:    Portia  Faces  Life 
4:15    5:15  ABC:     Dick  Tracy 

5:15  MBS:     Superman 
5:30    5:30  ABC:     Jack  Armstrong 
4:30     5:30  NBC;:    Just  Plain  Bill 

5:30  CBS:     Cimarron  Tavern 
5:30  MBS:    Captain  Midnight 

5:45    5:45  ABC:     Tennessee  Jed 
4:45     5:45  NBC:     Front  Page  Farrell 

5:45  CBS:      Sparrow  and  the  Hawk 
5:45  MBS:     Tom  IVIi« 

S:15  NBC:  Jose  Bethencourt,  Marimba 
S:1SCBS:  Patti  Clayton 
S:45  ABC:  Cal  Tinney 
7:00  NBC:  ChesterHeid  Supper  Club 
7:15  MBS:  Horn  Kobblers 

6:30    7:30  CBS:  American  Melody  Hour 
6:30    7:30  NBC;:  Songs  by  Warde  Donovan 
7:00     8:00  CBS:  Big  Town 
7:00     3:00  ABC:  Lum  'n'  Abner 
7:00     8:00  NBC:  Johnny  Desmond.  Margaret 

Whiting,  Herb  Shriner 
3:00  MBS:  Nick  Carter 

8:15  ABC:  The  O'Neills 
3:30  ABC:  Sammy  Kaye 

7:30    8:30  NBC:  A  Date  With  Judy 
7:30    8:30  CBS:  Theater  of  Romance 

3:30  MBS:  Adventures  of  the  Falcon 
7:30    8:55  CBS:  Bill  Henry 

8:00    9:00  ABC::  there's  Morgan 
8:00     9:00  NBC:  JimAmeche 

9:15  ABC:  Ted  Malone 
9:15  MBS:  Real  Stories 

8:30    9:30  ABC":  Doctor  Talks  It  Over 8:30    9:30  NBC::  Fred  Waring 
8:30    9:30  MBS:  American  Forum  af  the  Air 

9:55  ABC:  Harry  WIsmer 
10:00  ABC:  Concert  Time 
10:00  NBC:  Herbert  Marshall 
10:00  CBS:  Crime  Photographer 

10:30  10:30  CBS:  Open  Hearing 
10:30  MBS:  Better  Half 

9:30  10:30  NBC:  SIgmund  Romberg 
11:15  CBS:  Frontiers  of  Science 

BAD   BOY   SPECIALIST 

Today,  Jackie  Kelk.  mercurial  M.  C.  of 
CBS's  Continental  Celebrity  Club  (Satur- 

days, 10:15  P.M.  EDST)  and  squeaky- 
voiced  Homer  of  CBS's  Aldrich  Family 
(Fridays,  8  p.m.),  has  fourteen  years  of 
experience  on  stage,  screen  and  radio  be- 

hind him.  Jackie  is  exactly  twenty-three. 
Jackie  was  born  in  August  1923 — in 

Brooklyn.  At  a  tender  age.  he  was  sent  to 

St.  Gregory's  Academy.  Shortly  after  his 
debut  there,  he  distinguished  himself  by 

making  a  little  girl  yell  bloody  murder  be- 
cause he  pulled  her  pigtails.  Result? 

Jackie's  parents  were  asked  to  take  him 
away  and  never  bring  him  back.  Followed 
a  short  spell,  when  Jackie  was  not  going 
to  school  and  amused  himself  by  making 
faces  at  himself  in  mirrors.  Thus  are  little 
actors   born — sometimes. 
Then  Jackie  was  sent  to  the  Professional 

Children's  School  in  New  York,  where  his 
fellow  students  included  Eileen  Barton. 

Billy  Hallop  and  Nancy  Walker — who  was 
Jackie's  first  heartbeat.  He  was  nine  and 
she  was  eight.  The  year  Jackie  turned  nine, 
he  also  turned  professional  actor,  playing 

Madge  Kennedy's  son  in  the  Broadway  play 
"Bridal  Wise,"  the  part  of  a  nasty,  nasty 
little  boy.  incidentally.  After  that,  came  the 

young  boy's  part  in  "Goodbye  Again"  and then  Hollywood  grabbed   him. 
His  first  job  in  radio  was  playing  the 

part  of  "Oiving,"  Fanny  Brice's  son  in  The Cohens.  He  was  still  so  young  he  had  to 

stand  on  a  box  to  speak  into  the  micro- 
phone. It's  doubtful  whether  he  could  man- 

age such  a  feat.  now.  He's  so  restless, scarcely  ever  stands  still  enough  to  stay  on 
a  box  these  days. 

In  the  twelve  years  he's  been  in  radio. 
Jackie's  chalked  up  a  record.  He's  child- 
stooged  for  Bert  Lahr.  Eddie  Cantor.  Burns 
and  Allen,  Jack  Benny.  Fred  Allen,  Walter 
O'Keefe  and  Ethel  Merman.  He  was  the 
original  Terry,  in  Terry  and  the  Pirates, 
Ned  in  The  Chase  Twins,  Bob  Putnam  in 
Wings  Over  America,  Perry  Winkle  in  Give 
Us  the  Funnies  and  Jimmie  in  Superman. 
He  got  the  Homer  part  in  the  Aldrich 
Family  five  years  ago  and  has  since  out- 

lived three  "Henrys."  And  last  year,  he  got 
his  own  variety  show  to  M.  C.  Continental 
Celebrity  Show. 
At  present,  whenever  he  finds  himself 

with  a  spare  hour,  he  heads  for  Pound- 
ridge,  N.  Y..  where  he  recently  bought  a 
little  old  house  that  is  some  180  years  older 
than  he  is.  There,  he  lives  with  his  mother, 
and  a  nine-months-old  English  spaniel. 
He  plans  eventually  to  be  a  gentleman 

farmer.  Most  of  his  friends  nod  nicely 

when  he  says  this — and  laugh  broadly  be- hind his  back. 

Somehow,  they  cain't  see  Jackie,  who 
lives  now  as  though  there  were  hidden, 
but  active  springs  bouncing  him  around 
constantly,  settled  down  to  the  ambling, 
strolling  pace  of  the  successful  gentleman 
farmer. 
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9:00  ABC:     Breakfast  Club 
9:00  NBC:    Honeymoon  in  New  York 
9:10  CBS:     This  Is  New  York 
9:15  MBS:    Shady  Valley  Folk 

10:00  CBS:     Valiant  Lady 
10:00  NBC:    Lone  Journey 
9:30  NBC:    Daytime  Classics 

10:00  ABC:     My  True  Story 
10:00  MBS:     Once  Over  Lightly 
10:15  NBC:     Lora  Lawton 
10:15  MBS:    Faith  in  Our  Time 
10:15  CBS:      Light  of  the  World 
10:30  CBS:     Evelyn  Winters 
10:30  NBC:    Read  of  Life 
10:30  MBS:    Married  For  Life 
10:45  CBS:     Bachelor's  Children 10:45  ABC:     The  Listening  Post 
10:45  NBC:    Joyce  Jordan 

11:00  ABC:     Tom  Breneman's 11:00  NBC:    Fred  Waring  Shaw 
11:00  CBS:     Arthur  Godfrey 
11:15  MBS:    Elsa  Maxwell 
11:30  ABC:     Gilbert  Martyn 
11:30  NBC:    Barry  Cameron 
11:30  MBS:    Take  It  Easy  Time 
11:30  CBS:     Tena  and  Tim 
11:45  MBS:    Victor  H.  LIndlahr 11:45  CBS:     Rosemary 
11:45  ABC:     Ted  Malone 
11:45  NBC:    David  Harum 
12:00  ABC:     Glamour  Manor 
12:00  CBS:     Kate  Smith  Speaks 
12:15  MBS:    Morton  Downey 
12:15  CBS:     Aunt  Jenny 

12:30  CBS:     Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
12:30  ABC:     At  Your  Request 
12:45  CBS:     Our  Gal  Sunday 

12:45  NBC:     Maggl's  Private  Wire 1:00  CBS:     Big  Sister 
1:15  CBS:      Ma  Parkins 
1:15  MBS:    Luncheon  With  Lopez 
1:30  CBS:     Young  Dr.  Malone 
1:45  CBS:      Road  of  Life 
1:45  MBS:    John  J.  Anthony 
2:00  NBC:    The  Guiding  Light 
2:00  CBS:     The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
2:15  ABC:     Ethel  &  Albert 

2:15  NBC:    Today's  Children 2:15  CBS:     Parry  Mason 
2:15  MBS:    Smilo  Time 
2:30  ABC:     Bride  and  Groom 
2:30  NBC:    Woman  in  White 
2:30  MBS:    Queen  for  a  Day 

2:45  CBS:     Time  to  Remember 
2:45  NBC:    Masquerade 

2-00    3:00  ABC:    Al  Pearce  Show 
2-00    3:00  NBC:    Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

3:00  MBS:    True  Confession 
3:00  CBS:     You're  in  the  Act 

2:15    3:15  NBC:    Ma  Parkins 
2-30    3:30  CBS:     Cinderella,  Inc. 

3:30  NBC:    Pepper  Young's  Family 
3:30  ABC:     Ladies  Be  Seated 
3:30  MBS:    Lady  Be  Beautiful 

2:45    3:45  NBC:    Right  to  Happiness 
3-00    4:00  NBC:    Backstage  Wife 
3:00    4:00  CBS:     House  Party 4:00  M  BS:    Erskine  Johnson  in  Holly  woo 

4:00  ABC:    Jack  Berch 
4:15  ABC:     Beautiful  Music 4-15  MBS:    The  Johnson  Family 

3:15    4:15  NBC:    Stella  Dallas 
4:30  CBS:     Give  and  Take 

3:30    4:30  NBC:    Lorenzo  Jones 
4:45  ABC:     Hop  Harrigan 
4:45  MBS:    Mutual  Melody  Hour 

3:45    4:45  NBC:    Young  Widder  Brown 
4-00    5:00  ABC:     Terry  and  the  Pirates 

5:00  NBC:    When  a  Girl  Marries 
5:00  MBS:    Adventures  of  the  Sea  Houn 

4-15    5:15  NBC:    Portia  Faces  Life 
4:15     5:15  ABC:     Dick  Tracy 

5:15  MBS:    Superman 
4-30    5:30  CBS:     Cimarron  Tavern 
4-30    5:30  ABC:     Jack  Armstrong 
4-30    5:30  MBS:    Captain  Midnight 
4i30    5:30  NBC:    Just  Plain  Bill 
5-45     5:45  ABC:     Tennessee  Jed 
4-45    5:45  NBC:    Front  Pago  Farrell 5:45  CBS:     The  Sparrow  and  the  Haw: 

5:45  MBS:    Tom  Mix 
5:10    6:10  CBS:     Quincy  Howe 
5:15    6:15  CBS:     Waitin'  For  Clayton 
5:15    6:15  NBC:    Jose  Bethencourt 

6:30  CBS:     Songs  by  Larry  Carr 

6:45  ABC:     Cal  Tinney 
7:00  ABC:     Headline  Edition 
7:00  CBS:      Lanny  Ross  Show 
7:00  NBC:    Chesterfield  Supper  Club 

7:15  MBS:    The  Korn  Kobblers 
6:30    7:30  CBS:     Adventures  of  Ellery  Queen 
6:30    7:30  ABC:     The  Lone  Ranger 7:30  MBS:    Battle  of  the  Commentators 

8:00  ABC:     Lum  'n'  Abner 8:00  MBS:    What's  the  Name  ol  That Song? 

8:00  NBC:    Mr.  and  Mrs.  North 

8:15  ABC:     The  O'Neills 7:30    8:30  MBS:    Beatrice  Kay 
7:30    8:30  ABC:     Fishing  and  Hunting 
7:30    8:30  NBC:    A  Life  in  Your  Hands 
7:55    8:55  CBS:     Bill  Henry 

9:00  ABC:     Court  of  Missing  Heirs 
8:00    9:00  CBS:     Sad  Sack 
8:00    9:00  NBC:    McGarry  and  His  Mouse 

9:15  MBS:    Real  Stories 
8:30    9:30  ABC:    So  You  Want  to  Lead  a  Band 

9:30  MBS:    Spotlight  Bands 
8:30    9:30  NBC:    Mr.  District  Attorney 
9:00  10:00  CBS:     Academy  Award 
9:00  10:00  NBC:    Kay  Kyser 
9:00  10:00  ABC:     Sports  Review 

10:00  MBS:    Endorsed  by  Dorsey 

9:30  10:30  CBS:     David  Rose  Orchestra 
10:30  MBS:    Author  Meets  Critics 
10:30  ABC'     We.  the  Guilty 
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9:00  ABC:     Breaiifast  Club 
9:00  NBC:    Honeymoon  in  New  York 
9:1S  CBS:     This  Is  New  York 
9:15  MBS:    Shady  Valley  Folks 
9:30  NBC:    Daytime  Classics 

10:00  CBS:     Valiant  Lady 
10:00  ABC:     My  True  Story 
10:00  NBC:    Lone  Journey 
10:00  MBS:    Once  Over  Lightly 
10:15  NBC:    Lora  Lawton 
10:15  CBS:      Light  of  the  World 
10:15  MBS:    Faith  in  Our  Time 
10:30  NBC:    Road  of  Life 
10:30  CBS:     Evelyn  Winters 
10:30  MBS:    Married  for  Life 

10:45  CBS:     Bachelor's  Children 
10:45  ABC:     The  Listening  Post 
10:45  NBC:    Joyce  Jordan 
10:45  MBS:    Fun  With  Music 
11:00  CBS:     Arthur  Godfrey 

11:00  ABC:     Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast 
11:00  NBC:    Fred  Waring  Show 

11:15  MBS:    Elsa  Maxwell's  Party  Line 
11:30  ABC:     Gilbert  Martyn 
11:30  NBC:    Barry  Cameron 
11:30  MBS:    Take  It  Easy  Time 
11:30  CBS:     Tena  and  Tim 
11:45  CBS:     Rosemary 
11:45  ABC:     Ted  Malone 
11:45  NBC:    David  Harum 
11:45  MBS:    Victor  H.  Lindlahi 
12:00  ABC:     Glamour  Manor 
12:00  CBS:      Kate  Smith  Speaks 
12:15  CBS:     Aunt  Jenny 
12:15  MBS:    Morton  Downey 
12:30  CBS:     Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
12:30  ABC:     At  Your  Request 
12:30  MBS:    U.  S.  Navy  Band 
12:45  CBS:     Our  Gal  Sunday 

12:45  NBC:    Maggi's  Private  Wire 
12:45  MBS:    U.  S.  Navy  Band 
1:00  CBS:     Big  Sister 
1:00  MBS:    News  for  Women 
1:15  CBS:      Ma  Perkins 
1:15  MBS:    Luncheon  with  Lopez 
1:30  CBS:     Young  Dr.  Malone 
1:45  MBS:    John  J.  Anthony 
1:45  CBS:      Road  of  Life 
2:00  NBC:    The  Guiding  Light 
2:00  CBS:     The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
2:15  ABC:     Ethel  and  Albert 

2:15  NBC:    Today's  Children 
2:15  CBS:     Perry  Mason 
2:15  MBS:    Smile  Time 
2:30  ABC:     Bride  and  Groom 
2:30  NBC:    Woman  in  White 
2:30  MBS:    Queen  for  a  Day 
2:45  CBS:     Time  to  Remember 
2:45  NBC:    Masquerade 
3:00  ABC:     Ai  Pearce  Show 
3:00  NBC:    Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
3:00  MBS:    True  Confessions 

3:00  CBS:      You're  in  the  Act 
3:15  NBC:    Ma  Perkins 

3:30  NBC:    Pepper  Young's  Family 
3:30  ABC:     Ladies,  Be  Seated 
3:30  MBS:    Lady  Be  Beautiful 
3:30  CBS:     Cinderella,  inc. 
3:45  NBC:    Right  to  Happiness 
4:00  ABC:    Jack  Berch 
4:00  CBS:     House  Party 
4:00  NBC:    Backstage  Wife 
4:00  MBS:    Erskine  Johnson  in  Hollywood 
4:15  NBC:    Stella  Dallas 
4:15  MBS:    Johnson  Family 
4:15  ABC:     Something  for  the  Girls 

4:30  CBS:     Give  and  Take 
4:30  ABC:     Our  Singing  Land 
4:45  MBS      Mutual  Melody  Hour 
4:30  NBC:    Lorenzo  Jones 

4:45  ABC:     Hop  Harrigan 
4:45  NBC:    Young  Widder  Brown 

5:00  ABC:     Terry  and  the  Pirates 
5:00  NBC:    Adventures  of  the   Sea   Hawk 

5:00  MBS:    Here's  How  with  Peter  Howe 
5:15  NBC:    Portia  Faces  Life 
5:15  ABC:     Dick  Tracy 
5:15  MBS:    Superman 

5:30  CBS:     Cimarron  Tavern 
5:30  ABC:    Jack  Armstrong 
S:30  MBS:    Captain  Midnight 
5:30  NBC:    Just  Plain  Bill 

5:45  ABC:     Tennessee  Jed 
5:45  NBC:    Front  Page  Farreil 
5:45  CBS:     Sparrow  and  the  Hawk 
5:45  MBS:    Tom  Mix 

6:15  CBS:      Waitin'  For  Clayton 
6:15  NBC:    Serenade  to  America 

6:30  CBS:     Songs  by  Larry  Carr 
6:30  NBC:    Clem  McCarthy 

6:45  ABC:     Cal  Tinney 

7:00  NBC:    Chesterfield  Supper  Club 

7:15  MBS:    Korn  Kobblers 

7:30  CBS:      Mr.  Keen 
7:30  ABC:     Professor  Quiz 
7:30  NBC:    Bob  Burns 

8:00  NBC:    Olmstead  Playhouse 

8:00  ABC:     Lum  'n'  Abner 
8:00  CBS:     Suspense 
8:00  MBS:    Elaine  Carrington  Playhouse 

8:30  ABC:     America's  Town  Meeting 
8:30  NBC:    Meredith  Wilson 
8:30  MBS:    Vic  and  Sade 
8:55  CBS:     Bill  Henry 

9:00  CBS:     Dick  Haymes 
9:00  MBS:    Gabriel  Heatter 
8:00  NBC:    Eddie  Duchin,  Edward  Everett 

Horton 

Real  Stories 

Detect  and  Collect 
Hobby  Lobby 
By  Popular  Demand 
Jack  Haley  with  Eva  Arden 

California  Melodies 

Vaughn  Monroe 

Here's  Morgan 
Rudy  Vallee 
Blue  Barron's  Orxhestra       -, 

9:15  MBS: 
9:30  ABC: 
9:30  CBS: 
9:30  MBS: 
9:30  NBC: 

10:00  MBS: 
10:00  NBC: 

10:30  ABC: 
10:30  NBC: 
10:30  MBS: 
10:30  CBS:   '^innc  AgaiA-IBInnegan 

ENGLISH   IS  A  DIALECT 

Jack  Lloyd  is  one  of  the  busiest  actors 
on  the  air.  The  shows  he  appears  in  are  so 
niimerous  it  would  take  too  much  space  to 

list  them,  except  to  mention  that  they're  of 
the  calibre  of  We,  the  People,  Front  Page 
Farreil,  The  Kate  Smith  Hour,  and  Valiant 
Lady.  The  parts  he  plays  on  these  shows 
are  strictly  American  style  juveniles  and 
romantic  leads. 

Yet,  in  the  most  realistic  sense  of  the 
word,  playing  an  American  juvenile  is,  for 
Jack,  playing  a  dialect  part.  And  he  had  a 
good  bit  of  trouble  learning  this  dialect. 
When  Jack  Lloyd  arrived  in  the  United 
States  from  Holland  in  1939,  he  knew  ex- 

actly two  words  of  English.  One  of  them 

was  "yes"  and  the  other  "no,"  by  no  means 
an  extensive  vocabulary  for  an  actor.  And 
an  actor  was  what  Jack  intended  to  be, 
since  it  was  the  thing  for  which  he  was 
trained.  He  had  already  acquired  quite  a 
reputation  for  himself  on  the  stage  and  in 
the  movies  in  Holland. 
Learning  English  was  a  slow  process,  at 

first.  But  the  day  that  Jack  took  out  his 
first  papers  for  citizenship,  he  also  took  an 
oath  to  speak  nothing  but  English  from  that 
moment  on.  He  enrolled  at  Ohio  University. 
From  the  university,  Jack  went  out  to 

Hollywood  and  tackled  the  radio  studios. 
His  ability  was  obvious  from  the  first  mo- 

ment. But  he  found  himself  going  after 
dialect  parts  only  and  realized  that  he 
was  scared  to  put  his  new  American  accent 
to  the  test.  Then  it  was  put  to  the  test  for 
him.  One  day,  he  was  called  in  to  play 

Petruchio  in  "The  Taming  of  the  Shrew." 
Jack  promptly  turned  it  down.  But .  the 
director  would  have  none  of  that.  He  in- 

sisted that  Jack  make  a  stab  at  the  part. 

The  show  turned  out  so  well  that  Jack's 
inhibitions  about  his  English  disappeared. 

Like  all  other  young  and  healthy  males, 
the  call  to  arms  hit  him,  too.  He  served  in 
the  Army  Ski  Troops,  where  he  developed 
a  hobby  of  writing  and  directing  radio 

shows,  a  hobby  which  he's  since  turned  to 
good  use.  He's  sold  several  dozen  radio 
and  television  scripts  in  the  time  he's  been 
out  of  the  Army  and  every  chance  he  gets 
he  arranges  to  be  able  to  direct  as  many  of 
his  own  scripts  as  possible  on  local  New 

York  stations.  Besides  this  "spare  time" 
activity,  he  also  writes  monthly  columns 
on   show   business   for   several   magazines. 

For  awhile,  after  his  discharge  from  the 
Army,  Jack  enlisted  with  the  O.W.I,  and 
most  of  the  time  he  was  not  appearing  on 
his  regular  radio  stints  was  spent  in  broad- 

casting in  foreign  languages  to  occupied 
countries.  Just  to  show  how  varied  his 

talents  are,  here's  a  list  of  his  dialects — 
German,  Dutch,  Japanese,  Chinese,  French, 
Russian,    Continental,   Italian   and   British. 

Asked  about  his  ambitions  he  said  he  had 
only  two.  One  was  to  be  as  good  an  all 
round  radio  actor  as  possible  and  get  a  few 
-breaks  on- Broadway,  -aswell.  His  other  ani- 
^aition  is  to  get  married.  We  heartily  approve.- 
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ABC:  Breakfast  Club 
NBC:  Honeymoon  in  New  York 
CBS:  This  Is  New  York 
MBS:  Shady  Valley  Folks 
NBC:  Daytime  Classics CBS:  Valiant  Lady 
ABC:  My  True  Story 
NBC:  Lone  Journey 
MBS:  Onee  Over  Lightly 
NBC:  Lora  Lawton 

CBS  Liqht  of  the  World 
MBS:  Faith  in  Our  Time 

CBS:  Evelyn  Winters 
ABC:  Betty  Crocker 

NBC:  Road  of  Life 
MBS:  Married  for  Life 

CBS:  Bachelor's  Children 
NBC:  Joyce  Jordan 
ABC:  The  Listening  Post 
MBS:  Fun  With  Music 

ABC:  Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast CBS:  Arthur  Godfrey 

NBC:  Fred  Waring  Show 

MBS:  Elsa  Maxwell's  Party  Line ABC:  Gilbert  Martyn 
CBS:  Tena  and  Tim 

NBC:  Barry  Cameron 
MBS:  Take  It  Easy  Time CBS:  Rosemary 

ABC:  Ted  Malone 
NBC:  David  Harum 

MBS:  Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
ABC:  Glamour  Manor 
CBS:  Kate  Smith  Speaks CBS:  Aunt  Jenny 

MBS:  Morton  Downey 

CBS:  Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
ABC:  At  Your  Request 
MBS:  Division  Diary 

NBC:  Maggi's  Private  Wire CBS:  Our  Gal  Sunday 
MBS:  Judy  Lang 

CBS:  Big  Sister 

MBS:  News  for  Women CBS:  Ma  Perkins 

MBS:  Luncheon  with  Lopez 
CBS:  Young  Dr.  Malone 
CBS:  Road  of  Lite 
MBS:  John  J.  Anthony 
NBC:  The  Guiding  Light 
ABC:  John  B.  Kennedy,  news 
CBS:  The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 

ABC:  Today's  Children ABC:  Ethel  and  Albert 
CBS:  Perry  Mason 
MBS:  Smile  Time 
ABC:  Bride  and  Groom 
NBC:  Woman  in  White 
MBS:  Queen  for  a  Day 
CBS:  Tune  to  Remember 
NBC:  Masquerade 
ABC:  AI  Pearce  Show 

NBC:  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
MBS:  True  Confessions 
NBC:  Ma  Perkins 
CBS:  Cinderella,  Inc. 
ABC:  Ladies,  Be  Seated 

NBC:  Pepper  Young's  Family 
MBS:  Lady  Be  Beautiful 
NBC:  Right  to  Happiness 
ABC:  Jack  Berch 
CBS:  House  Party 
MBS:  Erskine  Johnson 
NBC:  Backstage  Wife 
MBS:  Johnson  Family 
ABC:  Something  for  the  Girls 
NBC:  Stella  Dallas 
CBS:  Give  and  Take 
NBC:  Lorenzo  Jones 

MBS:  Mutual  Melody  Hour 
ABC:  Hop  Harrigan 

NBC:  Young  Widder  Brown 
ABC:  Terry  and  the  Pirates 
NBC:  When  a  Girl  Marries 
MBS:  Adventures  of  the  Sea  Hawk 

NBC:  Portia  Faces  Life 
ABC:  Dick  Tracy 

MBS:  Superman 

CBS:  Cimarron  Tavern 
MBS:  Captain  Midnight 
ABC:  Jack  Armstrong 

NBC:  Just  Plain  Bill 
NBC:  Front  Page  Farreil 
CBS:  Sparrow  and  the  Hawk 
ABC:  Tennessee  Jed 

MBS:  Tom  Mix 
ABC:  Klerman's  News  Corner 

CBS:  Waitin'  for  Clayton 
CBS:  Songs  by  Larry  Carr 

NBC:  Clem  McCarthy 
ABC:  Cal  Tinney 

NBC:  Chesterfield  Supper  Club 

MBS:  Korn  Kobblers 

CBS:  Tommy  Riggs  and  Betty  Lou 
ABC:  The  Lone  Ranger 

CBS:  The  Aldrich  Family 
NBC:  Highways  in  Melody 

Paul  Laveile 

MBS:  Passport  Romance 
ABC:  Woody  Herman  Show 
ABC:  The  Adventures  of  Sam  Spade 
NBC:  Easy  Money 

CBS:  Kate  Smith  Sings 
MBS:  Voice  in  the  Night 

CBS:  Bill  Henry 

ABC:  Break  the  Bank 
NBC:  Harry  Sosnik 

MBS:  Real  Stories 

ABC:  The  Sheriff 
MBS:  Spotlight  Bands 

NBC:  Waltz  Time 
ABC:  Harry  Wismer,  Sports 

ABC:  Boxing  Bouts 

MBS:  Tommy  Dorsey's  Playshop 
NBC:  Molie  Mystery  Theater 
CBS:  Mercury  Summer  Theater 

MBS:  -Moot  the  Press  ' 
CBS:  Maisle 
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CBS:  Phil  Cook 
NBC:  Richard  Leibert,  Organist 

CBS:  Missus  Goes  A-Shopping 
ABC:  Musical  Novelty  Group 

CBS:  Margaret  Arlen 

ABC:  Wake  Up  and  Smile 

CBS:  The  Garden  Gate 

CBS:  Carolina  Calling 
NBC:  Fashions  in  Melody 

NBC:  A  Miss  and  a  Male 

ABC:  Buddy  Weed.  Trio 
CBS:  Give  and  Take 
MBS:  Albert  Warner 

MBS:  Rainbow  House 
CBS:  Mary  Lee  Taylor 
NBC:  Adventures  of  Archie  Andrews 
ABC:  Junior  Junction 

ABC:  Harry  Kogen's  Orchestra NBC:  Teentimers  Club 

CBS:  Let's  Pretend 

ABC:  Bible  Message 

MBS:  Land  of  the  Lost 
ABC:  Johnny  Thompson 
CBS:  Blllie  Burke  Show 
NBC:  Home  Is  What  You  Make  It 

ABC:  Note  From  a  Diary 

CBS: 
MBS: 

Theater  of  Today 
It's  Up  to  Youth 

NBC;  Consumer  Time 

CBS:  Stars  Over  Hollywood 
ABC:  American  Farmer 
NBC:  Smiling  Ed  McConnelf 
MBS:  Luncheon  With  Lopez 

NBC:  National  Farm  &  Home  Hour 
CBS:  Grand  Central  Station 
ABC:  To  Live  in  Peace 
MBS:  Opry  House  Matinee 

ABC:  Hank  D'Amico's  Orchestra 
CBS:  County  Fair 
NBC:  The  Veteran's  Aid 

ABC:  Chicago  Serenade 
NBC:  Your  Ho-';  «s  Buffalo 

CBS:  Adventi'  — '^  in  Science 
MBS:  Johnny  Pi.:Ti3apple's  Orchestra 
CBS:  Hollywood  Star  Time 
CBS:  The  Baxters 
MBS'  Palmer  House  Concert 

Orchestra 

ABC:  Hill  Toppers 

NBC:  Stories  by  Olmstead 
ABC:  Melodies  to  Remember 

MBS:  George  Sterney's  Orchestra 
CBS:  Assignment  Home 
ABC:  Piano  Playhouse 

ABC:  Roundup  Time 
MBS:  George  Barry's  Orchestra 
CBS:  Cross  Section  AFL 

Doctors  at  Home 
Duke  Ellington 

Herb  Field's  Orchestra 

George  Barry's  Orchestra Easy  Money 

NBC: 
ABC: 

MBS: 
NBC: 

MBS:  Opportunity  U.  S.  A. 

ABC:  Saturday  Concert 
NBC:  Phone  Again  Finnegan 
MBS'  Sports  Parade 
NBC:  John  W.  Vandercook 
MBS:  Gray  Gordon's  Orchestra 
NBC;  Tin  Pan  Alley  of  the  Air 

ABC;  Jimmy  Blair 
CBS;  American  Portrait 

ABC:  Harry  Wismer,  sports 
MBS'  Los  Angeles  Symphonic  Band 
CBS:  American  Portrait 

ABC:  Labor,  U.  S.  A. 
NBC:  Religion  in  the  News 

NBC:  Our  Foreign  Policy 
MBS;  Hawaii  Calls 
ABC:  It's  Your  Business 

ABC;  Correspondents  Abroad 
ABC;  Green  Hornet 

NBC;  Jimmy  Edmondson 
CBS;  Tony  Martin 
MBS;  I  Was  a  Convict 

MBS: 
ABC; 
CBS 
ABC: 

MBS' CBS:  Ned  Calmer 
MBS:  Leave  It  to  the  Girls 
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Bride  and  Groom 
(Continued  from  page  21) 

went  to  his  arm  in  a  restraining  gesture. 
He  swung  around  on  her.  She 

dropped  her  hand  as  if  she  had  been 
stung.  People  around  them  had  no- 

ticed his  abrupt  movement,  and  Anne's face  turned  red. 
What's  the  matter  with  me!  she 

thought,  outraged.  What  an  idiotic 
thing  for  me  to  do — grab  hold  of  a 
complete  stranger!  But  he  was  acting 
so  queerly — 
The  organ  music  swelled  into  the 

solemn  "Oh,  Promise  Me."  Anne, 
grateful  for  its  reprieve,  watched  the 
bride  and  groom  now  leave  the  stage 
and  move  down  the  aisle,  their  faces 
suddenly  grave  and  uplifted.  Before 
them,  the  bride's  mother  walked  alone. 
Behind  them  paced  the  maid  of  honor, 

her  hand  resting  on  the  father's  arm. 

A  HUSH  fell  over  the  room.  In  every- 
one's heart  there  was  the  memory  or 

the  hope,  the  promise  or  the  renuncia- 
tion, come  close  to  them  now  with  the 

vision  of  a  man  and  a  woman  so  soon 
to  be  wedded  in  the  sight  of  God  and 
the  blessing  of  the  world.  The  lovely 
Chapman  Park  Chapel  was  only  a  few 
steps  of  flower-bordered  paths  out  the 
door  where  bride  and  groom  were  now 
leaving;  in  a  few  minutes  they  would 
return  for  the  joyful  congratulations. 
But  these  seconds  were  hallowed  ones 
and  the  audience  felt  it. 
The  door  closed  behind  them.  And 

Johnny  Nelson,  one  black  lock  of  hair 
falling  over  his  mischievous  eyes, 
brought  the  room  out  of  its  spell. 
"Now — until  our  bride  and  groom  re- 

turn, let's  talk  to  a  few  people  here!" Microphone  in  hand,  he  wandered 
among  the  audience  .  .  .  discovering 
honeymooners  and  engaged  couples. 
Laughter  and  gay  spurts  of  talk  rose 
around  him;  where  he  moved  there  was 
teasing;  there  was  also  the  old,  sweet 
story,  shyly  told,  from  the  elderly 
couple  celebrating  their  Golden  Wed- 

ding; there  was  hand-clapping  for  the 
veteran  once  again  united  with  his  wife. 

Anne's  attention  was  focused  on  all 
this.  She  had  only  a  glance  for  the 
man  at  her  side,  sunk  in  brooding. 

Suddenly  the  doors  were  flung  open, wide. 

"Ta-tum-te-tum,  ta-tum-te-tum — !" 
The  Wedding  March  pealed  from  the 
organ.  Bride  and  groom,  the  newly- 
married  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mark  Stoner, 
were  back,  hand-in-hand,  the  sunlight 
through  the  open  door  gilding  their 
heads  and  ushering  them  in  with  its 
benison. 

As  they  once  again  went  up  the  aisle 
to  the  stage,  Anne  was  made  forcibly 
conscious  of  the  young  man  at  her  side. 
He  had  propped  his  chin  in  his  hands 
and  his  shoulder  pressed  into  hers — 
of  which  he  was  completely  unaware, 
she  surmised,  reading  the  despair  in 
his  face. 

"The  bouquet!  She's  going  to  throw 
her  bouquet!"     The  word  went  round. 

"Stand  up,  all  you  single  girls!" 
Johnny  Nelson  commanded.  "Get 
ready  to  catch  her  flowers — maybe 

you'll  be  next!" Almost  without  thinking,  Anne  was 
on  her  feet,  her  arms  outstretched. 

In  the  manner  of  all  brides,  time 
immemorial,  the  girl  on  the  stage  hesi- 

tated a  second,  then  tossed  the  beauti- 
ful ribbon-decked  corsage,  her  face  a 

mirror  of  best  wishes  for  the  girl  lucky 
enough  to  catch  it. 

"There  .  .  .  catch  it!  .  .  ."  Squeals 
— a  flurry  of  slippered  feet — a  rush  of 

pretty  girls — "I've  got  it!"  Surprised,  Anne  clutched 
the  bouquet  in  her  hands. 

"So  you  have."  Johnny  was  pleased 
with  the  naive  delight  on  the  face  of 

this  slender,  black-haired  girl.  "And 

now,  tell  us.  Miss — " "Miss  Best.  Anne  Best,"  she  told 
him,  dazed. 
"Anne.  Tell  us,  since  you  seem 

destined  to  be  the  next  bride  in  this 
room,  are  you  engaged?  Do  you  have 

anyone  in  mind?" "No,  I'm  not  engaged.  And  I  haven't 
anyone  in  mind,  not  right  now.  There 
was  a  boy  back  home,  but  I  think  our 

romance  was  mostly  just  habit."  Anne blushed  and  laughed. 
"Aha,"  Johnny  Nelson  said,  "then 

you'll  have  to  tell  us  from  what  career 
you're  playing  hookey  this  afternoon." 

"I  work  in  a  dress  shop,  and  they're 
re-papering  the  walls  this  afternoon, 
so  I  wasn't  needed,"  Anne  explained. 

"This  won't  do.  We'll  have  to  see 
that  you  finish  off  your  holiday  in  style. 

How  about  you,  sir — "  turning  to  the 
stranger,  the  young  man  at  her  table — 
"I  have  two  tickets  here  for  Tom 
Breneman's  Restaurant.  Wouldn't  you like  to  take  Miss  Best  there  for  dinner 

this  evening?" There  was  no  possible  way  for  him  to 
refuse.  Dismayed,  Anne  felt  the  grudg- 

ing way  he  accepted,  understood  his 
embarrassment  at  being  thus  singled 
out — when  she  was  sure  he  had  sought 
this  seat  deliberately  because  it  was 
half-hidden  behind  a  pillar.  But  there 
was  nothing  he  could  do  but  accept  the 
tickets  and  introduce  himself — Peter Johns. 

Then  the  broadcast  was  over  and  she 
was  walking  out  with  him. 

"Look — "  Anne  told  him —  "Why  not 
find  someone  here  who  would  like  to 

use  the  tickets." 

HE  stared  at  her  as  if  he  were  con- 
scious of  her  for  the  first  time.  "Oh 

absolutely  not.  I'd  like  very  much  to 
keep  the  date — that  is,  if  it's  all  right 

with  you.     It'll  be  fun." Looking  at  his  preoccupied  face,  Anne 
doubted  that.  But  she  smiled  and 
agreed  to  meet  him  for  dinner  at  Tom 
Breneman's,  and,  sighing  inwardly, 
went  a  roundabout  way  back  to  her 
little  apartment,  trying  to  cheer  her- 

self up.  After  all — anything  was  better 

than  nothing,  wasn't  it? Later  that  evening,  she  was  ready  to 
answer  that  question  with  a  violent 
"No!"  She  had  tried  her  best,  but 
Peter  Johns  was  truly  impossible.  She 
had  tried  all  the  likely  topics  of  con- 

versation, then  she  had  racked  her  brain 
for  the  most  unlikely  ones,  and  all  had 
been  equally  fruitless.  And  as  an  es- 

cort, he  was  almost  insultingly  oblivi- 
ous. 
What  good  does  it  do  a  girl  to 

dress  up  in  her  prettiest  turquoise-blue 
print  and  her  most  entrancing  shadow 
of  a  hat,  when  her  escort  never  even 
gives  them  a  look?  Peter  Johns  might 
just  as  well  be  sitting  beside  an  old 
maid  aunt,  instead  of — well — she  did look  nice!  She  had  chosen  that  dress 
with  care  for  the  way  it  deepened  the 
blue  of  her  eyes  and  brought  out  the 
sheen  in  her  black  hair. 

That's  what  really  made  Anne  mad. 
She     had     (Continued    on    page     56) 
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She's  Lovely ! 
She  uses  Ponds ! 

Tme Njbw  ~BLCsif-CLEAJvsmG"  "Sandy"  Morse  uses 
for  her  complexion  will  give  your  skin,  too 

  an  instant  sweet-clean  look 

  an  instant  softer,  smoother  feel 

  and  bring  up  a  rose-blush  of  color 

THIS  IS  HOW  TO  "BLUSH-CLEANSE"  your  face  the 

same  way  "Sandy"  does: 
You  rouse  your  skin  by  pressing  a  face  cloth 

drenched  in  warm  water  against  your  face. 

You  "cream-cleanse"  while  your  skin  is  recep- 
tively moist  and  warm.  Spin  your  fingers  full  of 

snowy  Pond's  Cold  Cream  upward  in  circles,  as  if 
drawing  engagement  rings  over  your  face  and 

throat.  Pond's  demulcent  action  gently  loosens 
dirt  and  make-up  as  your  fingers  swirl.  Tissue  off. 

You  "cream-rinse^'  with  a  second  thick  Pond's 

creaming.  Spin  25  little  Pond's  Cold  Cream  en- 
gagement rings  up  over  your  face.  Tissue  off. 

You  tingle  your  clean,  clean  face  with  a  good 
splash  of  cold  water.  Blot  dry. 

THAT'S  ALL!  "It's  so  extra  nice"  "Sandy"  says,  "and 

makes  my  face  feel  glowy  clean  and  ever  so  soft." 

Every  night — give  your  face  the  complete,  "Pond's 

Blush-Cleansing."  Every  morning— gi\e  it  a  once-over 

"Blush-Cleansing":  a  warm  splash,  quick  rings  with 

Pond's  Cold  Cream,  tissue  off,  then  a  cold  splash. 

Dip  your  fingers  deep  into  a  big  jar  of  Pond's  night 
and   morning — every  day.   Ask  for  a  lovely  6-oz.  size! 

O'^^/C-^i^O^^'^^O^^tf  ...  her  engagement  to  Lt.  (j.g.)  Lucian 

Earl  Baldwin  II,  son  of  Connecticut's  Governor,  has  been  announced  by  her 
parents,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Leonard  Keith  Morse  of  Trumbull,  one  of  Connecti- 

cut's delightful  old  towns.  Another  Pond's  bride-to-be,  she  has  a  heart-shaped 
face  ...  a  warm- toned  complexion  with  the  smooth  look  of  a  camellia  petaL 

(^a92a!^Cy^(^e ^oM,  Cyj^Jf  uwe  h/c^/ic/a  ?z€c(/  iz^iudA.-Cy/eo'ndmy / 

Among  the  Beautiful  Women  of  Society 

Who  Use  Pond's 
THE  DUCHESS  OF  WESTMINSTER 

MRS.  VICTOR  DU  PONT,  III  MISS  EDITH  KINGDON  GOULD 

THE  LADY  STANLEY  OF  ALDERLEY  MRS.  JOHN  J.  ASTOR 

MRS.  ANTHONY  DREXEL  DUKE 

MISS  ANNE  MORGAN  VISCOUNTESS  MOUNTS  ATTEN 

Diamonds  and  Pond's!  Destined  for  some  of  America's  loveliest 
engaged  girls — these  9  diamonds  are  valued  at  $20,000. 
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Vitally  important  to  a  healthy 

scalp  and  beautiful  luxuriant  hair 

is  the  shampoo  you  use.  Derma- 

tologists warn  that  harsh,  cleans- 
ing irritants  in  shampoos  may  dry 

the  scalp  or  affect  the  roots  of  the 
hair. 

From  the  standpoint  of  safety 

and  thorough,  gentle  cleansing, 

make  your  shampoo  packer's. 

For  over  75  years  Packer's  has 
stood  for  quality,  purity  and 
integrity. 

Try  Packer's  Pine  Tar  Shampoo 

or  Packer's  Olive  Oil  Shampoo. 
They  contain  only  the  finest— the 

purest— most  gentle  cleansing  in- 
gredients. 

For  PURITY,  SAFETY,  and  ECON- 

OMY use  packer's  .  .  .  shampoo 

that's  safe.  On  sale  at  all  drug,  de- 
partment and  ten-cent  stores. 

packerI* 
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(Continued  jrom  page  54)  taken  some 
pains  for  this  rude  young  man,  and  her 
cheeks  burned,  remembering  the 
length  of  time  she  had  spent  before 
her  bedroom  mirror,  coaxing  her  hair 
to  curl  under  just-so. 

She  could  stand  it  no  longer. 
"If  you  don't  mind,  Mr.  Johns,  I  think 

you'd  better  take  me  home.  I'll  skip 
dessert  .  .  .  this  isn't  a  party — this  is  a 

wake!" 

He  turned  to  look  at  her  in  astonish- 
ment, and  then  his  eyes  became  remote. 

When  he  spoke  his  words  had  a  studied 
politeness,    almost    mocking,    in    them. 
"Sorry.  I  haven't  exactly  showered 

you  with  attentions  and  compliments, 
have  I?  And  that's  what  girls  like,  I 
understand.  To  be  told  they're  beauti- ful and  they  dance  like  feathers  and 

they  have  the  cutest  laugh." 

I  NNE  gasped.  "You're  the  rudest — the 

A  most — " 
"Don't  sputter." 
"I  don't  want  compliments  from  you, 

Peter  Johns!  They  certainly  wouldn't be  sincere.  And — believe  it  or  not — a 

girl  doesn't  want  compliments  if  they're 
not  sincere.     I  like  honesty  in  people." 

"Well,  I  was  being  honest  this  eve- 
ning. I  didn't  feel  like  talking — making 

up  a  lot  of  silly  conversation — so  I 
didn't  talk.     Isn't  that  being  honest?" 

"That's  being  self-centered,"  Anne 
countered.  "Besides,  if  you  don't  make an  effort  to  talk,  how  do  you  know  it 
wouldn't  be  fun?  You  can't  be  sure  I'm 
a  complete  dope  until  you  find  out." For  the  first  Ume,  a  shz  :iow  cf  a  real 
grin  showed  in  che  corner  of  his  mouth. 
"Okay — what'll  we  talk  aboul? — men 
and  women?  Or,  rather,  men  versus 
women?  That  seems  to  be  th  ;  usual 

thing  on  a  first  date." Anne  thoughtfully  stirred  her  cof- 
fee. Unbidden,  there  had  flashed  into 

her  mind  the  picture  of  a  girl  in  white 
satin  and  orange  blossoms,  a  { irl  on  a 
tiny  stage  that  morning — a  girl  who  had 
brought  bleak  despair  to  Peter  Johns' face.  Or  had  she?  Had  Anne  just 
imagined  it? 

"Haven't  you  ever  known  honesty  in 
any  girl?  Hasn't  there  ever  been  one 
girl  you  trusted — you  believed  in — " she  was  stumbling  a  little. 

She  felt  Peter  stiffen  beside  her.  "Yes, 
there  was  one  girl.  As  you've  probably 
suspected  since  you  sat  beside  me  today, 
that  girl  who  was  married  on  the  Bride 
and  Groom  show — Betty  Allingham. 

Betty  Stoner,  I  mean." 
"Where  did  you  know  her?" 
"She  was  a  hostess  at  the  USO.  There 

was  always  a  crowd  hanging  around 
her  and  I  guess  I  was  just  one  of  the 
crowd.  It  didn't  matter,  then.  It  was 
enough  just  to  be  in  the  same  room  with 
her — to  watch  her  dancing — to  hear 
her  laugh.  Everyone  felt  better  being 
around  her,  she  was  so  lovely  and 

fragile  and  sweet.  She  wasn't  like other  girls.  She  never  giggled  or  tried 
to  show  off.  Everyone  was  crazy  about 
Betty,  but  I  always  felt  I  knew  her  bet- 

ter than  the  others."  He  was  turning 
a  match-cover  over  and  over  in  his 

strong,  thin  fingers.  "She  was  per- 

fect." 

Anne's  eyes  blurred  as  she  looked  at 
his  face,  stripped  now  of  its  mockery, 
fine-drawn  in  its  depth  of  feeling.  A 
lonely  soldier.  A  girl — sweet,  unattain- 

able, worshipped  from  afar — a  girl  on 
a  pedestal,  this  Betty.  And  Peter  Johns 
to  whom  she  was  a  fairy  princess,  an 
ideal. 
He  looked  up  suddenly  and  his  face 

hardened.  "Sorry — I  didn't  mean  to 
bore  you  with  my  life  history.  Any- 

way— someone   with   more   nerve   and 

more  persistence  than  I  have  got  the 

gal  and  married  her.  So  it's  water 
under  the  bridge." Anne  wanted  to  change  the  subject 
but  she  didn't  want  it  to  seem  obvious. 
"It's  a  good  program — Bride  and 
Groom,  don't  you  think?  It's  handled 
with  so  much  dignity.  I  was  afraid  I 
would  feel  that  I  was  prying  into  some- 

one's intimate  affairs  by  being  there, 
but  I  didn't.  It  just  seemed  to  me 
that  I  had  an  invitation  to  a  lovely 

wedding  reception." That  mocking  smile  of  his  was  back 

again.  "The  way  you  girls  go  all  misty- 
eyed  over  weddings — anybody's  wed- 

ding!" 

"You  don't  like  weddings,  I  suppose," angrily. 

He  shrugged.  "Oh,  some  work  out 
okay.  But  all  this  romance  business — ! 
Usually  it's  second  choice  or  anybody  a 
girl  can  get  or  just  someone  who  hap- 

pens to  be  around.  It's  very  rarely  the 
right  man  for  the  right  girl." 

Here  we  go  again!  Anne  thought — 
quarreling! 

It  certainly  was  the  oddest  evening 
she  had  ever  spent  on  a  date.  Alter- 

nately bickering  and  apologizing— but 
every  sudden  while  finding  themselves 
surprised  into  complete  accord,  find- 

ing, miraculously,  that  they  both  liked 
a  certain  thing,  that  their  tastes  were 
the  same. 

Just  the  same,  when  they  finally  got 
up  to  go,  her  chief  reaction  to  the  whole 
evening  was  one  of  irritation.  Peter 
Johns  was  a  self-centered,  egotistical, 
rude — why,  even  such  apologies  as  he 
had  made  during  the  evening,  were 
mere  formalities  and  insincere.  So — 
that  was  that.  An  odd  evening  and  one 
not  to  be  repeated. 

Then  he  did  the  oddest  thing  of  all. 
They  had  passed  the  old  flower- 

woman.  Anne  had  given  her  a  brief 
glance  and  gone  on  walking,  hardly 
conscious  that  Peter  was  no  longer  at her  side. 

"Here — "  he  had  come  up  behind 
her,  quietly — "here — I  had  to  stop 
for  these,  they're  like  you,  somehow — " and  he  pulled  her  gently  around,  his 
hands  awkward  pinning  the  creamy 

gardenia  spray  on  her  shoulder.  "Your skin  is  like  that,  especially  against  that 

green  dress." SO  he  had  noticed  what  she  looked 
like  and  what  she  wore!  Now  Anne's 

feelings  were  confused.  To  be  as  un- 
pleasant as  he  had,  all  evening,  and 

then  top  it  all  off  with  such  a  charming 

gesture!  .  .  .  she  just  couldn't  figure him  out! 
Not,  she  decided  next  day,  that  she 

should  waste  any  time  trying  to  figure 
him  out.  That  would  he  the  last  she 
would  see  of  Peter  Johns  and  his  broken 
heart  and  his  ideal  woman — his  Betty 

It  had  been  a  hot  day  and  the  air  iii 
the  small  dress  shop  had  been  oppres- 

sive. Too  tired  to  cook,  she  had  stopped 
off  in  a  malt  shop  for  her  supper.  Now, 
as  she  walked  up  the  steps  of  her  apart- 

ment house,  cool  evening  shadows  were 
softening  the  hard  brilliance  of  lawn 
and  stucco  walls — and  for  a  moment  the 
bulky  shape  in  the  doorway  was  just 
such  another  shadow. 

Then— 

"You!"  She  could  hardly  believe  her 

eyes. 
"Don't  you  ever  come  home  for  din- 

ner?" Peter  Johns  asked,  crossly.  "I've been  waiting  here  for  over  an  hour  and 

I'm  starved!" 
"I  stopped  off  for  a  bite,  but  I 

didn't  really  have  a  proper  dinner.  I 
think  I'm  hungry  again,  too."  It  was 
downright    silly — ^how    strangely    glad 
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she  was  to  see  him!  "But  I  don't  un- 

derstand your  waiting  for  me— being 
here.     I  thought—" 
He  shrugged  with  assumed  indiffer- 

ence. "Oh,  it  just  suddenly  seemed  like a  good  idea." 
He  was  so  offhand  that  irritation 

rose  in  Anne,  but  the  sudden  memory 
or  his  hands,  so  awkwardly  gentle pinnmg  gardenias  to  her  shoulder 
checked  the  words.  She  laughed. 
Okay,  Peter.  Let  me  wash  my  face 

and  I'll  be  right  with  you." The  evening  wore  a  little  better  than 
the  last.  At  least,  though  they  bickered 
as  usual,  he  didn't  maintain  his  bore- dom. 

She  found  out,  for  instance,  that  he 
could  laugh,  and  when  he  did  he  seemed 
to  change  completely.  So  this  is  what 
he  IS  really  like,  Anne  thought  to  her- 

self as  she  watched  him,  head  thrown 
back  the  taut,  thin  lines  around  his 
mouth  and  eyes  dissolved  in  laughter. 
This  IS  what  he  could  he  like,  always to  some  girl— to  Betty  Stoner. 
He  could  be  a  fine  friend,  even  a  gay and  tender  one.  He  would  always  have 

his  wit  and  the  sharpness  of  his  tongue. 
He  would  keep  a  girl  on  her  toes, 
puncturing  any  affectation  or  coyness with  a  pointed  remark.  But  who  would 
want  the  sugar  and  sweet — without  the spice  now  and  then? 

MAYBE  Betty  hadn't  liked  it.  Maybe she  had  resented  his  teasing  her 
while  they  danced,  or  his  blunt  way  of saying  what  he  thought.  Or,  maybe,  he 
hadn't  been  this  way  at  all  with  her   just  adoring  and  worshipful  and  sweet- 
ness-and-light. 
"What  are  you  thinking  about?  My dancing  isn't  that  bad,  is  it? — to  make 

you  look  so  sad?"  There  was  a  juke box  m  the  little  beach  restaurant  they had  found,  and  a  cleared  spot  where 
they  could  do  a  very  pedestrian  rhumba 
Anne  gave  herself  a  shake.  The music  stopped. 

"Sorry,  Peter.  And  I  wasn't  being sad.  I  was  thinking  about  something 
that  didn't  concern  me  or  my  feelings so  how  could  I  be?  Come  on,  this  is  a 
favorite  tune  of  mine."  The  music  box had  started  again  to  a  customer's  nickel 

"Not  that  tune."  His  face  had  set grimly  and  he  steered  her  back  to  their 
table.  "I'd  rather  not  dance  to  that 
one." 
Evidently  "that  one"  had  been  theirs 

—his  and  Betty's!  Anne  felt  as  rebuffed as  if  he  had  slapped  her. 
Peter  seldom  mentioned  Betty  in  the 

days  that  followed.  He  didn't  need to.  On  all  their  dates — which  turned 
out  to  be  every  single  evening— Anne 
always  felt  they  were  really  a  three- 

some, with  the  ghost  of  the  lovely  and unattainable  Betty  sitting  between 
them.  If  it  wasn't  a  tune  he  wouldn't dance  with  Anne,  it  was  something  else .  .  .  and  the  torch  he  carried  for  Betty 
burned  as  strongly  as  it  had  that  day ^h?y  watched  her  marry  Mark  Stoner 
Which  was  just  too  bad.  Because Anne  had  fallen  in  love. 
The  day  she  discovered  it,  she  was alone  in  the  dress  shop.  The  owner 

who  was  also  manager  and  other- 
saleslady,  had  gone  home  and  Anne  was 
keeping  open  for  any  late  customers 
It  was  a  half-hour  till  closing  time 

Peter  had  fallen  into  the  habit  "of dropping  in  and  walking  home  with 
her.  Now,  from  behind  the  sweater counter,  Anne  watched  the  door  for 
the  first  glimpse  of  his  tall  figure 

It  was  then  she  made  the  discovery that  her  heart  was  pounding,  and  that 
except  for  her  heart,  her  whole  being 
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.  was  just  an  emptiness  of  waiting — 
waiting  for  him  to  come  in  and  make 
things  right  again,  make  the  world  come 
to  life,  give  the  emptiness  within  her 
meaning  and  purpose  and  gladness. 

She  fought  it,  after  that  first  shock. 
This  was  a  hopeless  and  frustrating 

love.  She  had  a  rival  now  who  couldn't be  bested,  a  girl  who  was  no  longer  a 
reality  to  Peter,  with  the  faults  and 
virtues  of  a  reality — but  an  ideal  to 
whom  no  other  girl  could  compare. 
The  jokes  he  and  Betty  must  have 
shared,  the  dances  they  must  have  had, 
their  talks  and  dreams — they  would 
always  be  more  precious  to  Peter,  Anne 
felt,  than  any  other — because  he  had 
lost  them. 

WHEN  he  did  come  in,  he  didn't  seem to  notice  any  difference  in  Anne.  He 
made  straight  for  the  back  of  the  shop 
where  he  would  be  unobserved  by  cus- 
tomers. 

"Come  on  back  and  talk  to  me,  Anne," 
he  ordered,  propping  a  book  up  on  his 
knees  and  leaning  back  in  the  old  swivel 
chair.  "You  can  hear  that  bell  jingle 
if  anyone  comes  in." 

"Is  that  the  book  you  were  telling  me 
about — the  one  on  hydraulics?"  She leaned  over  his  shoulder  and  then  drew 
back,  confusedly.  It  was  both  terrible 
and  wonderful,  this  feeling  she  had 
being  close  to  him. 

"This  is  the  one!"  His  voice  was 
excited.  "You  see,  Gudreau  says  these 
pumps — "  and  he  was  laimched  into  the 
kind  of  enthusiastic  explanation  his  be- 

loved machines  always  evolved.  Peter 
was  studying  to  be  an  engineer  in  his 
spare  time  away  from  the  industrial 
machine  shop  where  he  worked.  Anne 
listened  in  fascination — not  so  much  of 
the  speech  as  of  the  speaker. 

The  bell  in  front  jingled. 
"Darn  it — !  Just  a  minute,  Peter — 

oht"  Anne  stood  transfixed  at  the  cur- 
tains separating  front  from  back  of  the 

store.    "Oh!" The  customer  turned  around,  sharply, 
from  her  examination  of  the  dresses  on 
the  rack. 

"Is  there  anything — I  mean,  can  I 
help  you — "  Anne  stuttered.  What  was 
Betty  Stoner  doing  here?  In  this  room! 

"The  other  girl  smiled.  "I  guess  not. I  saw  that  dress  in  the  window  but  now 
I  don't  think  it  would  do  for  me  at  all. 
I'm  too  short-waisted  for  it — " 

"Anne! — you  forgot  your  salesbook." 
Anne  turned  frantically,  with  some  idea 
of  heading  him  off,  but  it  was  too  late. 
Peter  strolled  into  the  room. 

For  a  second  he  stood,  dazed,  staring 
at  Betty.  Then  Anne  struggled  for 
something  to  ease  the  tension. 

"I  believe  you  two  know  each  other. 
You're  Betty  Stoner,  aren't  you?  Peter 
has  so  often  mentioned  you  to  me." Her  smile  was  stiff  on  her  face. 
But  the  smile  slid  off  completely 

when  she  realized  that  Betty  Stoner 
and  Peter  had  made  no  move  toward 

each  other.  They  weren't  speaking  or 
shaking  hands.  And,  finally  the  other 
girl  turned  to  Anne  in  perplexity. 

"There  must  be  some  mistake.  My 
name  is  Betty  Stoner,  but  I  don't  be- lieve Mr.  .  .  .  Mr.  .  .  .  and  I  have  ever 

met  before.  Or  have  we?"  Her  face 
crinkled  up  in  anxiety. 

Peter  came  out  of  his  daze  and  his 

face  reddened  in  embarrassment.  "No, 
we  haven't.  Anne  misunderstood.  I 
used  to  see  you  at  the  USO,  many  times 
— and  then  we  were  both  at  your  wed- 

R  ding.  At  least — the  Bride-and-Groom 

M      part  of  it." 
Betty  Stoner's  face  cleared.  "Oh, 

that's  it.  Wasn't  it  a  lovely  wedding? 58 

I'm  so  glad  you  were  there.  Mark  and 
I  will  never  forget  how  kind  everyone 

was  to  us.  And  that  reminds  me,  I've 
got  to  get  socks  for  Mark  and  his  shoes 

half-soled  before  I  go  home  or  he'll 
divorce  me." She  smiled  again,  and  then  was  gone. 

It  was  nearly  a  full  minute  before 
Peter  looked  at  Anne— and  then  he 
looked  hastily  away  again.  Her  eyes 
were  blazing. 

"Do  you  mean  to  tell  me,  Peter 
Johns,  that  you  never  even  met  Betty? 

That  you  didn't  know  her — you'd  never talked  to  her — never  danced  with  her — 
that  you  didn't  know  what  she  was  like 
at  all?  You  said  you  thought  you  knew 
her  better  than  anyone  else!  What 
you  really  meant  was  that  you  had 
drawn  a  picture  of  her  for  yourself  and 
you  didn't  bother  to  find  out  whether or  not  it  was  true!  Of  all  the  silly, 
selfish — and  then,  of  course,  no  other 

girl  could  compare  with  her.  You'd made  her  up  yourself  so  she  was  per- 

fect!" 

"Anne — " "I've  been  utterly  miserable,  and  all 
for  something  that  never  even  existed 
— just  because  you're  such  a  child  that 
you  can  live  in  a  dream,  where  every- 

thing is  the  way  you  want  it.  Instead 
of  with  a  real  person,  where  you  have 
to  work  to  make  each  other  happy!  I 
I  don't  want  to  ever  see  you  again, 
Peter  Johns!"  Her  head  went  down  to 
hide  the  tears. 

Perhaps  he  knew  there  was  no  argu- 
ing with  her  then.  When  she  looked 

up  again  he  had  left. 
That's  good,  she  thought,  fiercely. 

She  meant  it  when  she  said  she  never 
wanted  to  see  him  again — at  least  her 
reason  told  her  so.  All  these  past 
weeks  she  had  felt,  humbly,  that  it 
was  not  Peter's  fault  she  hadn't  meas- 

ured up  to  Betty's  standards.  He 
couldn't  be  blamed  for  preferring  a 
girl,  even  if  she  was  lost  to  him,  who 
was  sweeter,  better  than  she — Anne — was. 

BUT  now — all  of  those  standards  had 
been  in  his  imagination.  He  had  ob- 

served Betty  from  afar.  He  hadn't really  known  her.  He  had  created  a 
dream  world  for  himself  and  his  dream 
girl — shutting  out  Anne  and  her  little 
gifts  of  love  and  friendship  and  de- 
votion. 

No,  he  hadn't  known  her,  Anne,  any 
more  than  he  had  known  Betty  Stoner. 
He  hadn't,  thank  heaven,  known  that 
she  loved  him.  "And  I'll  get  over 
that!"  she  insisted  furiously  to  herself, 
through  three  days  of  tears  and  a  mis- 

erable aching  in  her  heart.  "I  haven't loved  him  very  long,  and  now  that  I 
know  he  doesn't  care  anything  about 
me,  it  will  be  easy  to  forget  him!"  Then the  tears  would  start  again,  and  the 
loneliness  close  in.  It  wasn't  easy  .  .  . 
it  hurt  so  terribly! 

Peter  tried  desperately  to  reach  her, 
and  that  made  it  twice  as  hard.  He 
wrote  note  after  note;  she  forced  her- 

self to  tear  them  up.  He  telephoned 
her  at  the  dress  shop;  she  refused  to 
answer  the  phone.  Two  nights  she 
went  directly  to  the  movies  so  that  if 

the  phone  rang  at  home  she  wouldn't 
be  there  to  hear  it.  "Leave  me  alone, 
leave  me  alone!"  she  kept  muttering  to 
him,  in  her  mind.    "Til  forget  you!" On  the  evening  of  the  third  day,  too 
exhausted  to  go  to  another  movie,  she 
took  some  food  home  with  her,  took 
the  receiver  off  its  hook,  and  started 
dispiritedly  to  fry  herself  a  lamb  chop. 
Tears  kept  splashing  into  the  pan,  and 
as  she  brushed  them  away  she  began 
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to  get  annoyed  with  herself.  "I'm  a  fine 
mess,"  she  thought  angrily.  "I'd  better 
stop  this  nonsense  right  away!"  There 
was  a  knock  at  the  door,  and  she  trans- 

ferred her  irritation  to  it,  calling  out 

snappishly,  "Who  is  it?" 
"Telegram,  Miss  Best." 
Now  he's  sending  me  telegrams — 

som,ething  else  to  tear  up!  She  strode 
to  the  door  and  flung  it  open — and  then, 
too  late,  tried  to  shut  it  again,  but  Peter 
was  too  quick  for  her.  His  foot  jammed 
the  opening. 

"Please,  Anne — let  me  come  in.  I 
have  to  see  you!" 
"You  are  in,"  Anne  told  him,  pointedly. She  walked  to  the  window  and  stared 

out,  her  back  to  Peter. 
"I  never  thought  about  you  mis- 

understanding about  Betty,  Anne. 
When  I  first  met  you,  she  seemed  so 
real  to  me.  You  were  right,  of  course — 
I  had  built  her  up  to  be  an  ideal,  but  I 

hadn't  meant  to  pretend  that  we  had been  close  friends  or  anything.  I  never 
actually  spoke  to  the  girl,  before  the 
other  day.  But  it  just  seemed  to  me 
that  I  used  to  know  what  she  was 
thinking  and  feeling  and  what  she  was 

really  like — oh,  Anne — I've  been  a 
darn  fool!" 
The  girl  at  the  window  moved 

sharply.    But  she  stayed  turned  away. 
"I've  been  in  love  with  you,  Anne, 

and  never  knew  it.  When  you  told  me 
to  get  out  I  felt  as  if  the  whole  world 
had  come  to  smash.  I  need  you,  dar- 

ling.  I  can't  get  along  without  you." 
"How  do  you  know  it's  love?"  Her 

voice  was  muffled  against  the  curtain 
folds. 

"Why — because  we  get  along  so  well, 
I  guess,  and  even  when  we  fight,  we 
both  enjoy  it.  Especially  making-up 
afterwards.  And  we  have  so  much  fun 
together  and  we  like  the  same  things. 

You're  the  only  person  who  ever  lis- tens to  me  talk  about  my  work  and 

you're  the  only  person  I've  ever  wanted 
to  tell  my  dreams  and  my  plans  and 

discuss  my  work  with.  We've  grown 
together,  Anne.  We've  been  compan- ions and  friends,  first,  and  fallen  in  love 

naturally  and  gradually.  It's  real.  It's 
the  stuff  marriages  are  made  of. 

"I  need  you,  darling.   I  love  you.   I'll 
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try  to  remember  to  tell  you  how  pretty 
I  honestly  think  you  are — how  wonder- 

ful you  are  .  . .  Anne! .  .  .  turn  around! — 
how  can  I  propose  to  you  with  your 

back  turned?" "Oh,  Peter — "  she  only  had  to  turn 
just  a  little  bit  to  be  in  his  arms.  And 
his  kiss  wiped  out  all  the  anger  and  the 
hurt  and  in  their  place  was  an  unbe- 

lievable happiness. 
"I  never  believed  you  could  be  so 

romantic,"  she  teased  him — later.  "I 
used  to  think  if  you  ever  did  ask  me 
to  marry  you  it  would  be  something 

like,  'Well — what  about  it,  toots?'  " "I'm  more  sentimental  and  romantic 
than  you  think,"  he  smiled  down  over 
her  head.  "Just  to  prove  it,  I'd  like  for us  to  be  married  on  the  Bride  and 

Groom  show,  where  we  first  met.  It's 
fitting,  somehow." Oh,  then,  surely  the  ghost  of  Betty 
must  be  vanished  completely!  Other- 

wise he  wouldn't  want  her^ — Anne — to 
take  the  place  Betty  had  held  on  that 
broadcast  stage,  for  them  to  be  mar- 

ried where  the  Stoners  had  been  mar- 
ried that  day  of  their  first  meeting! 

THIS  assurance  kept  Anne  floating  on 
clouds  through  the  next  week  when 

they  talked  to  Virginia  White,  who 
was  Bride  and  Groom's  final  word  on 
accepting  couples  to  be  married  on  the 
show.  Virginia  was  young,  herself,  and 
blonde  and  lovely.  She  had  an  unerr- 

ing eye  for  those  who  were  genuinely 
in  love  and  she  was  graciousness,  it- 

self, to  Anne  and  Peter.  They  were 
accepted. 

"You'll  be  our  first  couple  who  met 
while  they  were  watching  our  show. 
It  gives  us  an  added  interest  in  you 
two,"  she  told  them,  smiling.  She  in- 

troduced them  to  Johnny  Nelson  and 
to  John  Reddy,  the  producer  of  the show. 

They  were  all  so  kind!  And  there 
was  so  much  excitement — the  arrange- 

ments to  be  made — the  gowns  to  be 
chosen  (Anne's  wedding  gown  was  to 
be  the  one  Myrna  Loy  wore  in  her  last 
Universal  picture!),  the  rings  and  the 
bouquet  and  the  trousseau  which  was 

Bride  and  Groom's  gift  to  them — all 
the  presents,  the  photo  album,  the 
camera,  the  sterling  silver,  the  gas 
range,  the  make-up  kit.  Peter  was  com- 

pletely in  a  daze  over  all  these  wed- 
ding details,  but  even  he  came  to  life 

when  Virginia  asked  them  where  they 
wanted  to  go  on  their  honeymoon. 

"Lake  Tahoe,"  he  said  firmly.  "There's 
a  lodge  there — I  want  to  show  Anne 
that  lake  and  the  mountains.  But — 
Holy  Smoke! — do  you  mean  to  tell 
me  Bride  and  Groom  arranges  that 

for  us,  too?" "We  pay  all  expenses  and  fly  you  to 
wherever  you  want  to  go,"  promised 
Virginia. 
Peter  grinned.  "That's  terrific!  I 

was  afraid  my  old  bus  with  its  recaps 
wouldn't  stand  up  to  the  trip.  Anne — 
we're  going  off  in  style — by  plane!" They  were  certainly  going  off  in 
style,  she  thought,  excitedly.  The  whole 
wedding  was  terrific — the  minister  they 
had  chosen  was  sweet  and  gentle  and 
dignified,  just  like  old  Reverend  Upte- 
grove  back  home.  Her  mother  was  on 
the  train  now  and  would  arrive  soon. 
Under  Virginia  White  and  Johnny 
Nelson's  friendliness,  her  natural  shy- 

ness had  evaporated  and  she  knew  she 
would  welcome  the  audience  on  the 
show  as  special,  friendly  guests  who 
had  come  to  wish  her  well. 

If  there  was  a  tiny  cloud  on  her 
horizon,  it  was  no  more  than  that.  She 

wouldn't  let  it  grow  big  and  spoil  her 

happiness.  She  wouldn't  think  about the  ideal  that  Peter  had  created  out  of 
his  dream  of  another  girl. 
So  she  resolved.  But  sometimes 

clouds  have  a  way  of  spreading  and 
growing  blacker  and  bigger. 

Several  days  before  their  scheduled 
wedding,  Johnny  Nelson  showed  them 
the  Chapman  Park  Chapel.  With  the 
quick  energy  that  was  so  vibrant  a  part 
of  him,  he  led  them  along  the  path — 
the  Pueblo  Oratorio.  For  a  second  they 
paused,  looking  at  it,  letting  its  peace- 

ful dreaming  benediction  seep  into 
their  hearts,  quieting  their  voices  be- 

fore they  entered.  Great  trees  over- 
shadowed its  old-world  cathedral  tower 

room;  a  corner  of  the  high  wall  shel- 
tered it,  making  of  it  a  sanctuary  in  the 

midst  of  the  hurrying  city. 

"This  is  the  reception  room,"  Johnny 
whispered  to  them.  For  once  there  was 
no  mischief  in  his  eyes.  His  face  was 

grave  now,  instead  of  gay.  "Notice  that 
here  in  the  nave  they  have  built-in 
stalls  along  the  walls,  instead  of  pews. 
That's  the  way  ancient  churches  were 

built." 

He  showed  them  the  dome  of  the 
apse — the  mural  of  the  Annunciation 
designed  by  a  famous  Mexican  artist. 

And  then  they  were  before  the  altar. 
Anne's  eyes  stayed  on  the  beautiful 

hand-wrought  candelabra.  There  were 
tears,  suddenly,  in  her  eyes.  Now — 
here — the  trappings  and  the  excitement 
and  the  fun  of  the  wedding  were  re- 

placed in  her  heart  by  the  realization 
of  the  moment  that  would  come  in  this 
church.  Here  she  and  Peter  Johns 
would  be  made  man  and  wife.  This 
was  the  heart,  the  purpose,  and  the meaning. 

For  two  people  in  love — truly  in  love 
— it  would  mean  happiness.  She  and 
Peter  were  in  love,  she  told  herself, 
fiercely.    Then  why  was  she  crying? 

I'm  afraid,  she  whispered  to  herself. 
I  know  he  loves  me,  but  does  he  know 
it — does  he  know  how  much  he  loves 
me?  I  know  that  no  other  girl,  not 
even  if  his  dream-girl  had  come  true, 
could  be  to  him  what  I  can.  But  does 
he  know  it?  Or  is  Peter  thinking  me 
second-best?  Will  we  go  through  our 
married  life  together  with  a  ghost? 

IT  wasn't  Betty  Stoner,  any  more.  She had  only  been  a  frame  for  Peter 
to  hang  his  dream  on.  But  Anne  knew 
that  sometimes  people  went  through 
life  clinging  to  an  imagined  perfection 
— outwardly  leading  a  contented,  nor- 

mal, happy  life — but  reserving  the 
best,  the  reality  of  themselves  for  a 
fanciful  world  peopled  with  figures  of 
their  own  creation. 

She  didn't  want  fo  be  cut  off  from, 

any  part  of  Peter's  life!  She  didn't  want to  feel  shut  off  from  a  secret  world  of 

his  own  making!  She  didn't  want  to 
be  the  earthly  being  he  had  to  be  satis- 

fied with,  second-best! 
They  hadn't  seen  her  tears,  Peter  and 

Johnny.  In  the  days  that  followed  she 
forced  herself  not  to  think  such 
thoughts. 
And  then — all  too  soon! — it  was  her 

wedding  day.  And  now  there  was  too 
much  time  for  thinking,  even  with  the 
rush,  the  hurry,  the  last-minute  prepa- 

rations, the  final  donning  of  the  white 
satin  dress. 

"Mercy,  child — your  hands  are  like 
ice!"  Her  xnother  was  there,  her  eyes 
anxious  and  confused.  "But  I  suppose 
I've  forgotten  what  it  was  like  when  I 
was  a  bride.  And  I  like  your  Peter 
Johns,  dear.  I  was  so  afraid — but 

now — " 

Her  Peter  Johns!    Would  he  ever  be 



hers?  Oh,  why  hadn't  she  said  some- 
thing to  him — talked  this  out!  It  was 

too  late  now.  Maybe  they  shouldn't  be 
married — maybe — - 
"We're  almost  ready."  Virginia's 

tense  whisper  sent  tingles  through 
Anne.  They  were  waiting  in  the  little 
antechamber  outside  the  broadcast 
room.  From  behind  the  closed  doors 
she  could  hear  the  rustle  of  people  find- 

ing seats — she  could  hear  the  little 
bursts  of  applause  when  Johnny 
mounted  the  stage — she  could  hear  the 
laughter  as  he  talked  in  his  pre- 
broadcast  warm-up  to  the  audience. 
A  hand  slipped  through  her  arm, 

strong  and  steady. 
"All  set?  This  is  it.  Anne — are  you 

ready?"  Wildly,  she  looked  up  at  Peter. 
Ready? — no! — she  wasn't  ready!  He 

was  a  stranger,  this  tall,  dark,  slim 
man.   What  was  she  doing  here — ? 

"I  think  you  go  first,  Mother."  He smiled  at  Mrs.  Best  and  the  doors 
opened  and  the  organ  burst  into  a  peal 
of  chimes  and  somehow — mechanically 
— ^Anne  was  moving  down  the  aisle. 

She  saw  the  faces  and  the  smiles  up- 
turned to  hers.  She  saw  the  little  stage 

with  its  blue-velvet  hangings  and  its 
gorgeous  bursts  of  flower  baskets.  Her 
train  floated  out  behind  her  and  her 
white  slippered  feet  moved  as  if  they 
had  a  will  of  their  own,  carrying  her 
up  to  the  stage. 

JOHNNY  was  introducing  them — or 
rather,  letting  them  introduce  them- 

selves to  the  audience.  Thank  good- 
ness for  Johnny — -for  a  familiar  face 

and  a  friendly  voice  that  was  steadying 
— calming — in  this  whirlpool  she  was  in. 

"Yes,  we  met  for  the  first  time  right 
here  at  one  of  the  Bride-and-Groom 

broadcasts,"  she  found  herself  answer- 
ing. But  she  didn't  recognize  her  own 

voice.  She  saw  her  mother  smiling 
from  her  reserved  seat  at  the  front  of 
the  stage — so  she  must  look  and  sound 
all  right.  Probably  her  mother  and  all 
these  other  nice,  smiling  people  just 
thought  she  was  scared,  as  any  bride 
would  be.   If  they  only  knew! 

"And  then  you  started  going  together. 
Did  you  pursue  her  very  hard,  Mr. 

Johns?"  Johnny  was  asking.  That same  black  lock  of  hair  had  fallen  down 
over  one  eye.  It  was  just  like  that  other 
Bride-and-Groom  show  that  Anne  had 
seen.  Only  then  the  bride  had  been 
radiant.    And  happy. 

"Well — yes — I  pursued  her."  Peter's voice  was  firm  beside  her.  And  there 
was  something  else  in  his  voice,  too  .  .  . 

tenderness!  "But  I  was  pursuing  some- 
one else — or  rather  something  else,  too, 

at  the  same  time." 
"Something  else?" 
"A  will-o'-the-wisp,  you  might  call 

it." The  whirlpool  steadied,  stopped 
whirling.  What  was  Peter  saying? 
Even  Johnny  Nelson  waited  for  him 

to  finish. 

"You  see — I  was  looking  for  the  per- 
fect girl.  I  thought  I  knew  just  what 

she  would  be  like  so  I  w-as  rude  to  Anne. 
I  was  falling  in  love  with  her  and  I 
didn't  want  to."  His  hand  slipped  down 
and  found  her  hand,  holding  it  tight. 
"I  didn't  realize  what  I  do  now — that  I 
had  found  the  perfect  girl.    In  Anne." 

For  the  first  time  she  really  looked 
at  him.  And  it  was  true — shining  out 
of  his  eyes.  He  knew — just  as  she  did — 
that  their  search  for  dreams  was  ended. 
She  was  his  perfect  girl! 

In  the  audience  a  woman  leaned  over 
and  whispered  to  Mrs.  Best.  "Did  you 
ever  in  your  life  see  such  a  radiant, 
beautiful,  happy  bride?" 

Love?  I'm too  interested  in 

my  career' 

KEEP  FRESH!  For  a  smart  start,  shower 

your  body  with  Cashmere  Bouquet  Talc  after 
you  bathe.  Like  a  cooUng  caress,  it  sweetens 
your  skin,  leaves  you  radiantly  fresh. 

FEEL  SMOOTH!  For  ultra  comfort  sprinkle 
extra  Cashmere  Bouquet  Talc  over  those  little 
trouble  spots.  It  protects  chafeable  places  with 

a  silky-smooth  sheath. 

STAY  DAINTY!  Use  Cashmere  Bouquet 

Talc  generously  and  often.  It  leaves  your  skin 
cool  and  comfortable,  sets  your  daintiness  on 

high  with  its  flower-fresh  scent — the  fragrance 
men  love. 

In  10<!.  20«!  and  33^  sixes* 
For  the  luxury  size 

with  velour  puff  ask  for 
Cashmere  Bouquet 

Dusting  Powder  65^* *plu8  tax 

*^I^S^^ 

T^C
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"Anyone  Can  Get  Married!" (Continued  from  page  37) 

and  popped  them  into  bed.  In  the 
meantime  I  had  been  able  to  catch  up 
with  the  household  chores,  Sally  was 
bedded  down  for  the  night,  and  I 
could  look  forward  to  a  pleasant,  un- 

hurried, unharried  evening.  I  had  even 
had  time  to  repair  my  hair  and  my 
make-up,  and  to  slip  into  a  fresh  dress. 

Bill  made  a  cocktail  before  dinner, 
and  the  two  of  us  sat  outside  in  the 
patio  and  enjoyed  it  slowly,  reveling 
in  the  peace  and  quiet.  We  had  some- 

thing for  supper — it  didn't  matter  what 
• — and  Bill  helped  with  the  dishes. 

No  gift  he  could  have  selected  for  me 
at  the  best  store  in  town — even  if  it 
came  on  the  very  day  of  my  birthday — 
could  ever  have  been  so  nice  a  pres- 

ent as  the  blessed  time,  the  heavenly 
leisure  he  gave  me  that  day. 

There  was  another  time  when  our 
maid  left  in  a  huff  just  two  days  be- 

fore Christmas.  I  didn't  blame  her.  A 
house  with  four  children  never  stays 
clean,  and  unless  you  can  stand  clut- 
ter-r-which  Sarah  couldn't — you  go mad. 

I  went  a  little  mad  myself  when 
I  stood  in  the  middle  of  our  messy 
house  and  realized  that  I  had  to  face 
not  only  the  preparation  of  Christmas 
for  four  expectant  kids,  but  an  open 
house  on  Christmas  afternoon — to 
which  we  had  invited  all  of  our  friends 
— and  a  big  dinner  Christmas  evening 
with  our  two  families  invited  for  tur- 

key and  all  the  trimmings. 

W /E  GOT  through  even  that  without disaster.  Bill,  who  honestly  felt  that 
it  was  the  spirit  of  the  day  which 
counted  and  not  the  frills,  the  presents 
or  the  food,  somehow  infected  every- 

body who  came  with  his  own  relaxed 
good  cheer. 

At  such  a  moment,  I'll  bet  anything 
"the  perfect  husband" — who  is  also, 
need  be,  a  perfectionist — would  have 
blown   his   top. 

Having  a  big  family  gives  life  mean- 
ing. I  wouldn't  have  missed  it  for 

anything.  But  nothing  so  good  is  free. 
Having  our  four  children  in  such  a 
short  span  has  cost  a  lot. 
There  have  been  more  work  times 

and  fewer  fun  times.  There  have  been 
more  pressures — illness,  strain,  fatigue 
— than  most  husbands  and  wives,  still 
in  their  twenties,  are  prepared  to  accept. 

To  me,  after  eight  years  of  marriage 
and  four  babies,  the  variations  from 
the  norm  are  completely  unimportant. 
It's  flattering  if  your  husband  paces  the 
corridor  nervously  while  you're  having 
a  baby.  But  it  really  doesn't  do  any 
good.  Bill  got  there  that  night  at 
eleven,  cheerful  and  confident.  Just 

f  as  he  had  known  I  would,  I  guess,  I  had 
Sally  with  no  fuss  or  trouble  two  hours 
later. 
*  Bill's  refusal  from  time  to  time 
to  do  the  expected  thing — perhaps  I 
should  call  it  his  ignorance  of  what  is 
the  expected  thing — does  not  make  him 
a  villain  in  my  eyes.  Bill  meets  the 

■  real  test  of  his  worth  as  a  husband  and 
father — the  only  test  that  counts — in 
the  day  to  day  standing  of  the  gaff. 

And  if  you  think  you  can  be  married 
to  any  man,  even  a  man  you  love  deeply 
and  like  and  respect,  and  still  not  be 
up  to  your  neck  in  gaff  now  and  then 
you  are  prey  to  a  dangerous  illusion. 

".  Having  four  babies  in  eight  years  is 
1       gaff — even  if  you  plan  it  that  way,  de- 

ciding, as  we  did,  to  have  your  family 
early  so  you  can  have  fun  with  them. ^32 

Think  of  what  it  means.  Half  of  the 
time,  since  we  were  married,  I  have 
either  been  about  to  have  a  baby — and 
thus  have  been  feeling  fat  and  uncom- 

fortable and  cross — or  I  had  just  had 
a  baby — and  thus  was  feeling  nervous 
and  tired  and  very  cross.  There  have 
been  times  during  those  periods  when 
I  had  no  household  help  at  all — and  at 
those  low  low-downs  I  have  been  tired 
and  nervous  and  very,  very  cross. 

It  couldn't  have  been  much  fun  for 
Bill.  After  all  he  had  picked  for  a  wife  a 
girl  who  was  young  and  gay — I  was 
eighteen  when  we  met  and  we  were 
married  a  year  later — who  had  a  figure, 
and  some  pep,  who  liked  to  go  out  and 
have  fun.  Now  what  had  he?  A 
mother,  yes — but  a  household  drudge, 
sometimes  something  dangerously  ap- 

proaching a  shrew.  The  wonderful 

thing  was  he  didn't  feel  abused.  He 
seemed  to  understand  that  it  wasn't 
fun,  at  these  moments,  for  me,  either, 
and  what  was  even  more  remarkable, 
he  seemed  to  understand  that  this  was 
the  way  marriage  was.  And  he  still 
liked  it. 

Perhaps  I  should  give  you  one  more 
example  of  what  I  mean.  The  other 
afternoon.  Bill  was  on  the  phone  dis- 

cussing the  terms  of  an  important  pic- 
ture contract.  Sally,  our  smallest 

daughter,  was  on  his  lap — drooling  on 
his  clean  shirt.  Lynn,  who  is  two  and 
a  half,  was  clutching  him  by  the  knees, 
howling  because  she  was  not  on  his  lap. 
Jill,  our  oldest,  was  making  a  paper 
lantern  and  smearing  globs  of  sticky 

paste  on  Bill's  fine  antique  desk.  And 
little  Bill  was  yelling  from  the  swim- 

ming pool  that  Daddy  should  come  at 
once  and  see  him  float.  I  was  busy 
with  something  in  the  nursery  but  I 
came  in  at  intervals  to  try  to  shoo  them 
out,  at  least  to  shush  them  up. 

Bill  waved  me  away  cheerfully. 
"Leave  'em  alone,"  he  said,  putting 
his  hand  over  the  telephone  for  a 
second,  "they  don't  bother  me."  And he  went  back  to  his  business.  The 

man  hasn't  a  nerve  in  his  body.  What, 
I  ask  you,  is  remembering  birthdays — 
when  compared  to  a  disposition  like 
that? 

Now  that  the  war  is  over,  we've 
managed  to  hold  on  to  a  cook  and  a 
nurse.  That  leaves  what's  left  for  me 
to  do — and  with  four  kids,  that's  plenty, 
because  no  nurse  can  handle  that  many. 
And  it  isn't  only  the  children.  I  like 
to  cook!     But  I  don't,  not  very  often, 

and  not  very  fancy.  I  use  a  can-opener. 
Fortunately,  Bill  loves  to  barbecue  on 
the  outdoor  grill — steaks,  baby  broilers, 
corn  on  cob  with  his  own  special  hot 
sauce,  shishkabob.     He's  good,  too. 
As  for  housework — thank  heaven, 

ours  is  a  California  ranch  house,  built 
around  a  big  flat  lawn  and  a  fenced-in 
pool,  so  it's  easy  to  take  care  of. 
Furnishings  are  Early  American  an- 

tiques, mostly — except  for  the  nine- 
by-nine  bed  in  the  master  bedroom.  The 
study  is  full  of  red  leather,  with  a  mel- 

low old  pine  desk.  The  dining  room  is 
bright — flowered  wallpaper,  an  old 
tavern  table  and  Windsor  chairs — and 
the  inevitable  baby  pen  full  of  junk. 
Babies  come  so  fast  we  never  have  to 
move  the  pen. 

0\fR  yard  is  always  full  of  baby  stuff, 
too — slides  and  swings  and  safety 

gates  and  whatnot,  especially  in  sum- 
mer when  we  simply  live  outdoors.  We 

spend  our  days  around  the  pool,  have 
hotdogs  or  the  like  for  lunch,  and  go 
on  through  naps  and  more  swimming 
to  an  easy  summer  supper,  and  so  to 
bed.   It's   fun   and   comfortable. 

For  relaxation.  Bill  flies,  in  his  own 
plane,  and  ranches  at  our  place  in 
Northern  California.  It's  just  a  shack, 
so  far,  so  I  don't  go  along  while  he  gets 
his  waistline  down  bailing  alfalfa.  I 
will  though,  just  as  soon  as  Sally  starts 
to  school  and  I  have  a  little  time  on 

my  hands. No  matter  how  realistic  their  mother 
is  about  husbands,  and  marriage,  you 
would  have  a  hard  time  convincing  my 
children  that  Bill  is  not  the  Perfect 
Father. 

He  loves  the  kids,  and  thinks  of  them 
democratically — as  people.  He  talks  to 
Bill  about  his  airplane  as  though  a 
four  year  old  boy  knew  all  about  the 

theory  of  flying.  He  answers  Jill's questions  about  the  crops  on  our 
Northern  California  ranch  even  if  he 

has  to  look  up  the  facts  in  the  Farmer's Almanac.  He  is  not  above  changing  a 
diaper,  or  mending  a  broken  toy. 
On  the  rare  occasions  when  the 

children  are  allowed  to  stay  up  to  hear 
their  father  on  the  radio,  they  are  a 

sponsor's  dream  audience.  They  listen 
to  George  and  Grade's  jokes  with  great impatience.  What  sends  them  is  the 
pitch  for  the  coffee. 

"There's  Daddy!"  He's  the  Great 
Man,  their  Daddy.  Don't  tell  him  so^ but  I  think  he  is  too. 

"iOait  uiL  IJJ04L 
let.  usi 
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Next  month  comes  something  we — and  you — have  been 
waiting  for.  Radio  Mirror  will  use  full-color  illustrations 
for  the   first   time! 

This  means  that  many  of  the  pictures  of  your  favorite  radio  stars 
with  which  our  stories  are  illustrated  will  be  more  brilliant, 
more  true-to-life   than   ever   before. 

Watch    for   our    first    four-color    issue — October, 
on  sale  at  your  newsstand  on  September  11. 



^^  Cashmei-e        ■ 

Famous  artist,  «lanies  Bingham,  portrays  vibrant 

blonde  skin  color  which  can  be  yours  w^ith  original"' 

**Flower-fresh"  shade  of  Cashmere  Bouquet  Face  Po^vder 

Bulletin  for  blondes:  Dust  some  drama  on  your  skin  with  Cashmere 

Bouquet  Face  Powder  in  the  new  "Flower-fresh"  shade  of  Natural.  Such 
angelic  radiance!  Super-smooth,  too.  It  gives  your  skin  a  satiny  surface 

that  masks  tiny  blemishes.  Its  freshly -put-on,  look  stays  for  hours  and 

liours.  1'here  are  oilier  "Flower-fresh"  shades  of  Cashmere  Bouquet  Face 

i'owder  for  all  skin  ly]>es  from  a  snlli'A'  hninelte  to  a  siren  red-head. 

Here's  the  right  Cashmere 
Bouquet  shade  for  you ! 

FOR  LIGHT  TYPES 

Natural*,  Rachel  Nos.  i  and  2 

FOR  MEDIIJ3I  TYPES 

Rachel  No.  2,  Rose  Brunette 

FOR  DARK  TYPES 

Rose  Brunette,  Eveu  Tan 



looks  so  shilling  bright 

with  such  natural  high  lustre! 

fefe^ 
/^^ 

Hazel  McFerrin  —  a  beautiful 
Powers  redhead — uses  Kreml 
Shampoo  to  keep  her  hair  sparkling 
with   natural  silken-sheen    beauty 

•"KX^ ^U(UjU\/ ^'fCa./^U  j^./.,.^,^^  ':/C^te^-*ioiy;,^^^M.'iU.^b.a-C'     — 

-tx-^.,/t«Ce/  '-^4->»c<#<.Oii/  0^t<AH^t<z^    ̂ V^C^'-dji^i.a^.       'jUiJt^y7<jty^;a^A^a^^y>{yii..fi-e> 
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KREML  SHAMPOO 
FOR  SILKEN-SHEEN  HAIR -EASIER  TO  ARRANGE  /^,Xd>^ 
MADE  BY   THE  MAKERS  OF  THE   FAMOUS   KREML   HAIR  TONIC    ̂ Good Housekeepingy 

A  product  ofR.  B .  Semler,  Inc. 

The  Time  Between 
(Continued  from  page  23) 

duet.  I  can't  describe  the  look  that 
crossed  their  faces — except  perhaps  to 
say  that  it  was  as  if  a  magician  had 
waved  his  cloak,  had  made  them  disap- 

pear for  a  second  and  then  had  brought 
them  back,  the  same  and  yet  not  the 
same. 

I  don't  think  anyone  else  noticed. 
Willy's  hearty  voice  exclaimed,  "Connie, 
you  must  know  Quent.  Weren't  you 
kids  in  high  school  together?"  And  then 
Connie  was  saying  composedly,  "Hello, 
Quent.    I  didn't  know  you  were  back." 

"Hello,  Connie,"  Quent  said.  "I 
thought  you  were  on  the  West  Coast." 

"The  job  was  too  uncertain  after  V-J 
Day,"  Connie  said.  "I  came  back  to 
my  old  job  here.  Ma  was  good  enough 

to  give  me  a  room." "You  must  find  a  small  town  pretty 

quiet  after  Los  Angeles." Connie's  chin  lifted  a  little.  "Oh,  no," 
she  said.  "I  find  things  to  do."  She 
turned  to  me.  "I'm  on  my  way  to  the 
mailbox,  Ma.  Is  there  anything  I  can 

get  you?" 
I  SAID  that  there  wasn't,  and  Connie smiled  at  us  all  and  said  goodnight 
and  went  out.  It  had  been  a  casual  con- 

versation— too  casual,  although  I  didn't realize  it  at  the  time,  for  in  these  days 
of  soldiers'  homecomings,  the  most  dis- 

tant of  school  acquaintances  are  greeted 
as  old  friends.  I  noticed  other  things 
that  night,  and  attached  no  significance 
to  them,  although  I  remembered  them 
afterward.  For  one  thing,  Quent  seemed 
to  forget  about  the  guests  waiting  at 
his  mother's  house.  Fay  came  down 
after  she'd  put  Paulette  to  bed,  and 
Quent  waited  willingly  until  she 
guessed  Paulette  was  so  soundly  asleep 
that  he  could  be  taken  upstairs  to  see 
the  child.  When  he  came  down  again, 
he  stayed  to  tell  Willy  Junior  of  his 
experiences  in  the  Coast  Guard — or at  least  that  seemed  to  be  his  reason. 
I  recall  now  that  there  were  times  when 
he  would  forget,  mid-sentence,  what  he 
was  talking  about,  and  his  attention 
would  wander  to  the  door.  He  left  a 

little  after  nine,  about  a  half-hour  be- 
fore Connie  came  home.  She  had  gone 

to  a  movie,  she  told  me.  It  didn't  oc- cur to  me  that  she  might  have  stayed 
away  deliberately;  sometimes,  although 
very  infrequently,  she  walked  down- 

town to  a  movie  after  mailing  one  of 
the  letters  she  was  always  writing  to 
her  cousins  in  California. 

.It  was  after  that  that  Connie  changed, 
so  abruptly  that  only  the  blindest  could 
have  failed  to  see  that  it  was  an  un- 

natural change  and  would  not  have 
wondered  at  the  reason. 

Connie  had  been  with  me  about  six 
months  then,  and  I  had  grown  to  love 
her  very  much.  To  love  her — although 
I  didn't  quite  understand  her.  I  didn't 
know  much  about  her  background — 
only  that  her  parents  had  died  when  she 
was  small,  and  that  she  had  been 
brought  up  by  an  aunt  on  a  farm  just 
outside  of  Rushville  Center.  She'd 
gone  to  high  school  here  in  town,  and 
had  worked  for  a  while  at  Miss  Flor- 

ence's beauty  shop  after  she'd  gradu- ated. Then  the  war  broke  out,  and  she 
went  to  work  in  a  war  plant  in  Los 
Angeles,  where  she  had  relatives,  and 
shortly  afterward  the  aunt  who  had 
reared  her  had  died. 

That  much  I  knew  about  her;  then 
one  day  last  fall  she  appeared  on  my 

doorstep  to  ask  for  a  room.  "I  don't want   to   inconvenience   you,   Ma   Per- 



kins,"  she  said  apologetically.  "Please 
tell  me  if  you  really  feel  that  you  don't want  a  roomer.  But  there  just  seems 

to  be  no  place  at  all  in  town." 
Of  course  I  gave  her  not  only  a  room, 

but  board.  You  couldn't  help  liking 
Connie  on  sight.  She  was  a  vibrant 
little  thing,  all  glowing  dark  eyes  and 
quick  graceful  movement,  with  a  dis- 
armingly  direct  way  of  speaking,  and 
a  proud  way  of  carrying  her  head  that 
was  appealing  in  a  child  so  small.  Her 
presence  caused  hardly  a  ripple  of  dif- 

ference in  the  household.  We  saw  her 
at  breakfast,  pert  and  fresh  and  bright 
as  a  bird  in  the  morning,  and  then  it 

was  a  question  as  to  whether  we'd  have 
more  than  a  glimpse  of  her  until  the 
next  morning.  Her  hours  at  the  beauty 
shop  were  from  nine-thirty  until  five- 
thirty,  but  whenever  Miss  Florence  had 
a  late  customer  none  of  the  other  oper- 

■  ators  wanted,  it  was  Connie  who  stayed 
t  to  do  the  job.  She  would  come  home 
-limp  with  weariness  after  a  twelve- 
hour  day — and  then,  when  I  carried  a 
cup  of  cocoa  and  a  sandwich  or  a  bowl 
of  soup  up  to  her  room,  I  would  find  her 
studying,  poring  over  thick  and 
weighty-looking  textbooks  on  derma- 

tology and  diet  and  goodness  knows 
what  else  that  has  to  do  with  making 
women  beautiful.  And  I  would  shake 
my  head,  wondering  that  a  pretty  twen- 

ty-two-year-old should  stick  so  hard 
to  this  sort  of  thing,  should  limit  her 
social  activity  to  dinner  once  in  a  great 

while  at  the  home  of  a  girl  friend.  I'd 
sigh  and  say,  "You  don't  do  things  by 
halves,  do  you,  Connie?  If  you  don't 
stop  driving  yourself  so  hard,  I'm  afraid 
that  one  of  these  days  you'll  be  forced 
to  all-out  rest  instead  of  all-out  labor." 

SHE  would  shake  back  her  dark  hair, 
smile  up  at  me.  There  was  hard  pur- 

pose deep  inside  the  smile,  like  a  pebble 

lodged  in  the  heart  of  a  rose.    "Oh,  no. 
Ma.    One  of  these  days  I'll  own  an  in- 

terest in  the  shop.    Florence  has  prom- 
ised it  to  me  as  soon  as  I  can  pay  for  it. 

'  Then  I  want  a  shop  in  Los  Angeles,  and 
1  some  day,  perhaps,   a  whole   chain   of 

shops." 
I'd  go  downstairs  with  the  empty  tray, 

I  my  head  swimming  a  little  at  the  extent 
.  of   her   ambitions,   trying   to   reconcile 

i  the   teen-age   Connie   I'd   used   to    see 
around  town  with  the  driving,  purpose- 

ful Connie  of  today.     She  had  known 
of  course  that  she  would  have  to  sup- 

port herself  until  she  married,  but  in 

that  she  wasn't  any  different  from  most 
,  girls.     I    couldn't    recall    ever    having 
;  noticed  any  symptoms  of  relentless  am- 

bition within  her.    She  was  pretty  and 

popular,  and  she'd  enjoyed  her  popu- 
larity, liked  to  dress  well  .  .  . 

That  was  another  thing^ — her  clothes. 
The  Connie  who  came  to  stay  with  me 
had  two  outfits:  a  dress-up  coat  and 
suit,  and  a  going-to-work  coat,  the 
shabby  tweed,  and  a  going-to-work  suit 
as  shabby  as  the  coat.  She  had  hardly 
any  other  clothes  at  all — hadn't  had 
any  others,  I  suspected,  for  a  good  long 
time.  Even  allowing  for  the  fact  that 
she  was  saving  money  for  her  shop,  it 
didn't  seem  natural  that  she  shouldn't 
buy  herself  something  pretty  once  in  a 
while. 
Young  men  called,  of  course.  Good- 

ness knows,  with  her  job  Connie  had 
little  enough  opportunity  to  meet  them, 
but  they  saw  her  on  the  street  and  at 
lunch  in  the  drugstore,  and  they  would 
remember  her  from  high  school,;  and 
one  after  another  they  would  be  on  the 
telephone,  asking  for  Connie.  Usually, 
she  told  me  to  tell  them  she  wasn't  at 

1  home;  when  she  did  answer,  the  brief 
I  conversation  would  end  with  the  young 

man  looking  elsewhere  for  company. 
Curiosity  has  never  been  one  of  my 
weaknesses — but  that  is  perhaps  be- 

cause I've  never  had  to  ask  many  ques- 
tions. More  often  it's  been  the  other 

way  around:  people  have  come  to  me 
and  told  me  things  whether  I  wanted 
to  know  them  or  not.  Connie  was  dif- 

ferent. She  opened  up  just  so  far  and 
no  farther;  there  was  no  getting  really 
close  to  her.  I  asked  her  point-blank 
one  day  if  she  had  never  thought  of 
getting  married.  The  answer  came  so 

.glibly  that  you  could  tell  she'd  been asked  the  question  before,  often. 
"Maybe  someday.  Ma.  But  it  seems 

to  me  that  in  these  days  when  women 
can  work  and  take  care  of  themselves, 

a  man  is  just  more  trouble  than  he's 

worth." 
"But  they  don't  have  to  work  all  the 

time — " 
Connie  answered  shortly,  "Well,  I  do,"" and  bent  over  to  admire  the  sweater  I 

was  knitting  for  Paulette.  "My,  that's 
lovely.  Ma!     What  is  it— cable  stitch?" And  that  is  the  Connie  who,  almost 
overnight  after  Quent's  visit,  turned 
into  a  social  butterfly.  Butterfly  is  cer- 

tainly the  wrong  word;  Connie  began 
to  make  dates  and  to  go  out  with  all  the 
determination  she  had  applied  to  her 
work.  I  was  pleased  at  first.  Connie 
was  busy  at  the  shop,  and  she  went  out 
on  her  dates  straight  from  work,  so 
that  I  didn't  know  who  took  her  out. 
I  thought  that  she'd  finally  found  some 
young  man  who  interested  her,  and  it 
seemed  to  me  exactly  like  Connie,  who 
never  could  do  things  by  halves,  to  see 
him  every  night  from  the  very  begin- 

ning. Then  came  a  slack  week  at  the 
shop — and  in  that  week,  on  four  differ- 

ent nights,  four  different  young  men 
waited  in  the  living  room  while  Connie 
changed  from  her  one  shabby  suit  to 
her  one  good  suit. 

It's  queer  how  everyone  seems  to 
wake  up  to  the  same  thing  at  the  same 
time.  I'd  no  sooner  realized  that  Con- 

nie was  going  out  too  often,  and  staying 
out  too  late,  with,  apparently,  almost 
anyone  who  asked  her,  when  Fay  spoke 
to  me  about  it.  She  came  downstairs 
yawning  one  morning,  a  good  hour  after 
Connie  had  gone. 

"Isn't  Connie  up  yet?"  she  asked. 
"Why,  yes,"  I  said.  "She  left  at  the 

usual  time." "Well,"  said  Fay,  "I'll  give  her  credit 
for  getting  to  work  on  time,  anyway." 
And  then — "I  saw  her  at  the  Hampton 
Inn  last  night,  with  Milt  Cummings." 

"Who  is  Milt  Cummings?" 

"VOU  know  who  he  iis.  Ma.  He's  the 
1  man  who  got  into  that  scrape  with 

the  Weaver  girl  last  year.  He's  just  no 
good.  And  neither  are  a  couple  of  the 
others  I've  seen  Connie  with.  You 
ought  to  speak  to  her,  Ma.  Everybody's 
talking."  ,; 
"Who  is  everybody?" 
"Why— Evey  told  me  that  Gladys 

Pendleton  told  her — "  ~ 
"Gladys  isn't  particularly  happy,"  I 

interrupted.  "She  might  talk  about  any- 
one just  to  get  away  from  herself.  And 

you  and  Evey  aren't  doing  Connie  any 
good  by  discussing  her  with  others." 

Fay's  lips  tightened.  "I  still  think 
you  ought  to  speak  to  her.  Ma.  Surely, 
she'll  listen  to  you." 

I  wasn't  at  all  sure,  but  I  decided  to 
try,  the  night  I  heard  Connie  crying. 
It  wasn't  by  any  means  the  first  time 
I'd  heard  muffled  sounds  from  her  room, 
but  this  morning  she  came  downstairs 
with  the  marks  of  tears  still  plain  on 
her  face.  She  hesitated  in  the  kitchen 
doorway,  and  then,  seeing  that  I  was 
alone,  she  said  that  she  would  stop  long 

BedieBrst 

in  yuar  Circle TO  USE  TAMPAX 

WHY  wait  for  other  women  to  tell 
you?  Discover  Tampax  for  yourself 

and  then  pass  on  to  your  friends  and 
acquaintances  the  good  news  about  this 
internally-worn  sanitary  protection  for 
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^To  make  this  picture  of  a  pantry  raid- 
ing  expedition  a  scene  from  your  own 
home,  you'd  naturally  change  the  girl, 
the  boy,  and  the  dog.  But  the  chances  are 
the  tumbler  tcould  remain  the  same,  be- 

cause it's  the  "Park  Avenue"  by  Federal, 
the  most  famous  tumbler  ever  made. 

\J/You  will  find  the  Park  Avenue  in  mil- 
lions of  homes  like  yours.  As  typically 

American  as  a  bedtime  snack,  its  distinc- 
tive beauty  makes  it  a  natural  pal  of 

pantry  raiders  of  all  agea. 

V^In  millions  of  homes,  too,  you'll  find 
Federal-fashioned  Tumblers,  Tableware, 
Beverage  Sets,  Occasional  and  Orna- 

mental Pieces  doing  their  bit  to  make 
everyday  living  more  gracious. 

^Look  for  the  Shield  ̂   of  Federal— 
when  you  buy  glassware.  It's  your  assur- 

ance of  lovely  crystal  at  a  very  low  cost. 
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enough  for  a  cup  of  coffee.  "You  look 
as  though  you  needed  it,"  I  observed. Another  girl  might  have  hedged,  but 
not  Connie.  She  could  take  the  wind 
out  of  your  sails  by  coming  straight  to 
the  point  in  her  own  way,  one  which 

you  could  not  follow.  "I  do,"  she  ad- 
mitted. "For  some  silly  reason  I  woke 

up  crying  in  the  middle  of  the  night. 
Once  I'd  started,  I  couldn't  stop.  Nerves, 

I  suppose." "Perhaps  you've  been  trying  to  do 
too  much.  With  your  work,  and  going 

about — " 
She  shrugged.  "I  like  to  keep  going. 

And  I'm  strong.     I  can  take  it." 
"People  feel  that  way,  when  they're running  on  nerves.  You  know  enough 

to  take  better  care  of  yourself.  You 

also  know  that  you're  not  living  in  a 
big  city  any  more,  but  in  a  small  town, 

where  people  gossip — " She  pushed  back  her  coffee  cup, 

looked  at  me  oddly.  "You're  not  sug- gesting that  I  look  for  another  room, 

are  you.  Ma?" I  was  hurt,  and  then  angry,  and  then 
I  forgave  her.  After  all,  a  girl  like 
Connie  must  feel  pretty  insecure,  down 
underneath.  The  last  thing  I  wanted  to 

do  was  to  add  to  her  insecurity.  "You 
know  I'm  not.  You  can  stay  here  as 

long  as  you  like." It  hurt,  too,  the  way  she  jumped  up 

then,  as  if  she'd  found  out  all  she 
wanted  to  know.  She  patted  me  af- 

fectionately on  the  shoulder.  "Thank 
you,  Ma.  I  haven't  done  anything 
wrong,  and  I  won't.  As  for  the  gossips, 
they  ought  to  realize  that  this  isn't  the middle  ages,  and  a  woman  has  a  right 

to  live  as  she  pleases." It  is  impossible  to  stay  angry  with 
a  foolish,  unhappy  child  who  has  de- 

liberately played  with  fire  in  order  to 
forget  another,  deeper  hurt.  For  Con- 

nie had  been  hurt,  badly,  some  time  in 
those  years  she  had  been  away.  That 
much  was  as  plain  as  the  fact  that  she 
had  tried  to  work  it  off  and  had  failed, 
and  was  now  trying  to  play  it  off.  How 
she  had  been  hurt  I  didn't  try  to  guess; 
it  would  have  been  too  easy  to  build  up 
an  entirely  false  picture. 
And  then  one  day  I  knew. 

Something  happened  to  Connie  Myles 
when  she  was  in  California — something 
that  shaped  her  into  the  defiant,  deter- 

mined woman  Ma  Perkins  doesn't  quite understand.  What  that  something  was, 
Ma  learns  in  the  concluding  instalment 

of  Connie's  story,  in  the  October  Radio 
Mirror,  on  sale  September  11. 
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Operation  Crossroads 
(Continued  from  page  19) 

the  bomb.  How  do  we  know  they  can't 
develop  a  defense  against  it?  Why  not 
give  our  scientists  all  the  money  they 
need,  let  them  take  as  much  time  as 
necessary,  and  find  us  a  defense? 
ANSWER  (by  Air  Force  General 

George  C.  Kenney) :  It  would  be  fine, 
if  it  could  be  done — and  our  Army  is 
already  working  on  it,  doing  every- 

thing we  can.  But  actually,  at  this  mo- 
ment, there  is  no  way  of  tracking  down 

an  atomic  rocket  traveling  at  high  speed 
through  the  stratosphere,  and  explod- 

ing it.  What's  more,  there's  disagree- 
ment among  scientists  as  to  whether 

or  not  it  can  ever  be  done.  Let's  sup- 
pose, however,  that  it  is  possible.  To 

build  and  maintain  a  radar-defense 
system  would  cost  billions  of  dollars 
and  require  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
highly-trained  men.  These  men  would 
have  to  be  alert  night  and  day — hut 
experience  has  shown  that  no  mechani- 

cal system  is  perfect.  If  thousands  of 
bombs  were  launched  at  us  in  one  great 
atomic  attack,  there  is  no  guarantee 
that  a  few  would  not  get  through — 
and  just  a  few  are  capable  of  doing 

i  the  unthinkable  damage  we're  trying to  avoid. 
And  sending  rockets  through  the 

stratosphere  is  not  the  only  way  of 
atomic  attack.  Agents  of  a  nation  plan- 

ning to  destroy  us  could  smuggle  the 
bombs  in  piece  by  piece.  They  could 
assemble  them  here  and  explode  them 
miles  away  by  means  of  a  time-clock. 
It  might  even  be  impossible  to  identify 
the  nation  that  planted  them.  There 

just  isn't  any  adequate  defense  against atomic  attack. 

QUESTION:  Well,  if  we  can't  defend 
ourselves   against   atomic   bombs   once 

I  they're   used,    why   not   prevent   them 
.  from  being  used,  by  keeping  the  secret 

'  of  making  them?    We  and  Canada  and England   are   the   only   countries    who 
I  know  how  to  make  the  bomb  today.   If 

we  don't  give  anybody  else  the  secret, no  other  nation  can  ever  make  atomic 

bombs.   If  they  can't  make  them,  they 
can't  use  them,  can  they? 

]      ANSWER    (by  Dr.  Harold  C.   Urey, 
I  University    of    Chicago    scientist    who 
helped  develop  the  atomic  bomb):    If 

'  there  were  a  secret  to  be  kept,  there 
might  be  some  value  to  your  method — 
but  there  is  no  secret  we  can  keep  for 

j  more  than  a  few  years.   The  principles 
1  and    theories   by   which    the    bomb    is 
'  made  are  known.    You  can  find  them 
in   any   public   library.    All   we    have 
exclusively  now  are  certain  manufac- 

i  turing  processes  and  methods,  and  it  is 
f  only  a  matter  of  years,  probably  about 
five,  or  perhaps  no  more  than  two  or 
three,    before    other    nations    discover 
those. 

Most  other  nations  have  access  to  the 
uranium  from  which  the  bomb  is  made. 
What's  more,   there   is  at  present  the greatest   search   for   new   deposits   the 
world   has   ever   known.    No   one   can 

]  say  where  they  will  be  found.  There  is 
1  no  lack  of  engineering  skill  in  other 
countries,  and  you  don't  have  to  have 

I  a  large  number  of  bombs.   A  relatively 
small    number     makes     every    nation 
equal. 
QUESTION:  My  idea  is  tough— but 

in  this  world  you've  got  to  be  tough. 
I  don't  say  that  we  should  go  looking for  trouble,  but  we  should  be  ready  for trouble,  so  if  any  other  nation  starts 
something,  we  can  let  them  have  it 
Force  is  always  a  f  actar.  The  Nazis  and 
Japs  would  never  have  started  the  war 
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in  the  first  place,  if  they  hadn't  thought 
we  were  weak.  This  time  we  shouldn't 
deceive  anybody.  We  have  the  atomic 
bomb.   That  gives  us  the  odds. 

ANSWER  {by  Senator  Brien  Mc- 
Mahon,  head  oj  the  Senate  Atomic 
Energy  Committee) :  You  are  suggest- 

ing an  atomic  armaments  race.  Well, 
let's  assume  that  we  go  all  out  to  keep 
ahead  in  atomic  bombs  and  other  phases 
of  national  security.  Consider  the  at- 

mosphere in  which  an  atomic  armament 
race  would  be  conducted. 

The  whole  world  would  be  turned 
into  hostile,  armed  camps — the  way  it 
was  before  the  last  two  wars.  Trigger- 
fingers  might  get  itchy.  Nobody  could 
guarantee  that  a  dispute  among  na- 

tions would  not  set  off  an  attack.  An 
atomic  attack  would  be  so  devastating 
that  the  U.  S.  would  have  to  ward  off 
the  attack  by  striking  first  on  the  basis 
of  mere  rumor  or  report.  We  could  not 
wait.  Congress  would  have  no  tirrie  to 
debate  war.  A  small  group  of  men 
would  have  to  decide  to  push  a  button 
and  attack  the  suspected  aggressor, 
without  our  approval.  We  certainly 
would  not  wish  any  group  to  have  that 
responsibility. 
The  price  of  a  world-wide  atomic 

armament  race  will  be  to  give  up  our 
democracy,  live  in  perpetual  terror  of 
sudden  catastrophe,  disperse  cities  or 
take  them  off  the  face  of  the  earth 
entirely,  and  put  them  underground. 
Even  that  wouldn't  help  because  sci- 

entists estimate  that  you  would  have 
to  go  down  two  thousand  feet  to  escape 
the  effect  of  present,  atomic  bombs. 
More  powerful  bombs  would  force  you 
to  go  further.  They  would  force  you  to 
turn  back  the  world's  clock  to  ju^^gle time.  Are  you  willing  to  pay  that  price? 

QUESTION:  Don't  you  think  all  the 
nations  ought  to  make  a  treaty  or  some- 

thing and  promise  not  to  use  the  atomic 
bomb? 
ANSWER  (by  Mrs.  Wendell  Willkie) : 

I'm  afraid  it  wouldn't  work.  It  never 
has.  The  lesson  of  history  is  clear. 
Treaties  to  outlaw  war  and  weapons  of 
war  have  been  made  and  broken  far 
too  often  for  us  to  put  any  trust  in 
them.  There  is  no  guarantee  that  a  new 
treaty,  however  solemnly  entered  into, 
will  not  be  broken  again. 
QUESTION:  There  must  be  a  correct 

way  of  going  about  this  thing.  So  far 
we've  had  nothing  but  wrong  ways. 
Isn't  there  a  solution? 
ANSWER  (by  Harold  E.  Stassen,  for- 

mer Governor  of  Minnesota) :  What- 
ever the  agreement  is,  if  it's  going  to be  more  than  just  a  treaty  to  outlaw 

the  bomb,  it  will  have  to  be  enforced. 
It  will  have  to  have  some  kind  of  law 
and  power  behind  it.  And  if  there  is 
going  to  be  an  agreement,  it  will  prob- 

ably mean  that  certain  laws  will  be 
laid  down  with  respect  to  the  making 
of  atomic  bombs  and  for  the  peaceful 
use  of  atomic  energy;  that  every  na- 

tion will  have  to  be  bound  by  those 
laws,  and  that  some  system  of  inspec- 

tion will  have  to  be  worked  out  to  see 
that  every  nation  lives  up  to  the  law. 
This  will  mean  that  an  authority  will 
be  created  to  control  atomic  energy 
which  will  be,  in  one  sense,  higher  than 
the  government  of  the  U.  S.  or  the 
government  of  any  other  one  nation. 
Any  nation  and  any  individual  found 
guilty  of  violating  the  atomic  control 
laws  would  be  subject  to  punishment 
by  United  Nations  authority — and  the 
U.  S.  and  other  nations  will  have  to  co- 

operate in  the  punishment.  That  is 
what  we  mean  when  we  say  United  Na- 

tions law  to  control  atomic  energy  and 
power  to  enforce  it. 

QUESTION:  If  that's  the  best  method, 

Mr.  Stassen,  what  vviii  it  cost  us?  What's the  price  we  have  to  pay  for  that 
chance  of  survival? 
ANSWER  (by  Mr.  Stassen):  The 

price  is  that  we  must  delegate  a  portion 
of  our  nationalistic  sovereignty  to  a 
United  Nations  authority. 
QUESTION:  What  is  this  mysterious 

thing  called  "sovereignty"  actually? How  much  of  it  do  we  have  to  give  up? 
ANSWER  (by  Mr.  Justice  William  O. 

Douglas  of  the  U.  S.  Supreme  Court) : 
Sovereignty  is  final  authority.  It  is 
power — supreme  power.  Those  who 
have  the  last  word  are  sovereign.  In 
our  form  of  government,  sovereignty 
belongs  to  you,  to  me,  to  every  citizen. 

We  do  not  give  up  sovereignty  or  sur- 
render it.  We  exercise  it.  We  exercise 

it  every  time  we  cast  a  ballot  and  elect 
officials  to  represent  us.  When  the 

traffic  officer  patrols  the  highway  he's exercising  your  sovereignty  for  you. 
Our  delegation  of  sovereignty  to  our 
agencies  of  government  is  the  way  we 
purchase  civilization — the  way  we  ob- 

tain law  and  order,  freedom,  social 
justice.  Through  the  delegation  of  our 
sovereignty  we  create  strength  which 
individually  as  citizens  or  as  states  we 
would  lack — we  create  power  adequate 
to  deal  quickly  and  decisively  with  the 
problems  of  each  day. 

In  our  efforts  to  harness  the  atomic 

force,  all  we're  being  asked  to  do  is  to 
exercise  our  sovereignty  on  a  new  level 
— the  international  one.  That  doesn't 
mean  forming  a  full-fiedged  world  gov- 

ernment overnight,  in  which  we  would 
all  be  citizens  of  a  single,  world  state. 
All  it  means  is  that  we  shall  take  some 
of  the  powers  we  delegate  and  give 
them  to  an  international  agency  under 
the  authority  of  the  United  Nations. 
Other  nations  would  naturally  do  the 
same.  The  powers  delegated  by  all  the 
nations  will  be  limited  specifically  to 
the  field  of  atomic  energy  and  like 
matters.  The  specific  function  of  the 
new  agency  of  government  will  be  to 
make  atomic  energy  the  servant  and 
not  the  destroyer  of  the  people. 
QUESTION:  But  how  about  the 

argument  you  hear  so  much  these  days 
— that  Russia  is  out  to  conquer  the 
world,  that  she'll  never  agree  to  any 
system  of  control,  and  that  even  if  she 
does,  it  will  only  be  a  stall,  a  blind,  un- 

til she  gets  good  and  ready  to  attack  us? 
ANSWER  (by  Joseph  E.  Davies,  for- 

mer U.  S.  Ambassador  to  Soviet  Rus- 
sia) :  If  conditions  are  as  you  say — 

where  do  we  go  from  there?  There  is 
no  hope.  For  without  Russia  there  can 
be  no  control.  The  Russians,  however, 

are  in  the  United  Nations.  "They  have 
a  place  on  the  Atomic  Energy  Commis- 

sion. Certainly  we  cannot  assume  that 
they  will  not  cooperate  to  prevent  de- 

struction as  long  as  there  remain  any 
ways  to  avoid  it. 
QUESTION:  But  look  how  the  Rus- sians have  been  behaving  in  the  United 

Nations. 

ANSWER  (by  Mr.  Davies) :  The  Rus- sian attitude  in  the  United  Nations  is 
based  on  fear  that  the  Western  World 
is  ganging  up  on  them.  They  claim 
that  they  do  not  wish  to  dominate  the 
world,  but  to  protect  themselves.  If  we 
are  to  avert  disaster  we  must  assume 

that  they  are  telling  the  "truth.  If,  how- ever, we  are  convinced  that  the  Russians 
are  out  to  conquer  the  world  and  that 
sooner  or  later  they  mean  to  attack 
us — the  logic  of  the  situation  would 
force  us  not  to  wait — ^but  to  attack  Rus- 

sia first,  now.  There  may  be  some  mis- 
guided people  in  this  country  who  are 

willing  to  pursue  such  a  course,  but  I 
think  we  can  safely  conclude  that  the 
overwhelming   majority   of  Americans 



reject  it.  No,  as  long  as  the  Russians 
remain  in  the  United  Nations,  as  long 

as  there's  the  ghost  of  a  chance  th?t 
international  control  of  atomic  energy 
can  be  made  to  work,  every  means 
should  be  exhausted  to  compose  dif- 
ferences. 

In  my  opinion,  the  Russians  are  as 
eager  for  peace  as  we  are. 
QUESTION:  There  are  many  people, 

who,  while  they  hope  and  pray  that 
future  war  can  be  averted,  are  pessi- 

mistic about  the  chances  of  doing  it. 

They  say  it's  just  "human  nature" — and  that  while  mankind  may  possibly 
change  some  old  habits  of  thinking  in 

a  million  years,  there's  certainly  no 
chance  of  changing  them  in  the  next 
five. 
ANSWER  {by  Dr.  Albert  Einstein): 

This  "human  nature"  which  makes 
wars  is  like  a  river.  It  is  impossible 
to  change  the  nature  of  the  river.  But 
when  it  continually  overflows  its  banks 
and  destroys  our  lives  and  homes,  do 

we  sit  down  and  say:  "It  is  too  bad. 
We  can't  change  the  river.  We  can 
do  nothing!"?  No,  we  get  together  and build  a  dam  which  will  keep  the  river 

in  c'leck.  We  use  reason,  our  ability to  think.  And  this  ability  to  think  is 
also  a  part  of  human  nature.  It  is  in- 
t2JLgence,  which  is  the  ability  to  learn 
from  experience.  It  includes  the  ca- 

pacity to  give  up  immediate,  temporary 
benefits  for  permanent  ones. 

This  part  of  human  nature  recognizes 

that  man's  security  and  happiness  de- pend on  a  working  society;  that  a 
working  society  depends  on  laws;  and 
that  men  must  submit  to  these  laws 
in  order  to  have  peace. 

Just  as  we  use  our  reason  to  build 
a  dam  to  hold  a  river  in  check,  we 
must  build  institutions  to  restrain 
the  fears  and  suspicions  and  greeds 
which  move  peoples  and  their  rulers. 
We  do  not  have  to  wait  a  million  years 
to  use  our  ability  to  reason.  We  are 
using  it  every  day  of  our  lives.  We 
can  and  must  use  it  now — or  human 
society  will  disappear  in  a  new  and 
terrible  dark  age  of  mankind — perhaps 
forever. 
QUESTION:  And  if  we  can  prevent 

atomic  energy  from  being  used  destruc- 
tively— what  are  its  constructive  possi- 

bilit  es? 

ANSWER  (by  Henry  Wallace,  Secre- 
tary of  Commerce) :  No  one  can  predict 

with  accuracy  the  possible  peacetime 
uses  of  atomic  energy.  We  do  know 
that  within  a  year  a  fairly  efficient 
atomic  power  plant  for  producing  elec- 

tricity could  be  constructed.  A  pound 
of  uranium  fully  utilized  would  pro- 

duce approximately  as  much  heat  as 
two  million  pounds  of  coal. 

It  seems  fairly  certain  to  me  that 
altogether  new  methods  of  distributing 
power  will  be  discovered  and  that 
eventually  small,  safe  motors  for  using 
atomic  power  will  be  worked  out.  "The 
international  control  of  "dangerous" 
atomic  materials,  and  the  release  of 

"non  dangerous"  materials  for  competi- tive use  can  lead  to  results  which  fire 
the  imagination. 
For  long  centuries,  men  have 

dreamed  of  a  "philosopher's  stone" 
which  would  change  basic  metals 
into  gold,  dreamed  of  freeing  them- 

selves from  dependence  on  the  soil  for 
their  daily  bread,  of  conquering  disease 
and  prolonging  life  and  launching  out 
into  the  far  reaches  of  the  universe. 
Atomic  energy  has  brought  all  these 
age-old  dreams  within  the  possibility  of 
realization — if  man  can  win  for  him- 

self the  opportunity  to  use  it  con- 
structively. 
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Greta  Goes  Home 
(Continued  jrom  page  47) 

like  a  parcel.  I  got  to  raise  her  like  a 
mama,  Tim  says,  only  I  got  no  place  to 

raise  her." 
Mrs.  Hutchinson  looked  from  one  to 

the  other  of  them. 
"Tena's  not  explaining  it  so  good," 

Tim  offered,  stepping  manfully  into  the 
breach.  "It's  little  Greta — Tena's  cousin 
Gus's  girl.   She  came  on  the  train — " "Tena,"  Mrs.  Hutchinson  pointed  out, 
"said  that."    Tim  subsided. 

Struck  with  inspiration,  Tena  fished 
in  the  pocket  of  her  apron  and  brought 
out  the  much-bedraggled  letter  from 
Gus.  She  held  it  up.  Mrs.  Hutchinson 
read  it  once  over  her  shoulder,  then 
took  it  and  read  it  through  again.  Then, 
without  a  word,  she  went  out  into  the 
kitchen,  Tena  and  Tim  close  in  tow. 

GRETA  still  sat  upon  the  stool.  Greta still  looked  hard  at  nothing,  and 
kept  whatever  was  going  on  inside  her 
strictly  to  herself. 
"Good  morning,  Greta,"  said  Mrs. 

Hutchinson.  "So  you've  come  to  visit 

your  Aunt  Tena?" 
Silence. 

"Where  do  you  live?" Silence. 

"She's  frightened,  poor  little  tyke," 
said  Mrs.  H. 

"Stockars  lilla  fLicka,"  Tena  repeated. 
She  seemed  to  feel  that  this  was  a  safe 
remark  which  covered  all  contingen- 
cies. 
"Lemme  try  again,"  said  Tim,  sud- 

denly. He  came  across  the  kitchen  and 
squatted  on  his  haunches. 

"Looka  here,  Greta,"  he  began,  in  his 
best  cajoling  voice.  "I  bet  you  can  sing 
real  pretty,  huh?  How  about  me  sing- 

ing you  a  song  and  then  you  singing  me 

a  song,  and  we'll  get  acquainted?  Lis- 

ten— 

"Me  father  kept  a  boardin'  house, Hullabaloo,  balay; 
Hullabaloo  bala  balay. 

Me  father  kept  a  boardin'  house. Hullabaloo,  balay! 

The  boardin'  house  was  on  the  quay. Hullabaloo,  balay; 
Hullabaloo,  bala,  balay, 

The  boarders  was  nearly  all  at  sea, ' Hullabaloo,  balay! 

A  brash  young  feller  named  Shallow 
Brown, 

Hullabaloo—" Mrs.  Hutchinson  put  her  hand  on  his 
shoulder.  "It's  no  use,  Tim.  You're  just 
frightening  her  worse  every  minute." Her  eyes  gathered  him  and  Tena  in, 
and  she  led  the  way  back  to  the  dining room. 

It  was  Tim,  finally,  who  had  the  sav- 
ing idea.  All  of  a  sudden  he  slapped  the 

side  of  his  head  with  his  big  hand  and 

shouted,  "I've  got  it — hey,  I've  got  it!" "Vhat?"  cried  Tena,  anxiously. 
"Yes,  what?"  urged  Mrs.  Hutchinson. 
"Pat  Murphy,"  Tim  told  them.  "Pat 

Murphy — him  that's  the  officer  on  this 
beat!  Many  and  many's  the  time  he's told  me  how  him  and  his  wife  would 
like  a  child."  He  pulled  his  big  yellow 
turnip  of  a  watch  out  of  his  po-cket  and 
consulted  it  critically.  "Pat'll  be  around 
soon,"  he  elaborated.  "I  promised  him 
some  magazines  I  got  in  the  cellar — 
some  of  them  detective  magazines.  I'll 
be  goin'  down  this  very  minute  so's  I'll 
be  sure  to  catch  him." The  child  welfare  committee  broke 



up,  Tim  to  go  back  to  the  basement, 
Mrs.  Hutchinson  and  Tena  to  trail  out 
to  the  kitchen.  Fortified  with  a  cup  of 
coffee,  Mrs.  Hutchinson  slipped  out  to 
the  telephone  and  called  her  husband 
at  his  office,  to  the  accompaniment  of 

Tena's  dish-rattling,  which  could  be heard  from  one  end  of  the  apartment  to 
the  other.  Tena  was  trying  to  drive 
Silence  out  of  the  kitchen. 

It  wasn't  long  before  Tim  was  back. 
He  marched  in  with  the  big  patrolman 
close  behind,  and  led  him  straight  out 
to  the  kitchen.  He  pointed  to  Greta  and 
said,  somewhat  as  if  he  had  invented 

her  on  the  spot,  "There  she  is,  Pat,  my 
friend.  There  she  is — and  ain't  she  a 
fine  one?" 

"That  she  is,  Tim,  that  she  is,"  Pat 
Murphy  laughed,  and  nudged  the  little 
girl  gently  with  his  nightstick.  Greta 
moved  only  slightly,  and  kept  her  eyes 
firmly  fixed  on  the  section  of  linoleum 
that  disappeared  under  the  refrigerator. 
"She's  a  girl  after  me  own  heart,"  Pat continued  in  a  voice  that  rattled  the 

china  in  the  cupboards.  "A  fine  broth 
of  a  girl  that'll  do  wonderful  in  me 
house  that  was  never  blessed." 

THE  patrolman  turned  to  Mrs.  Hutch- 
inson, who  was  hard  put  to  it,  at  the 

moment,  to  look  as  solemn  as  the  occa- 
sion warranted.  "Would  you  be  mindin' 

if  I  used  your  phone,  ma'm?  I'll  just call  Mrs.  Murphy  and  tell  her  the  good 

news  about  the  little  one,  here." 
The  procession  moved  to  the  tele- 

phone where  Officer  Murphy  addressed 
the  instrument  as  if  it  were  a  three- 
time  loser.  Not  a  dialer.  Murphy — what 
were  thim  girls  for,  anyway,  if  not  to 
get  a  man  a  number  when  he  wants  it. 
When  he  finally  achieved  Mrs.  Mur- 

phy, his  voice  softened  a  decibel.  "Dar- 
lin'?  This  is  Patrick.  I  want  to  tell  ya 
that  I've  found  a  fine  little  girl  fer  us, 
and  I'll  be  bringin'  her  home  after  me 
tour  of  duty."  He  went  on  to  roar  in 
his  words  the  lucky  fate  that  had 
brought  them  Greta  from  Minnesota. 
Things  seemed  to  be  going  well  until, 
at  one  point  in  his  glowing  account,  a 
quacking  sound  was  heard  from  the 

other  end  of  the  line.  Officer  Murphy's 
face  grew  violently  red,  then  subsided 
to  a  pale  blue-green.  A  moment  later, 
he  hung  up. 
He  turned  to  his  witnesses.  "Mrs. 

Murphy  says  it  would  be  most  incon- 
venient at  the  prisint  time  to  be  bring- 

in'  the  child  home.  She's  got  the  back- 
ache somethin'  awful.  And  there's  the 

fall  cleanin'  comin'  on.  And  .  .  ."  He  let 
the  rest  drift  off  into  space.  He  wiped 
his  brow,  put  a  finger  around  his  tight, 
red  collar-line,  and  made  for  the  door. 
When  he  had  gone,  three  unhappy 

faces  peering  at  each  other  in  Mrs. 

Hutchinson's  dining  room  would  have 
made  a  charming  picture  under  the  title 

"The  End  of  the  Rope."  Mrs.  Hutchinson looked  out  the  window. 

Finally,  she  said,  "Tena!  What're  we 
thinking  of?  That  poor  child — we  never 
offered  her  anything — she's  probably 
starving!" Tena  went  toward  the  kitchen  to  see 
to  her  charge,  Tim  straggling  along  be- 

hind her,  while  Mrs.  Hutchinson  went 
off  in  the  other  direction  to  finish 
dressing.  She  could,  she  felt,  face  the 
problems  of  the  day  better  in  her  new 
blue  gabardine,  and  with  some  make- 

up on  her  face. 
In  the  kitchen,  Tena  and  Tim  were 

amazed  to  find  that  Greta  had  finally 
shifted  her  position  on  the  stool  so  that 
now  she  faced  the  wall  instead  of  the 
window. 

"Now,"  Tena  began,  "how  would  you 

.us  touqh  quijs  sail  fo 
skin  mbles! 

"Chafes  and  prickles  scram  when  Mom 

sprinkles  mild,  soothin'  Mennen  Antisep- tic Baby  Powder  all  over  me.  We  sure 
love  the  way  Mennen  helps  keep  my  skin 

beeyootiful,  healthy  and  comfy.  Y'see, 
Mennen  Baby  Powder  is  smoothest— that 
means  extra  comfort.  Bein'  antiseptic,  it 
protects  better  against  diaper  rash,  urine 
irritation,  prickly  heat,  lotsa  other 
troubles.  No  wonder  more  doctors  prefer 
Mennen  than  any  other  baby  powder.  And 
new  scent  makes  us  babies  smell  so  sweet!" 

TAN   MORE  BEAUTIFULLY,  SAFELY,  COMFORTABLY  ...  new 

■^j^     rave  about  their  beautiful  suntans  (and  baby's,  too)  with Mennen  Antiseptic  Baby  Oil.  try  it  yoursel]  wow— best 
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A  wonderful  silverplate 
that  stays  lovelier  longer, 
because  the  most  used 

spoons  and  forks  are  inlaid 
with  two  blocks  of  sterling 
at  backs  of  bowls  and  han- 

dles. Fifty-two  piece  set 
$68.50  including  chest. 

HOLMES&EDWARDS\ 

STERLING  INLAID"      \ 
SILVERPLATE 

Copyriglit  194(,  The  International  Silver  Co.,  Holmes  £  Edwards  Division, 

Meriden,  Conn.  Sold  in  Canada  by:  The  T.  Eaton  Co..  Ltd.,°Reg.  U.  S.  Pat.  Otf. 
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like  a  big  glass  of  milk  and  maybe  some 
cookies  with  raisins  in?" Silence. 
Tena  set  out  a  brimming  glass  of 

milk,  heaped  cookies  on  a  plate,  and 
set  them  in  reach  of  Greta.  The  little 

girl's  eyes  widened,  if  that  was  possible. 
Instinctively,  Tena  put  a  gentle  hand 
on  her  shoulder  and  felt  a  quiver  run 
through  her  little  body.  They  knew, 
both  Tena  and  Tim,  that  she  was  hun- 

gry. That  the  milk  and  the  cookies 
looked  like  nectar  and  ambrosia  to  her. 
But  she  didn't  dare.  How  could  she 
eat,  in  a  world  that  had  fallen  in  about 
her  head? 

Tena's  eyes,  full  of  tears  now,  met 
Tim's  above  the  little  girl's  head.  "You 
know  what,  Tim,"  Tena  managed  after 
a  moment.  "You  know  what?  In  a 
minute  I  think  I  make  me  a  big  layer 
cake.  Yust  about  the  biggest  layer  cake 

you  ever  lay  your  eyes  on.  Only  I  don't stir  so  good  no  more.  I  vish  I  knew  a 

lilla  flicka  to  stir  me  up  my  cake." 

SILENCE.  But  there  was  no  hostility, 
no  impatience,  in  the  silence  on  Tena 

and  Tim's  part  any  more.  Just  pity. 
Waves  and  waves  of  pity  so  tangible 
that  they  must  surely  find  the  little 
Greta's  heart  in  time. 

Tena  got  out  fiour  and  sifter  and  be- 
gan to  sift  dry  ingredients  with  com- 

mendable vigor. 

"What  you  going  to  do?"  Tim  wanted 
to  know.  "Why  don't  you  put" — he 
nodded  toward  Greta — "in  a  boarding 

school?" 
Tena  threw  up  her  hands  in  horror 

and  the  shell  of  the  egg  she'd  been 
breaking  hit  the  ceiling.  "Nay!  Vhy, 
Tim,  you  know  about  those  places. 

Vhere  they  starve  the  kids,  and  all!" 
Tim  knew  it  wouldn't  be  any  use  to 

argue,  so  he  threw  out  another  sug- 
■gestion.  "Why  don't  you  send  G-r-e-t-a 
back  to  G-u-s?"  he  spelled  elaborately. 
Tena  smacked  another  egg  on  the  side 

of  the  bowl  in  violent  disapproval. 
"Didn't  Mrs.  Hutchinson  yust  say  we 
couldn't  turn  her  back  to  the  store  like 

a  bolt  of  lightening?" At  that  point,  Mrs.  Hutchinson,  for- 
tified with  blue  gabardine  and  red  lip- 
stick, came  back  into,  the  room.  She 

stood  looking  at  Greta  for  a  minute, 
and  then  went  over  to  the  child. 

"Greta?  Greta,  would  like  to  live 
with  us?  Would  you  like  to  live  in  this 
house,  and  be  with  Aunt  Tena  and  me 
all  the  time?  It  would  be  lots  of  fun 

for  us  to  have  you  here."- Tena  rushed  around  the  table  to  grab 
Mrs.  Hutchinson's  free  hand  in  her  two 
slightly  eggy  ones.  "Oh,"  she  cried, 
"Oh,  t'ousan'  tak,  Mrs.  Hutchinson. 
You  got  such  a  big  heart.  '  Oh,  tak  sa 

mycket!" 
Mrs.  H.  smiled.  "I  talked  to  Mr. 

Hutchinson  a  while  ago,  and  he  said  it 
was  all  right  with  him,  if  it  was  with 
you  and  me.  So — well,  Tena,  I  guess 
we've  got  another  little  girl!" 

She  turned  again  to  Greta.  "You  can 
stay  in  Aunt  Tena's  room,  sweetie,  and 
have  your  own  closet  to  hang  your 
clothes  up  in,  and  your  own  little  bed, 
across  from  Aunt  "Tena's.  You  can  go 
over  to  the  big  park  down  the  block 
every  day  to  play,  and  in  the  fall  you 
can  go  to  school,  and — and  everything." It  was  hard  to  keep  up  enthusiasm, 
when  you  wanted  to  cry,  instead.  When 
you  were  sorrier  for  tJfie  little  girl  be- 

side you  than  you'd  ever  been  for  any human  being  before  in  your  life. 
She  spoke  briskly  to  Tena,  to  keep 

her  voice  steady.  "You'd  better  take 
Greta  into  your  room,  and  get  her 
things  unpacked.    I've  got  to  hurry  to 

keep    my    appointment    at    the    hair- 
dresser's, but  I'll  be  back  around  two." 

The  tableau  broke  up  for  the  ump- 
teenth time.  Mrs.  Hutchinson  moved 

toward  the  door.  Tim  moved  vaguely 
toward  his  long-forgotten  tools.  Tena 
moved  to  take  Greta's  hand.  And  then the  doorbell  rang. 

Mrs.  Hutchinson  and  Tim  waited  in 
a  sort  of  suspended  animation  while 

Tena  hunied  to  answer  it.  They'd  had enough  doorbells  for  one  day. 

From  the  hall  came  Tena's  voice, 
positively  rapturous — "Oh!  Oh,  vdl- 
kommen!    Vdlkommen,  Gus!" And  in  answer,  a  placid  male  voice 
that  said,  "Tena — god  dagen,  cousin 

Tena!" 

For  the  first  time,  the  pent-up  little 
figure  on  the  stool  showed  signs  of  life. 

In  a  moment  thej^  were  all  staring  at 
a  big,  toothy  individual  in  high-water 
pants,  who  held  his  hat  as  if  he  ex- 

pected someone  to  snatch  it  any  mo-- 
ment,  and  who  shifted  morbidly  fromj 
foot  to  foot  in  shoes  which  seemed 
impossible  to  be  too  small  for  anyone, 
but  were  obviously  too  small  for  Gus 
Swenson.  He  grinned  shyly  at  Mrs. 
Hutchinson  and  extended  a  huge  paw 

to  Tim,  while  Tena  performed  the  in- troductions. 

"I  yust  coom  in  from  Minnesota,"  he 
informed  them.  "After  Greta  vent  on 
train,  I  got  lonesick.  I  don't  vant  to  go 
to  loomber  camp.  I  don't  vant  to  go 
novhere,  except  vhere  my  Greta  is.  So 

I  get  on  train,  too.  Now  I'm  happy, 

too.    How  are  you?" "But — "  began  Mrs.  Hutchinson. 

"What  are  you  going  to  do?    Where — " Gus  made  a  great,  sweeping  gesture 
which  indicated  that  he  had  the  sit- 

uation well  under  control,  and  which 

gravely  endangered  Tena's  half-fin- ished cake.  "Veil,  I  tell  you.  I  come 
down  on  train  vith  a  falla  by  name  of 
Emil  Yacobsen  who  has  big  loomber 
yard  here.  I  tell  him  about  me  and 

Greta  and  right  avay  he  give  me  a  yob." 
"You  got  a  job  already?"  asked  Tim. 

"Gee,  good  for  you,  Gus." "I'm  a  fast  falla,"  Gus  assured  him. 
"I  go  to  vork  at  the  loomber  yard  to- 

morrow." "pUT  where  are  you  going  to  live?" D  Mrs.  Hutchinson  asked.  There  was 
a  trace  of  anxiety  in  her  tone.  Mr. 
Hutchinson  hadn't  agreed  to  take  in 
Greta's  papa,  too. 

"Mr.  Jacobsen  has  a  lilla  bungaloo 
near  the  loomber  yard."  Gus  treated 
her  to  his  teeth  again.  "It  needs  fixing 

oop,  but  I  can  fix  oop  anyt'ing." Gus  turned  his  grin  on  Greta.  And 
the  child  burst  into  a  radiant  smile  that 
made  her  look  like  a  little-girl  Gus. 

"Hello,  Greta,"  said  her  papa.  "Vhat 

you  like,  Greta?" 
Greta  got  off  her  perch  at  last,  put 

a  cookie  in  her  pocket,  and  moved 
toward  Gus.  It  was  then  that  she  made 
her  pronouncement.  It  was  then  that 
the  spell  was  broken,  the  silence  shat- 
tered. 

"I  vant,"  said  Greta,  "to  go  home." 
It  was  like  magic.  The  sun  seemed 

to  come  out,  though  it  had  been  out  all 
the  time.  All  of  a  sudden  you  could 
hear  the  birds  singing  and  you  could 
practically  hear  the  flowers  blooming. 

"Gus — you  stay  for  lunch?"  Tena 
beamed. 

"I  tank  I  go  home  now,"  Greta  said, 

firmly.     "I  vant  to  go  home." Gus  smiled  half  in  thank-you,  half 
in  apology.  "She  vants  to  go  home,"  he 
explained. They  distributed  a  smile  all  around. 
They  went  home. 
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COMPANY  coming?  No,  just  the  family!  That  lustrous,  lintless  napeiy  is 

for  them,  and  they'll  love  it!  And  you  II  love  their  praise,  for  making 

the  family  tahle  so  pretty  and  inviting.  There's  no  trick  at  all  to  it  — if  you 

use  Linit.  That's  the  smooth,  penetrating  starch  that  works  magic.  Actually 

makes  cotton  look  and  feel  luxurious  as  linen.  You're  not  letting  yourself 
in  for  fuss,  either!  Quite  the  contrary.  By  re- 

storing the  original  finish.  Linit  actually  resists 

mussing  and  soiling.  Try  it,  too,  for  starching 

dresses,  shirts,  curtains,  sheets  and  dozens  of 

things  around  the  house. 

Sonny  soys;  Your  iron  fijs — with  Linit!  Follow  the 

simple  package  directions — and  watch  all  cot- 

ton things  take  on  the  look  and  feel  of  real  linen. 
F  Corn  Pinducu  Salts  Co. 

adds  the  "finishing  touch". 

Oh,  What  It  Seemed 
To  Be! 

{Continued  jrom  page  43) 

be  there.  It  just  wasn't  anything  very 
special.  That's  what  I  thought  then. 
But  it  was  that  night  I  met  Tom. 

"I  shouldn't  say  'met'  because  we'd 
grown  up  together,  but  when  I  saw  him 
at  that  dance,  it  was  a  different  Tom 
than  I'd  ever  known  before.  He'd  been 
away  in  the  Army  four  years.  When  he 
left,  he  had  been  just  another  boy  I 
knew  much  too  well  to  have  any  roman- 

tic notions  about.  We'd  had  a  lot  of 
fun  together,  but  there  had  never  been 

anything  more." She  hesitated,  and  I  smiled  encourage- ment. 

"ri  E  came  home  on  leave  before  going 
l'  overseas  and  we'd  gone  out  to- 

gether. I  promised  to  write,  and  I  tried 
to  keep  my  letters  newsy  and  cheerful. 
His  were  sometimes  grim  and  full  of 
loneliness,  but  there  was  never  any 
mention  of  love. 

"Now,  after  three  years,  he  was  home. 
He  was  a  captain,  but  that  wasn't  the only  thing  I  noticed.  He  was  bigger, 
straighter— and  older,  too  .  .  .  much 
older  than  he  should  have  grown  in 
only  three  years.  But  when  he  smiled, 
he — well,  it  was  like  turning  on  a  new 

lamp  in  a  familiar  room.  'The  same — 

and  yet  different." She  was  lost  in  her  story  now — she 
needed  no  prompting  from  me.  It  was 
something  she  had  to  tell — had  to  get 
out  of  her  heart.  "Even  while  he  smiled 
his  eyes  were  serious.  He  looked  at  me 
in  a  way  I'd  never  known  before.  He seemed  to  see  right  through  me  .  .  .  right 
mto  my  heart.  And  I — I  wanted  him 
to.  I  wanted  him  to  know  me,  more 
than  I  wanted  anything. 

"We  stared  at  each  other  for  a  moment. 
Then  suddenly  we  said,  'I  loved  your 
letters.'  Saying  the  exact  same  words 
together  like  two  children  reciting  in 
school.  It  broke  the  spell  and  we  stood 
there  laughing  till  the  tears  started  to our  eyes. 

"He  asked  me  to  dance.  The  whole 
evening  we  danced  together,  and  it  was 
like  a  wonderful  dream.  I  was  proud 
.  .  .  not  because  he  was  Captain  Tom 
Morris,  with  a  chestful  of  ribbons,  but 
proud  of  what  had  happened  to  him 
inside.  He  was  sti'ong  and  good;  I  was 
proud  that  he  wanted  to  be  with  me. 

"Being  in  his  arms  was  just  like  the 
song.  It  was  like  a  masquerade  hall, 

with  costumes  and  all  .  .  .  'cause  you were  at  the  dance  with  me. 
"When  it  was  over,  he  asked  to  see 

me  home.  We  walked  along  streets 
that  were  more  than  familiar  to  me,  but 
it  was  as  if  I'd  never  seen  them  before. 
The  houses  along  the  way  were  full  of 
love,  of  people  living  together  in  happi- 

ness. The  whole  world  was  friendly 

and  exciting!  "Tom  walked  silently  be- 
side me,  reaching  up  now  and  then  to 

pull  a  leaf  from  a  tree  overhead,  like  a 
little  boy.  I  knew  I  was  in  love.  Noth- 

ing had  been  said.  Tom  hadn't  even kissed  me.  But  I  guess  lots  of  people 

fall  in  love  that  way — "  her  voice  shook but  steadied  again. 
"It  wasn't  just  me.  Tom  felt  it  too. 

He  stopped  walking  and  turned  me 
so  that  our  eyes  met,  and  then  he  said, 
'I  love  you,  Mary.'    "ihat  was  all. 
"My  heart  jumped  like  a  bird  trying 

to  escape  from  its  cage.  I  couldn't speak.  When  he  kissed  me,  the  stars 
seemed  to   shower  down   around   me." 
Mary  stopped  talking  for  a  moment 

and  stared  into  the  distance.     It   was 



easy  to  tell  that  she  was  seeing  a  moon- 
lit street  in  her  mind's  eye,  instead  of 

the  sun-drenched  playground. 
I  went  over  and  retrieved  her  hand- 

bag from  Judy.  My  inquisitive  daugh- 
ter had  decided  by  now  that  the  con- 

tents of  the  bag  might  prove  interesting, 
and  I  knew  that  her  next  idea  would 

involve  a  little  art  work  with  Mary's lipstick. 
When  I  came  back,  Mary  was  still  off 

in  her  reverie.  I  leaned  over  towards 
her  and  sang  very  softly: 

"And  when  I  kissed  you,  darling 
.  .  .  it  was  more  than  just  a  thrill 
■for  me. 

It  was  the  promise,  darling  .  .  . 
of  the  things  that  fate  had  willed 

for  me." 
Mary  looked  at  me  quickly.  "That's 

just  how  it  was,  Joan,"  she  went  on. 
"That  night  I  began  to  be  alive.  All 

the  little  everyday  things  I'd  done  sud- 
denly seemed  like  adventures.  Tom 

called  next  day,  and  for  three  weeks  we 
lived  in  our  own  private  cloud  of  joy. 
"We  danced,  swam,  talked,  walked. 

Everything  was  new  because  we  were 
in  love. 

"Tom  had  two  maiden  aunts  who 
lived  in  a  nearby  town.  He  always 
teased  me  that  no  matter  how  wonder- 

ful he  might  think  I  was.  Aunt  Ellen 

and  Aunt  Pris  wouldn't  think  me  good 
enough  for  him.  For  one  thing,  nothing 
could  convince  them  that  any  modern 
girl  could  cook.  Tom  was  joking,  of 
course,  but  somehow  winning  Pris  and 
Ellen  became  important  to  me. 

"The  day  we  decided  to  go  for  a  visit 
I  pestered  Mother  and  all  her  friends 
till  I  found  enough  butter  and  sugar  to 
bake  a  cocoanut  cake.  We  carried  it 
with  us  on  the  ugly  little  country  train. 
Every  jolt  and  bump  on  the  track  was 
a  menace  to  my  masterpiece.  Tom  was 
no  help.  He  kept  on  insisting  that  cake 
was  meant  to  be  eaten,  and  he  hoped 
that  I  would  drop  it  so  that  at  least  he 
could  enjoy  the  pieces. 

"The  cake  arrived  safely  and  was  a 
huge  success.  Aunt  Pris  and  Aunt 
Ellen  gave  their  blessing.  The  trip 
home  on  that  rickety  railroad  was  one 
of  the  happiest  hours  I've  ever  known. 
That's  one  of  the  reasons  that  song  is 
really  ours — 

"It  loas  like  a  trip  to  the  stars,  to 
Venus  and  Mars  .  .  .  'cause  you  were 
on  the  train  with  me." 
Mary's  pretty  face  darkened.  She 

struggled  to  be  brave  as  she  said  .  .  . 
"The  end  of  that  train  ride  was  like 
the  end  of  my  dreams.  Tom  told  me 
that  next  day  he  was  going  away.  That 
no  matter  what  happened  to  remember 
he  loved  me  always. 

"It  all  came  without  warning.  I  was 
too  shaken  even  to  fully  understand 
what   he'd   said.    And   by   the   time   I 

realized  that  he  had  meant  it,  he'd 
been  gone  for  weeks.  No  explanation; 
not  a  word.  And  my  life  just  fell  apart. 
Until  you've  known  how  much  fun  life 
can  be  with  someone  you  love,  you 
don't  really  know  what  it  is  to  be 
alone.  Friends  try  to  be  kind,  but 
finally  you  stop  seeing  them  because 
in  trying  to  be  helpful,  they  remind  you 
too  much  of  what  is  gone. 

"All  I  knew  was  that  Tom  was  some- 
where near  New  York,  on  Army  busi- 

ness. I  didn't  really  believe  I'd  find  him 
by  coming  here.  I  had  to  get  away  from 
home.  I  had  to  escape  those  constant 

reminders  of  a  happiness  that  I'd  lost. 
"So  I  came  here  and  got  a  job.  I 

live  alone  in  the  YWCA  on  Lexington 

Avenue.  I  don't  know  anyone,  but  see- 
ing strangers  every  day  is  easier  than 

facing  friends.  I  go  everywhere  alone 
— movies,  and  meals — sometimes  I  get 
a  ticket  to  a  radio  broadcast,  like  last 
night. 

"Then  last  night  when  you  sang  our 
song,  I  had  to  admit  to  myself  that  I 
hadn't  forgotten.  I  watch  the  thou- 

sands of  people  streaming  by  me  on  the 
streets,  and  I'm  looking  always  for  his 
face.  I  want  to  forget.  If  he  loved  me 

he  couldn't  have  gone  away  like  this 
with  no  goodbyes,  no  explanations!  Oh, 

Joan,  why  can't  I  forget!"  Mary's  un- happy heart  cried  out  for  consolation. 
I  didn't  know  what  to  say  to  her. 

"If  you  know  it  has  something  to  do 
with  the  Army,"  I  ventured,  "maybe 
it's  a  military  secret  that  he  can't  talk 

over  with  you." 
Mary  looked  directly  at  me.  "I've 

tried  to  think  that,  Joan,"  she  said.  "But 
with  the  war  over  now,  I  can't  make 
myself  believe  it's  true.  If  only  I  knew •  the  truth  it  would  be  easier.  If  I  knew 
that  I  was  building  too  much  on  just  a 
neighborhood  dance  and  a  goodnight 
kiss,  I  might  be  able  to  forget.  But  my 
heart  keeps  telling  me  that  he  will  come 

back,  and  my  mind  tells  me  it's 

through." Judy  had  tired  of  her  play  and  was 
sitting  quietly  beside  me  on  the  bench, 
her  head  resting  against  my  arm.  Mary 
looked  down  at  her  and  was  suddenly 
embarrassed. 

"I'm  sorry  I've  gone  on  like  this,"  she 
said.  "Little  Judy's  tired.  You  should 

be  getting  home." I  tried  to  reassure  her,  but  she  was 
shy  again  now.  The  spell  of  the  song 
that  had  made  her  feel  close  to  me  was 
broken,  and  she  fumbled  for  words 
when  she  said,  "I  really  have  to  go, 
too.  I  .  .  .  I'm  sorry.  I  shouldn't  have 
poured  out  all  my  troubles  to  you.  It's 
kind  of  you  to  want  to  help,  but  there's 
nothing  you  can  do."  Her  hand  closed 
tightly  on  my  arm.  "I  don't  know  how 
to  thank  you,  Joan.  You're  the  sweet- 

est person  I've  ever  known." 

FAMINE 

— do  you  think  of  that  as  just  a  word?  You  shouldn't,  because  it's  people: 
men,  women,  babies,  millions  of  them  all  over  the  world,  who  will  starve 

this  winter  unless  we  can  somehow  help  them.  People  like  the  family  next 

door — like  your  own  family,  except  that  they're  desperately,  dangerously 

hungry.  Remember  that,  and  you'll  remember  that  your  family,  and 

the  family  next  door,  must  conserve  and  send  food  if  these  starving 

millions  are  to  have  their  chance  to  live. 

LOVELY 

BONITA 
GRANVILLE 

Featured  in  Monogram's "SUSPENSE,"  a  King 
Brothers  Production 
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Of  course,  Kay  Daumit's  sensa- tional new  Lustre-Creme  gives  an 
amazing  shampoo — makes  hair 
fastidiously  clean — rinses  out  so 
quickly.  But  .  .  .  this  wonderful 
new  product  is  more  than  a  sham- 

poo— it's  truly  a  "hair  cosmetic." 
You  see,  Lustre-Cre— le  contains secret  ingredients  that  bring  out 

the  true,  hidden  radiance  of  your 
hair — ^that  discipline  your  hair  so 
it  stays  well-groomed  throughout 
a  busy,  active  day — or  all  evening 
long.  Look  charming,  feel  charm- 

ing— with  a  chic  new  hair-do  that 
stays  lovelier  longer.  Try  this  dif- 

ferent cosmetic — Kay  Daumit's Lustre-Creme. 

The  whole  family  prefers  Lustre- 
Creme — once  they  try  it.  That's 
why  we're  offering  this  sensational 
new  product  in  the  big,  economi- 

cal, family-size  one-pound  jar  at 
$3.50 — as  well  as  the  regular  4- 
ounce  size  at  $1.00.  Ask  for  Lustre- 
Creme  at  department  store  cos- metic counters  and  at  all  good 
drug  stores. 

Here's  proof!  This  coupon  and  2jc  will 

bring  you  a  trial-size  of  Lusfre-Creme. 
Money  back  if  it  doesn't  please  you. 

Name   

Address   

Post  Office   State   
MAIL  WITH  25c  TO  KAY  DAUMIT 

Ltttftoe  •  Coeme 
SHAMPOO 

D«pt.  MF-9,  540  No.  Michigan  Ave.,  Chicago  (11) 
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It  was  my  turn  to  be  embarrassed. 

Before  I  had  a  chance  to  speak,  Mary- 
jumped  up  and  started  down  the  path. 

I  called  after  her,  but  she  didn't  turn, 
and  I  could  tell  from  her  back — she 
tried  to  hold  herself  too  straight — that 
she  was  crying. 

Judy  and  I  went  back  home,  and  for 
the  next  few  hours  the  immediate  prob- 

lems of  giving  Judy  her  lunch  and  set- 
tling her  down  for  a  nap  drove  all  other 

thoughts  from  my  mind. 
At  last  the  demands  for  drinks  of 

water  were  stilled,  all  favorite  teddy 
bears  were  in  their  proper  places  and 
peace  reigned  in  the  apartment. 

Julius  was  deep  in  the  Sunday  paper, 

but  looked  up  when  I  said,  "Do  you suppose  Colonel  Riley  meant  it  when 

he  said  that  he'd  be  glad  to  do  me  a 
favor  any  time  I  asked?" 

"I'm  sure  he  did,  dear  .  .  .  why?" 

I  TOLD  him  Mary's  story.  Colonel Riley  is  the  public  relations  officer 
who  had  been  so  nice  to  me  on  camp 

tours  and  trips  to  hospitals.  He'd  said 
that  any  time  he  could  do  anything  for 
me  not  to  hesitate  to  call  on  him.  I  told 
Julius  what  I  had  in  mind. 

"Do  you  think  the  colonel  could  find 
Tom  Morris  for  me?" 

Julius  looked  surprised.  "Joan,  are 
you  sure  you  know  what  you're  doing? 
It's  just  possible  Tom  doesn't  want  to 
be  found." 

I'd  thought  of  that,  but  after  talking 
with  Mary  I  couldn't  help  but  believe that  he  was  in  love  with  her. 

Julius  finally  agreed  and  I  called 
Colonel  Riley.  His  voice  was  friendly 
over  the  phone. 

"I'll  do  my  best  Joan,"  he  said,  "but there  are  a  lot  of  soldiers  stationed 
around  New  York.    He  might  be  in  one 

of  the  hospitals  or  assigned  to  a  port . . ." 
I  don't  know  what  made  me  say  it, 

but  I  broke  in  on  him.  "Try  the  hos- 
pitals, Colonel,"  I  said.  "I'm  sure  he's 

there." 

Maybe  it  was  because  I  wanted  to 
find  Tom  Morris  so  badly  that  made 

me  say  I  was  sure.  After  I'd  hung  up the  phone  I  felt  a  little  foolish.  Suppose 
he  wasn't  there,  and  I'd  sent  a  busy  army 
officer  off  on  a  wild  goose  chase.  For 
no  logical  reason  in  the  world,  though, 
I  was  sure  he'd  be  found. 

About  nine  o'clock  that  night  the  tele- 
phone rang.  It  was  Colonel  Riley.  His 

voice  was  so  jovial  that  I  knew  before 
he  told  me  that  his  search  had  been  a 
success. 

"Could  you  do  me  one  more  favor, 
Colonel?"  I  asked.  "Could  you  arrange 
for  me  to  go  out  to  the  hospital  and 
sing?  I  don't  need  anything  special. 
I'll  play  the  piano  for  myself." 

He  was  charming  as  usual.  "That's 
no  favor  to  you,  Joan.  That's  a  favor 
to  us.  How's  next  Wednesday  after- 

noon?" I  rummaged  hastily  through  my 
appointment  book  by  the  phone.  "That 
will  be  perfect.  Colonel.  I'll  be  there, 
and  thanks  a  million  for  all  you've 

done." 

I  was  happy  and  excited  as  I  hung 
up  the  phone,  but  by  the  time  Wednes- 

day rolled  around,  grave  doubts  filled 
my  mind.  Julius  might  be  right.  Maybe 
Tom  Morris  didn't  want  to  see  Mary. 
Maybe  I  was  trying  to  help  where  my 
interference  wouldn't  be  welcome. 
When  I  arrived  at  the  hospital,  I  had 

a  plan.  I  decided  to  save  the  ward 
where  I  knew  Tom  was  for  the  last,  and 
to  concentrate  on  putting  on  a  good 
show  for  the  other  boys.  Two  soldiers 
helped  me  wheel  a  tiny  piano  from  room 
to  room  and  the  afternoon  was  almost 

over  by  the  time  I  started  into  the  ward 
where  I'd  see  Tom. 

All  the  boys  in  the  ward  were  there 
only  for  observation,  so  when  I  went 
in  they  crowded  around  the  piano.  I 
played  and  they  sang.  It  was  such  a 
thrill  to  see  their  faces  and  how  they 
enjoyed  themselves  that  for  a  while  I 
forgot  about  Tom. 

ALL  the  time  I'd  been  playing,  I  had 
noticed  one  boy  who  didn't  quite enter  into  the  fun.  I  told  myself  that  I 

was  letting  my  imagination  run  riot, 
but  I  was  sure  the  tall  serious  lad  was 
the  man  I  wanted  to  see. 

I  finished  what  I'd  been  playing,  then 
with  a  few  chords  I  started  very  softly to  sing: 

"It  was  just  a  neighborhood  dance, 
that's  all  that  it  was,  but  oh  what  it 

it  seemed  to  be." As  I  sang,  I  watched  his  face.  He 
noticed  that  I  was  singing  to  him  and 
smiled  a  little.  I  could  see  that  every 
word  of  the  song  stirred  in  his  memory. 
He  might  not  be  Tom,  but  he  certainly 
was  a  boy  very  much  in  love. 
When  it  was  time  to  go,  he  came 

over  to  me.  I'd  been  wondering  how 
to  speak  to  him,  but  now  it  was  out  of 

my  hands. "I  saw  you  watching  me  while  you 
sang.  Miss  Edwards,"  he  said.  "I  guess it  was  written  all  over  my  face  that  you 

were  singing  my  favorite  song." I  confessed  that  I  had  suspected  it. 
"Could  I  ask  you  a  very  personal 

question.  Miss  Edwards?" Mary  had  been  right,  he  did  have 
beautiful  eyes.  They  were  a  deep 
golden  brown.  I  promised  to  try  to 
answer  anything  he  asked. 

"You  see,  that  song  set  me  thinking, 
and  I  wonder  if  I've  done  something 
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wrong.  I've  been  here  almost  two 
months  now  .  .  .  they've  been  taking  a hundred  tests  a  day.  I  picked  up  a  bug 
when  I  was  out  in  the  Pacific  and  they 
were  afraid  there  might  be  something 
permanently  wrong  with  me.  But 

there  isn't.    I'm  going  to  be  all  right." 
"I'm  very  glad."  I  murmured. 
"There's  a  girl  I  want  to  marry,  but I  was  a  coward  about  it,  I  guess.  I 

didn't  dare  ask  her  until  I  was  sure.  I 
had  to  be  positive  she  wouldn't  be  tied 
to  someone  who  had  something  wrong 
with  him.  And  now  that  I  am  sure, 

I'm  scared.    She  said  she'd  be  waiting." 
I  put  my  hand  on  his  shoulder.  "Mary 

is  waiting,  Tom.    I  know." 
He  looked  at  me  as  if  I'd  suddenly 

grown  two  heads.  When  he  recovered 
from  his  astonishment,  he  stammered, 

"How  .  .  .  how  did  you  know?" 

1TOLD  him  the  whole  story  of  how 

I'd  met  Mary  and  what  she  had  said 
to  me.  His  amazement  changed  to  re- 
morse. 

"How  could  I  have  done  such  a 
thing?"  he  said.  "I  didn't  want  to  hurt 
her.  That's  why  I  didn't  tell  her  what 
I  feared.  And  now  I've  hurt  her  in  a 
way  I'd  never  dreamed." 

"Tom,"  I  said.  "You  can't  undo  what's 
already  done,  but  you  can  spend  the 
rest  of  your  life  making  her  happy.  If 
you  love  her." 

"Oh,  I  do  ...  I  do!" 
"Just  remember,  Tom,  Mary  loves 

you  and  there's  nothing  she  wouldn't 
face  right  by  your  side." Without  warning,  wolf  whistles 
started  all  over  the  room.  Tom  actually 
blushed.  I  had  to  laugh.  Here  I  was 
standing  in  a  corner  talking  to  a  man 
who  towered  over  me,  holding  his  hand, 
and  what  was  I  doing?  Handing  out 
advice  like  his  maiden  Aunt  Pris. 

Julius  and  I  laughed  about  it  when 
I  got  home.  As  weeks  passed  I  won- 

dered what  had  happened  to  Mary  and 

Tom.  I  took  Judy  to  the  park  and  I'd find  myself  looking  for  Mary  as  we 
entered  the  playground.  I  even  went  so 
far  one  day  as  to  call  her  at  the  YWCA, 

but  they  told  me  she'd  left  weeks  before. 
Two  months  went  by,  and  "their 

song"  had  disappeared  from  the  Hit Parade.  I  went  to  rehearsal  last  Sat- 
urday and  Joey,  the  page  boy  stopped 

me  at  the  door. 

"There's  a  package  for  you.  Miss  Ed- 
wards," he  said. 

I  took  it  with  me  up  to  the  dressing 
room.  I  unwrapped  a  tiny  red  purse, 
a  perfect  replica  of  the  bag  Mary  had 
worn  that  day  in  the  park.  A  note  fell 
from  the  tissue  that  surrounded  it. 

"This  is  for  Judy,"  the  note  read.  "It 
wasn't  a  wedding  in  June,  but  it  was 
like  a  royal  affair  with  everyone  there, 

'cause  we  said  'yes,  I  do.'  "Thank  you, 
Joan."  Inside  the  purse  was  a  piece of  wedding  cake. 

I  knew  now  why  I  hadn't  heard  be- 
fore. As  close  as  I  felt  to  Mary  and 

Tom,  she  had  no  idea  where  I  lived.  She 
had  to  send  me  that  note  to  the  studio. 
When  I  walked  out  on  the  stage  next 
night  and  sang  to  a  tiny  metal  micro- 

phone, I  felt  that  I  was  with  Tom  and 
Mary.  Every  song  on  the  Hit  Parade 
was  for  them  and  for  everyone  who  was 
in  love. 

Judy's  purse  is  her  proudest  posses- 
sion. Some  day  she'll  cherish  it  even 

more  when  she  knows  the  story  of 
Mary  and  Tom  and  a  Hit  Parade  song. 

The  song,  "Oh,  What  It  Seemed  To  Be,"  was 
written  by  George  Weiss,  Bennie  Benjamin,  and 
Frankie  Carle,  and  published  by  Santly-Joy- 
Select. 
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With  her  soft  cloud  of  blonde  hair  and  wide,  amber  eyes,  Mrs. 

Whitney  has  the  delicately  poised  beauty  of  a  gold-and-russet  orchid. 
To  keep  her  exquisite  complexion  always  looking  fresh  and  soft,  this 

young  Long  Island  society  favorite  counts  on  her  Pond's  1-Minute 
Mask.  "A  1-Minute  Mask  with  Pond's  Vanishing  Cream  makes  my 

skin  feel  smoother — look  clearer  and  brighter,  right  away!"  she  says. 
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Mn.  Robert  Bacon  Whitney  loves  the  1-Minute  Mask  of  Pond's  Vanishing  Cream 

^^Re-style"  youp  skin  to  dearer,  softer  beauty! 

Mask  for  glamour!  Cloak  your  face  in  cool,  white  Pond's  Vanishing 
Cream.  Smooth  the  Cream  lavishly  over  all  but  your  eyes. 

The  "keratolytic"  action  of  the  Cream  goes  swiftly  to  work.  It  loos- 
ens tiny  imbedded  dirt  particles  and  scaly  bits  of  dead  skin.  Dissolves 

them! 

After  60  seconds,  tissue  off.  Your 

skin  looks  "cleared-up,"  brighter! 
More  glowing  —  and  much  more 

smooth-satiny.  You're  all  ready  for 
glamorous  new  fall  make-up ! 

Smooth,  elin^in^  po-wder  base  ... 

Mrs.  Whitney  says,  "I  use  Pond's  Vanishing 
Cream,  smoothed  on  lightly,  for  powder  base!" 
Non-greasy.  Keeps  make-up  fresh  all  evening!         Get  a  BIG  jar  of  glamour-making  Mask*! 
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'A  Growing  Gap  Between  Us  . . 
How  terribly  heartsick  I  was— reach- 

ing out  in  vain  toward  my  husband 
across  an  ever  widening  distance! 
Puzzled,  too,  at  its  cause.  But  I 
should  have  realized  that  I  had 

spoiled  our  happiness  . . .  knowing 

about  feminine  hygiene  but  risking 
haphazard  care.  My  doctor  set  me 
right.  He  said  feminine  hygiene  is 
important  to  a  happy  marriage . . . 

recommended  "Lysol"  brand  disin- 
fectant for  douching— always. 

But ...  Oh,  Joy!  I've  Bridged  It! 
We're  closer  than  ever,  now!  And 

happier  than  ever,  now  I'm  Hving 
up  to  my  doctor's  advice  and  being 
careful  about  feminine  hygiene.  I 

always  use  "Lysol"  for  douching, 
and  find  it  every  bit  as  e£Eective  as 

the  doctor  said.  Far  more  so  than 

salt,  soda  or  other  homemade  solu- 

tions. You  see,  "Lysol"  is  a  true 
germ-killer— cleansing  thoroughly, 

yet  gently  too.  It's  easy  and  eco- nomical to  use  . , .  and  it  works! 

Many  Doctors  Recommend  "LYSOL"  for  Feminine  Hygiene  . . .  for  6  Reasons 

Reason  No.  1:  POWERFUL,  PROVED  GERM-KILLER  .  .  ."Lysol"  is  a 
frue  germicide  of  great  germ-killing  power.  This  power  is  not 
reduced  by  age  or  exposure  to  air. 

Note:  Douche  ihoroughly  with  correct  "Lysol"  solution 

always! 

3vl  ̂ vmmine  ,M^^[iene  uie 
OJUVH^I 
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By  Jeanne  GrifBn 

There  are  more  lovely  legs  per  female 
capita  in  the  United  States  than  any- 

where in  the  world. 
But  what  Nature  gave  us  is  only  part 

of  the  story.  Good  grooming,  good  leg 
posture  while  sitting,  standing,  walking, 
the  right  choice  of  stockings  and  shoes 
can  add  immeasurably  and  nnake  poor 
legs  prettier  and  pretty  legs  beautiful. 

Start  giving  Grable  a  run  for  her 
money  by  meticulous  grooming.  Once  a 
week  use  a  depilatory,  a  razor  or  hair 
remover  mitt  or  stone  on  your  legs. 
After  each  shower  use  a  lotion,  cream 
or  oil  on  legs  to  smooth  them,  giving 
rough  scaly  heels  extra  lubrication. 
While  the  cuticle  is  soft  from  soap  and 
water,  run  around  the  edges  with 
cuticle  remover.  When  you  clip  the 
nails,  use  an  emery  board  to  smooth  and 
eliminate  possible  snagging  of  stock- 

ings. There  are  several  good  foot 
powders  to  make  feet  feel  good  and 

keep  shoes  fresh.  Don't  overlook  them 
for  they're  as  much  a  part  of  good 
grooming  as  your  underarm  deodorant. 
Do  you  know  how  to  display  your 

legs?  This  is  part  illusion  and  part 
posture  and  well  worth  some  study  for 
best  effect.  When  sitting,  the  wide- 
apart  knee  position  is  as  ugly  a  posture 
as  it's  possible  to  assume.  Hefty  gals, 
please  note.  Or  if  you  want  a  man  to 

think  you  have  the  biggest  legs  he's ever  seen  this  side  of  a  hippo.,  sit  with 
one  calf  flattened  and  spread  against 
the  other  leg.  Some  beauty  and  health 
experts  say  we  should  never  cross  our 
legs.  It's  bad  for  circulation,  etc.  But 
the  fact  remains — crossing  the  legs  is 
one  habit  'twould  be  well  nigh  impos- 

sible to  squelch.  So  if  you  must,  cross 
your  legs  high-above  the  knees  so  that 
the  top  leg  is  not  flattened  or  distorted. 
And  point  your  toes.  Toes  that  point 
skyward  shorten  the  look  of  your  legs 
besides  creating  a  very  ungraceful  line. 
Sitting  or  standing,  keep  feet  close  to- 

gether with  one  foot  slightly  ahead  of 
the  other.  Weight  should  be  mostly  on 
one  foot.  This  is  a  real  glamor  pointer 

especially    when   you're    standing. And  how  do  you  walk?  Clump,  clump 
as  though  you  were  a  thousand  years 
old  or  do  your  legs  swing  freely, 

easily  from  your  hips?  ■  If  your  posture 
is  straight  and  tall,  you  won't  plod,  look 
as  though  you're  weary  in  every  bone. 
Watch  a  child  walk  and  you'll  get  the 
right  idea.  And  don't  pooh-pooh  the 
grace  you  can  acquire  by  walking 
around  with  a  book  on  your  head.  Do  it 
daily  for  ten  minutes  until  you  can 
walk  serenely  as  a  fashion  model  in  a 
$300  gown.  You  look  taller,  more 
queenly  if  the  whole  line  of  your  body 
has  a  slightly  backward  tilt.  In  other 
words,  don't  lead  with  your  shoulders. 

There  are  a  few  pointers  it's  well  to remember  about  choosing  stockings  and 
becoming  shoes.  The  best  shade  of 
stocking  for  legs  fat  or  thin  is  the  shade 
currently  popular.  Lighter  shades  if  not 
too  conspicuously  light  make  thin  legs 
look  rounder  and  the  slightly  darker 
shades  seem  to  minimize  plumper  legs. 
As  for  shoes,  broad  straps  make  wide 
fat  feet  look  broader  as  do  the  very 
low  cut  pumps.  A  bow  or  buckle 
at  instep  shortens  the  look  of  a  long 
foot.  Women  who  must  spend  most  of 
the  day  on  their  feet  find  oxfords  are 
kindest,  give  feet  the  best  support.  But 
men,  at  least  the  young  ones,  like  high 
heels  for  dress-up  occasions. 



House  of  Dreams 
(Continued  from  page  39) 

Just  sit  there — dreaming,  contented, 
waiting. 

That  was  the  part — the  waiting — that 
made  Anna  call  me  a  "funny  kid."  I 
had  never  told  her  but  she  suspected. 

I  was  waiting  for  happiness.  It 
would  come,  here  in  this  house,  if  I 
waited.  I  don't  mean  I  believed  in 
mysterious  voices  or  premonitions — I 
just  knew. 
And  now  Anna  was  saying  that  I 

must  leave  here  and  go  to  New  York 
with  her.  Now  that  Dad  was  gone 
there  was  no  excuse  for  my  staying 
here,  alone. 
We  had  heard,  too,  that  the  Sissely 

house  had  been  sold  or  traded.  At 

least,  it  had  a  new  owner  .  .  .  Dad's  last 
check  had  been  signed  "Donald  W. 
Lawrence"  in  bold,  up-and-down 
strokes  of  the  pen.  It  seemed  strange 

not  to  see  old  Mrs.  Sissely's  wavering 
signature. 

(CAN'T  stand  it,  I  whispered  to  my- 
self. I  leaned  my  head  against  the 

carved  stair  bannisters  in  the  hall, 
searching  with  my  hand  for  the  newel 
post  as  you  might  grope  for  the  hand 
of  a  friend.    I  can't  leave  here! 

It  wasn't  just  my  love  for  the  house, 
although  that  was  already  becoming  a 
thudding  ache  in  my  chest.  The  wrench 
of  leaving  it  tomorrow  would  be  noth- 

ing to  the  sense  of  loss  that  would 
grow  keener  every  day  I  was  away. 

But  it  wasn't  just  that — I  was  panic- 
stricken  at  leaving  here  with  my  des- 

tiny still  unfilled.  The  promise  of 
happiness  for  me  here  had  not  yet 
come  to  pass. 

It  was  just  then  that  I  heard  that 
step  outside  on  the  porch.  That  hesi- 

tant, quiet  step  on  the  creaky  board. 
My  heart  stooped  beating. 
A  tramp?  Who  else  would  be  com- 

ing here  at  this  time  of  night — to  an 
abandoned  estate  off  the  beaten  track! 

It  couldn't  be  Anna — she  was'  busy packing  for  both  of  us. 
The  step  came  again,  closer.  I  shrank 

back  into  a  corner  by  the  big  hall  fire- 
place. Wedged  in  like  that  behind  the 

sofa,  I  frantically,  prayed  that  whoever 

it  was  wouldn't  see  me.  Maybe  I  could 
slip  out,  unseen — 

"Then  the  square  of  bright  moonlight 
that  was  the  doorway  was  suddenly 
blotted  out.  Someone  was  standing 
there  .  .  .  and,  in  spite  of  myself,  I 
gave  a  little  gasp  of  terror. 

"Who's  there!"  the  voice  was  rough and  masculine. 

I  didn't  answer.  I  couldn't.  It  wasn't 
a  voice  I  recognized  as  any  of  the 
villagers. 
"Who  is  it?"  the  voice  demanded 

a?ain  and  now  the  figure  moved  out 
of  the  doorway  towards  me. 
Somehow,  suddenly,  my  fright 

chan'^ed  to  anger. 
-  "It's  none  of  your  business  who  I 
am,"  I  answered  hotly,  standing  up 
straight.  "Just  what  do  you  think 
you're  doing  here — walking  into  a house  as  though  you  owned  it,  without 
a  by-your-leave?  This  is  private  prop- 

erty— " 
"I  know,"  the  answer  came,  dryly. 

"My  property." 
"Your—!  Oh!"  Still  shaking,  I  tum- 

bled out  from  the  corner.  "I'm  so 
sorry!  You  must  be  Mr.  Lawrence." 
He  struck  a  match  and  in  its  glow  we 
looked  at  each  other. 

"Why,  it's  a  girl!  Look,  don't  be 
frightened.     I  thought  it  was  a  tramp 

GUARD  YOUR  HAIR  FROM  BROKEN 
ENDS  WITH  THIS  NEW  CURLER 

No  matter  how  beautiful  your  Per- 
manent, no  matter  how  natural  your 

wave,  broken  hair  ends  can  cause 

ugly,  unmanageable  frizz. 

The  revolutionary  new  GAYLA 

"Easy-Lock"  Curlers  "baby"  brittle 
hair-ends,  treat  them  softly,  gently 

—thanks  to  the  unique  "open  end" 
feature.  No  wonder  your  hair  looks 

so  soft,  so  lovely,  so  natural! 

tASIEH 
Patented 

*  Easy-Lock**  snaps 
closed  easily 
\vith  one  hand 
from  any  position 

Distinctive  open 

end  can*t  catch .or  cut  hair 

DON'T  RISK  SPLIT  FRIZZY  HAIR 
Get  a  whole  set  of  these  new,  sa^er 
curlers  today  and  help  yourself  to 
uniformly  soft,  flattering,  natural 
curls  every  time. 

CJcwyiMCciit 
EASY-IOCK* 

CURl£liSf.-s^.Tr"^"'
l 

-CURLER 
by  Ih*  makert  of  Ih*  fameu* 

6ayla  Hold-Bob  bobby  pint  and  halrpint 
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0^  lofUi^-laoliM^  kcM^'do^l 

Jo -Cur 
Whether  you  wear  your  hair  up  or  down, 

you'll  see  an  amazing  difference  when  you 
set  it  with  New  Formula  Jo-cuf !  Ringlets 
and  waves  sparkle  with  lustre— and  last 
and  last.  When  you  see  how  much  prettier 
your  hair  looks . . .  how  much  longer  your 

curls  last,  you'll  think  Jo-cur  works  magic! 
Get  Jo-cuf  at  any  drug  counter  and  try 

It  today!  Green  for  brunettes;  clear  for 
blondes.  25^,  49^  plus  tax. 

WAVE  SET 

Send  for  our  free  new  booklet. 

It's  full  of  helpful  tips  on  how- 
to-set  smart  hair  styles.  Affiliated 
Products,  Dept.D,  22  E.  40th  St, 
New  York  16,  N.  Y. 

1 1  L  if    creamy,  white 

^s  LOTION 
Safely 

REMOVES  HAIR 

1.  A  pleasant  white  lotion  without 
bad  clinging  depilatory   odor. 

2.  Not  messy,  quick  to  use.  As 
simple  to  remove  as  cold 
cream. 

3.  No  razor  stubble.  Keeps  legs 
hair-free  longer.  Economical! 

4.  Does  not  irritate  healthy,  nor- 
mal skin. 

5.  Removes  hair  close  to  skin, 
leaving  skin  soft,  smooth, 
and  alluring. 

NAIR 
Cosmetic  lotion  to 

remove  hair  | 

plus  ux 

At  Btu|,  DtpartniMil  md  10 ̂ Starts 

WUNDAWEVE 
Cottonn  Riuc 

Splash  color  and  beauty  underfoot... bring  soft 

encfiantment  to  your  rooms  with  Starcross 

WUNDAWEVE  rugs!  Scatter  sizes... of  all  cot- 

ton   specially  loom-woven  for  strength  and 

durability.  Deep,  shimmering  pile  adds  the  final 

luxurious  touch.  Pre-shrunk!  Pre-laundered!  Rugs 

(or  all-through-the-house  in  exquisite,  colorfast 
shades. 

STARCROSS,  IXC. 
Hem,  r»rli,  IV.  r.-  CnremrilU.  S.  C 
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or  a  thief  or  I  wouldn't  have  sounded 
so  rough.  Until  you  spoke,  I  was  ready 
to  haul  you  out  by  the  scrufE  of  your 
neck  and  demand  an  explanation  for 

using  my  house  as  a  free  hotel." And  he  would,  too,  I  thought,  sizing 
him  up.  The  match  had  gone  out  and 
we  were  in  the  twilight-dusk,  but  I 
had  caught  a  brief  glimpse  of  him  and 
the  impression  that  stayed  with  me 
most  vividly  was  his  implacable 

strength.  He  couldn't  have  been  more than  six  or  seven  years  older  than  I, 
but  even  his  humorous  smile  held  the 
reflection  of  a  strong  person,  both  phys- 

ically and  mentally. 
"I'm  Gail  Hamilton,"  I  told  him.  It 

suddenly  struck  me  that  this  was  a 
strange  introduction,  the  two  of  us 
meeting  here  in  the  dark  of  this  house. 

It  made  my  words  shy.  "My  Dad  was 
caretaker  for  this  house  until — until  he 

died." 

"I  heard  about  that.  I'm  sorry,  Miss 
Hamilton,"  and  his  voice  was  gentle 
now.  "It  was  one  of  the  reasons  that 

brought  me  here  tonight.  I  thought  I'd 
get  in  earlier,  but  I  couldn't  get  away 
until  now.  And  I  had  to  come,  no  mat- 

ter how  late." 
"IRE  you  planning  to  live  here?"  An 
A.  odd  feeling  of  both  hope  and  fear 

seized  my  throat,  and  I  moved  away.  He 
followed  my  steps  as  I  guided  him  into 
the  living  room,  helped  by  the  matches 
he  lit. 
Now  there  were  broad  banners  of 

white  moonlight  coming  in  through  the 
tall  windows,  making  paths  on  walls 
and  rug,  so  we  could  really  see  each 
other — -though  not  clearly. 

"Live  here?"  he  had  jammed  his 
hands  into  his  jacket  pockets  and  he 
was  studying  my  face,  without  seeming 

to.  "Good  Lord,  no.  I  couldn't  afford 
to.  Mrs.  Sissely  was  my  aunt  by  mar- 

riage and  when  she  died  she  left  me 

this  house,  mortgage  and  all."  So  that 
was  it!  "I  hardly  knew  her.  My  branch 
of  the  family  are  the  poor  relations  but 
it  seems  she  took  a  fancy  to  me.  I  was 
the  only  nephew  to  get  overseas  and 
she  was  proud  of  that.  Pure  luck,  but 
she  seemed  to  think  I  had  done  her 

credit." 

His  lazy,  derisive  voice  somehow  en- 
hanced the  feeling  I  had  of  his  strength. 

It  was  as  though  he  were  so  sure  of 
himself  he  didn't  need  to  bluster  or 
brag. 

I  found  myself  liking  him  and  dis- 
liking him — ^and  both  quite  deeply. 

His  tall  leanness  was  attractive  and  so 
were  the  flat  planes  of  cheek  and  jaw. 
He  was  in  civilian  clothes  but  the 
straight  line  of  his  shoulders  showed 
me  how  recently  he  had  been  in 
service. 

But  I  didn't  like  the  way  he  ahrugged 
off  the  house. 
"You  haven't  really  seen  it  yet." 

Somehow  it  was  important  to  me  that 
he  change  his  feelings  about  it  ...  I 
didn't  know  why.  "Look — this  is  the 
living  room.  To  me,  it's  got  everything 
a  room  like  this  should  have — but  so 
few  ever  do.  I  suppose  an  architect 

would  find  fault  with  it,  but  it's  so graceful  and  charming  and  livable. 
Those  big  windows  going  all  the  way 
to  the  floor — and  this  couch  in  front  of 
the  fireplace — ^that  white  mantel  up 
there — ^the  chess  table  with  the  chairs 

drawn  up  to  it  .  .  .  it's  all  ready  for 
people!  I've  always  kept  this  copper 
bowl  on  the  refectory  table  polished 
because  in  the  daytime  the  sunlight 
comes  in  and  it  glows — and  you  should 
see  the  way  that  other  table  reflects 
the  white  dogwood  flowers  when  I  put 



a  vase  of  them  there  in  the  spring — " 
I  was  leading  him  around  the  room  as 

I  spoke — "To  me  it's  perfect!" 
"I  can  see  that."  He  laughed  a  lit- 

tle. "Just  talking  about  it  makes  your 
eyes  glow  so  I  can  see  them  in  the  dark. 
And  your  voice  gets  tender  and  proud 
.  .  .  I'll  have  to  admit  it's  a  lovely 
room." 
Maybe  a  little  of  the  magic  got  him, 

too,  because  I  noticed  he  stopped  and 
ran  his  hand  along  the  beautiful  mold- 

ing of  the  mantel. 

"What  do  they  call  this,  Gail?"  he nodded    towards    the    fireplace. 
His  use  of  my  name  startled  me — 

but,  then,  the  whole  night  was  a  strange 
one. 

"It's  Georgian,  I  think.  It's  really  the 
only  thing  of  any  value  in  the  house, 
except  for  some  of  the  books  in  the 
library." 

HE  stood  for  a  moment,  regarding  it, 
and  then  swung  to  face  me.  "I  hope 

you  don't  think  I'm  asking  a  lot — a 
pretty  girl  like  you  probably  has  a  date 
tonight— but  if  you  have  a  little  time 
to  spare  I  wish  you'd  show  me  the  rest 
of  the  place.  I  have  to  go  back  on  the 

early  morning  train." 
"I'd  love  to!" 
"Then  call  me  Don  and  we'll  pretend 

we've  known  each  other  a  long  time 
and  then  you  won't  be  frightened  at 
being  in  a  dark,  deserted  house  with 
a  strange  man."  His  words  held  laugh- 

ter in  them,  a  laughter  for  both  of  us 
to  share. 

"I'm  not  afraid.  I  know  this  house 
a  lot  better  than  you  do  and  I  know  all 
the  places  to  hide  and  all  the  back 

doors.  I  could  leave  you  flat."  I 
matched  his  light  tone. 
We  took  the  library  first  and  I  knew 

he  was  impressed  at  its  wealth  of 
books  in  their  neat  rows  against  the 
three  sides  of  the  room.  And  the 
shabby  leather  chairs  were  inviting 
and  the  dim  shapes  of  lamps  and  tables 
made  cozy  nooks  even  in  that  big  room. 

He  whistled.    "It's  a  size,  isn't  it!" We  walked  down  the  hall.  Walked 

isn't  the  right  word,  but  neither  were 
we  tiptoeing.  It  was  rather  that  we 
found  ourselves  moving  slowly,  softly, 
as  if  the  drowsy  spell  of  the  house  had 
settled  on  our  shoulders.  Once  again, 
I  felt  that  rush  of  emotion  for  this 
house  well  up  in  my  throat.  Tonight 
it  was  even  sweeter,  more  aching  in  its 
enchantment  for  me. 

I  wanted  suddenly,  desperately,  to 
share  this  feeling  with  Donald  Law- 
rence. 

"It  talks  to  me,  you  know,"  I  told 
him,  swinging  the  dining  room  door  a 
little  to  show  him  what  I  meant.  And 
the  door  made  a  little  complaining 
sound  as  I  pushed  it. 

"It  creaks,  if  that's  what  you  mean." 
I  could  feel  the  smile  on  his  face.  "It's 
been  hot  today,  Gail.  It  would  be  very 
surprising  if  an  old  house  like  this 

didn't  settle  at  night  and  creak  and 
groan  when  it  cools  off." 

"You  make  it  sound  like  a  decrepit old  man." 
"And  you  feel  about  it  like  a  lovely 

lady  sleeping  away  a  witch's  spell,"  he 
answered  me,  but  there  was  no  mock- 

ery. "Maybe  you're  right.  It's  begin- ning to  get  me,  too.  The  shadows  make 
such  lovely  patterns  on  the  wall  and 
the  chandelier  sparkles  like  jewels  in 
the  moonlight." 

Unconsciously  I  reached  for  his  hand. 
"Come  here.  I  want  to  show  you 

something  out  this  window."  We  were 
facing  a  clump  of  bushes — behind  them, 
tall  trees — and  it  was  a  breat>>taking 

IS  THIRI  SUCH  A  THING  AS 

'^cC'H^t 

"No"— claim  medical  authorities,  who 
ought  to  know!  Nature  has  a  way  of 

playing  cruel  tricks  on  womankind — on  even  the  most  beautiful  and 
talented  women. 

And  Nature  has  so  consttucted  and 

physically  endowed  woman  that  in 
many  cases  she's  apt  to  suffer  certain 
disttessing  symptoms  during  her  life. 
For  instance,  when  she  enters  woman- 

hood —  or  during  the  menopause, 
the  period  when  fertility  ebbs  away. 

Now  if  on  'certain  days'  of  the 
month — female  functional  monthly 
disturbances  are  causing  you  to  suffer 
pain,  nervous  distress  and  feel  so 
tired,  cranky,  you  pick  on  your 
children  and  snap  at  your  husband — 

then  do  try  Lydia  E.  Pinkham's  Veg- etable Compound  to  relieve  such 

symptoms.  It' s  famous ioi  this  purpose! 

Made  Especially  For 
Girls  and  Women 

Pinkham's  Compound — made  espe- 
cially for  girls  and  women — DOES 

MORE  than  relieve  such  monthly  pain. 
It  ALSO  relieves  accompanying  nervous 
tension,  ~  irritability  and  weak,  high- 
strung  feelings — when  due  to  this 
cause.  Taken  regularly  thruout  the 
month — this  great  medicine  helps 
build  up  resistance  against  such  dis- 

tress. 'A  thing  any  sensible  woman 
should  want  to  do! 

Lydia  Pinkham's  Compound  is  also 
very  effective  to  relieve  hot  flashes 
and  those  funny,  embarrassing  nervous 
feelings  during  the  years  38  to  52— 
when  due  to  the  functional  'middle- 
age'  period  peculiar  to  women. 

Thousands  upon  thousands  of 
women  have  reported  truly  remark- 

able benefits  by  taking  Pinkham's Compound.  It  is  also  an  excellent 
stomachic  tonic.  Certainly  worth  trying! 

VEGETABLE    CO;»lPOUND 
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sight.  Literally  hundreds  of  fireflies, 
glowing,  twinkling,  seeming  to  burn 
with  a  white-hot  flame,  starred  and 
disappeared  and  starred  again  in  the 
branches  of  the  trees  and  the  tall  grass 
below. 

That  Don  was  awed  and  astounded 
I  knew  from  the  tight  grip  of  his  hand 
on  mine.  We  were  like  spectators  at 
a  very  private  magic  show  of  fireworks. 
It  was  so  unbelievably  beautiful,  so 
intensely  moving — this  myriad  of  tiny 
lights  making  the  woods  into  Christmas 
trees. 

Unconsciously  we  had  drawn  close 
together  so  that  his  arm  touched  my 
shoulder. 

"Is  it  always  like  that?"  His  voice was  hushed. 
"No— not  quite  like  that.  Only  when 

we've  had  a  very  hot  day  like  today," 
I  told  him.  It  was  wonderful,  his  feel- 

ing as  I  did,  sharing  this  beauty  with 
him. 

Reluctantly,  I  led  him  away.  There 
was  more  to  see. 

"The  kitchen's  a  nice  place,"  he  said, 
approvingly,  over  my  shoulder  as  we 
stood  in  the  entrance.  "But  after  what 
I've  just  seen  I  can't  get  too  enthusi- 

astic over  just  a  room." 
"Oh,  you  can't  really  see  it  now!" 

I  protested.  "It's  too  dark.  In  the  day- 
time you  can  see  the  copper  kettles  and 

pans  hanging  on  the  walls  and  the  lilac 
bushes  just  outside  the  window  and  the 
stove's  so  big  and  it's  off  the  floor  so 
you  just  know  a  cat  should  live  there." 

HE  strode  past  me  and  opened  the 
dimly-seen  window  pane.  The  al- 

most-overpowering scent  of  lilacs 
drifted  in  and  filled  the  whole  room — 
filled  my  senses  with  their  drugging 
sweetness.  Even  after  he  closed  the 
window  and  came  back  to  me,  the  per- 

fume seemed  to  hover  over  the  two  of 
us. 

For  just  a  second  we  stood  there — a 
still,  breathless  moment — close  to  each 
other,  looking  at  each  other  in  the  dim 
half-light.  It  was  an  odd  feeling, 
bringing  a  catch  to  my  pulse  and  a 
wonder  to  my  mind.  He  was  so  big  he 
seemed  to  loom  over  me  but  I  wasn't 
frightened.  It  wasn't  that  kind  of  a 
feeling.  Just  a  hushed,  tremulous 

waiting — And  then,  just  as  suddenly,  it  was 
over.    He  touched  my  shoulder. 

"Let's  go,"  he  said  roughly.  "I'd  like 
to  see  the  upstairs." Back  to  the  front  of  the  house  we 
went  and  up  the  stairs.  The  moon  was 
so  high  now  it  silvered  nearly  the  whole 
sweep  of  the  stairway. 
"Whew!  I  hadn't  realized  there  were 

so  many  rooms  up  here!"  He  was  as- 
tonished. "You  know — I  have  a  funny 

feeling,  every  time  you  open  a  door, 
that  I'm  going  to  meet  someone.  Not 
a  scary  feeling,  as  if  someone  were 
crouched  on  the  other  side — but  more 

as  though  friends  were  there." 
I  was  excited.  "I  always  feel  that, 

Don.  Dad  used  to  call  this  the  witch- 
ing hour  and  it  always  seemed  to  me 

that  if  I  only  knew  the  right  words  to 
say  the  lights  would  blaze  on  and 
all  the  people  who  lived  here  and  loved 
and  were  happy  here,  would  suddenly 

come  out  and  meet  me." 
"But  they  never  have."  His  hand 

was  light  but  firm  on  my  arm  as  I 
led  him  into  what  had  once  been  the 
nursery. 

"No.  And  now  they  never  will." 
Suddenly  I  wanted  to  tell  him.  "Anna 
— she's  my  older  sister — is  packing  right 
now  to  take  me  to  New  York  tomor- 

row.   I  can't  stay  here  any  longer,  now 
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that  Dad  is  gone.  Anna  thinks  I'm 
growing  into  a  strange,  moody  person, 
shut  up  here  with  no  other  young 
people  around.  She  says  I'll  be  much 
better  ofiE  working  in  an  office  or  store 
somewhere  and  meeting  people."  Now 
I  was  beginning  to  hurt  all  over  again. 
"I  don't  want  to  go,  Don.  I  don't  want 
to  leave  here.  Everything  that's  me — 
my  dreams,  my  happiness,  is  tied  up 
with  this  house." 

"I  think  your  sister's  right,"  he  said 
slowly.  "Gail,  some  dreams  are  good. 
They  take  you  into  life  and  give  you 
something  to  plan  for  and  work  for. 
They're  based  on  reality.  They  give 
you  direction.  But  there  are  other 
kinds  of  dreams  that  take  you  away 
from  life  and  isolate  you  from  people. 

It's  no  good  to  cling  to  that  kind." 
"You  don't  imderstand!"  and  by  now 

I  needed  terribly  that  he  be  made  to 
understand.  "When  you've  spent  every 
day — part  of  every  day — here,  as  I 
have;  when  you've  played  here  and 
worked  here,  as  I  have;  when  all  your 
little  secret  thoughts  have  been  .shared 
with  this  house — it  becomes  a  part  of 

you.  If  I  go  away  I'm  leaving  too  much 
of  me  behind.  I'd  be  lost.  It  would 
be  like  trying  to  grow  a  new  body  and 
a  new  soul — " 

"I  F  it  means  that  much  to  you,  Gail," 
I  he  said,  carelessly,  "it  could  probably 

be  arranged  for  you  to  stay.  If  you 
want  to." I  was  breathless  waiting  for  his  next 
words.  Hope  was  a  sharp  pain  in  me, 
choking  me. 

"I'm  selling  this  house,"  he  went  on. 
"The  woman  who's  buying  it  is  plan- 

ning to  turn  it  into  apartments  or  rooms 
for  ex-servicemen  and  their  families. 

She'll  probably  welcome  a  housekeeper or  an  assistant  who  knows  the  place  as 

well  as  you  do.  You'd  be  a  big  help  to 
her.  If  you  want,  I'll  suggest  it — or, 
better  yet,  I'll  make  it  one  of  the  con- 

ditions of  sale." 
It  was  so  wonderful  I  could  hardly 

believe.  I  closed  my  eyes  against  the 
dizziness. 

"Here — "  his  voice  was  husky  with 
concern — "don't  take  it  so  hard.  I 
didn't  realize  it  meant  that  much — " 
and  his  hands  closed  over  my  shoul- 

ders, holding  me  against  the  faintness 
that  had  come  with  reprieve. 

"You  are  a  funny  kid,"  unknowingly 
repeating  my  sister's  words.  "Breaking 
your  heart  over  a  big  old  house  like 
this.  But  if  that's  what  you  want,  Gail 
— ^to  stay  here — then  stay  here  you 
shall." I  opened  my  eyes  and  looked  at  him. 

"If  I  want!"  I  whispered.  "Oh,  Don, 
if  you  only  knew  what  that  means  to 

me.  To  know  I'll  see  tulip  trees  bud- 
ding every  spring  and  the  pink  and 

white  dogwood — and  I  wanted  to  trans- 
plant the  hollyhocks  and  the  brown- 

eyed  Susans  this  year — ^there'll  be 
smoke  curling  up  from  the  chimneys 
again  and  I'll  polish  the  door  knocker! 
— Oh,  Don,  do  you  really  mean  it?" 

He  didn't  answer. 
That  odd,  still  moment  was  between 

us  again.  The  sloping  eaves  of  the 
nursery  brought  the  ceiling  slanting 
down  vmtil  it  almost  touched  Don's 
head,  outlined  as  it  was  against  the 
beams  of  the  dormer  window.  I  had 
seen  this  man  for  the  first  time  an  hour 
ago — and  yet  I  felt  I  had  known  the 
shape  of  his  head,  the  feel  of  his  hands 
on  my  shoulders,  the  strength  and  sure- 
ness  of  him  all  my  life. 

I  was  facing  the  window  and  I  knew 
his  eyes  were  searching  my  face  in  the 
dusk. 

to  your  daughter... 

But  be  sure  you,  yourself,  know  the  real  truth 

about  these  Intimate  Physical  Facts! 

No  loving  mother  should  think  of  letting 
her  daughter  get  married  without  first 
telling  her  how  important  douching  two 
or  three  times  a  week  often  is  to  intimate 
feminine  cleanliness,  health,  charm  and 

marriage  happiness — how  important 

douching  is  to  combat  one  of  woman's most  embarrassing  deodorant  problems. 

And  be  sure  to  tell  yoiu:  daughter 
about  this  newer  scientific  method  of 

douching  with  zonite — how  no  other 
type  liquid  antiseptic-germicide  for  the 
douche  of  all  those  tested  is  so  powerful 

yet  so  SAFE  to  delicate  tissues. 

Caution  Your  Daughter 

Against  Weak,  Homemade  Mixtures 

In  this  day  of  enlightenment  —  it's 
ridiculous  to  even  think  any  well- 
informed  and  careful  woman  would  use 
old-fashioned,  ineffective  or  dangerous 
products  for  the  douche. 
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The  first  antiseptic-germicide  in  the 
world  that  was  powerful  enough  yet 
NON-POISONOUS,    NON-IRRITATING,    NON' 
BURNING.  ZONITE  positively  contains  no 
phenol,  no  creosote,  no  bichloride  of 
mercury.  Yet  despite  its  great  strength 
— you  can  use  zonite  as  directed  as  often 
as  necessary  without  risk  of  injury. 

Zonite  Principle  Developed  By 

Famous  Surgeon  and  Chemist 

ZONITE  actually  destroys  and  removes 
odor-causing  waste  substances.  Helps 

guard  against  infection.  It's  so  power- fully effective  no  germs  of  any  Wnd  tested 
have  ever  been  found  that  zonite  will 
not  immediately  kill  on  contact.  You 

know  it's  not  always  possible  to  contact 
all  the  germs  in  the  tract,  but  you  can 
BE  SURE  zonite  kills  every  reachable 

germ  at  once  and  keeps  them  from  mul- 
tiplying yet  it  is  safe  even  to  the  most 

delicate  tissues.  Buy  a  bottle  of  zonite 

today.  Any  drugstore. 

FREE!    NEW, 
For  amazing  enlightening  new  Book- 

let   containing  frank   discussion    of 
intimate  physical  facts  recently  pub- 

lished— mail    this    coupon    to    Zonite 
Products,  Dept.  RM-96,  370  Lexingtoa 
Ave.,  New  York  X7,  N.  Y. 
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Slowly  his  fingers  tightened.  My 
heart  was  beginning  to  beat  to  a  queer, 
lurching  tempo.  There  was  just  that 
sudden  awareness  that  he  would  kiss 
me — a  little  second  to  wonder  at  the 
uprush  of  gladness  within  me  and  the 
contrasting  panic  in  my  heart — and then  I  was  in  his  arms. 
The  first  feeling  as  his  lips  touched 

mine  was — hut  we're  strangers!  It  was 
in  Don,  too.  I'm  sure  .  .  .  because  of 
the  awkward  hesitancy  of  his  touch  and 
the  little  pause  as  he  held  me,  motion- less. 
And  then  it  was  as  if  that  awareness 

catapulted  us  into  the  blinding  knowl- 
edge that  we  weren't — we  couldn't  be — strangers.  He  drew  me  tight  into  his 

arms  and  I  let  him,  gladly. 

Certainly,  I  wouldn't  have  gone  into 
a  stranger's  arms  under  any  other  cir- 

cumstances. But  this  night  was  special 
— set  apart,  somehow,  from  any  other 
night  of  my  life.  There  was  the  moon- 

light. There  was  this  unreal  meeting. 
There  was  the  old  house,  and  my  love 
for  it.  And  there  was  a  particular 
magic  that  was  coursing  through  my 
veins. 

I  DIDN'T  fall  in  love  with  Don.  1 
couldn't  have  fallen  in  love  with  him 

like 'that^^with  a  stranger,  there  in  the 
dark.  But  love  has  strange  beginnings, 
and  I  know  now  that  that  kiss  of  ours 
was  the  beginning,  the  seed,  of  love. 

"Gail — "  His  voice  was  very  soft. 
"Gail,  is  this  what  you  meant,  perhaps, 
by  your  happiness  being  tied  up  in  this 
house?  Were  you — are  you — waiting 
for  someone?  Maybe  even  someone 

like  me?" I  pulled  away  from  him  a  little.  "I 
don't  know.  I  don't  know.  I'm  so — 
so  confused,  and  frightened  and  happy, 

all  at  once." He  put  his  arm  around  me,  very 

lightly,  across  my  shoulders.  "Let's 
play  a  game,"  he  said,  suddenly.  "Let's 
make-believe — make-believe  that  I'm 
in  love  with  you,  and  you  with  me. 
We  can't  be  sure — ^we  can't  be!  Not 
this  soon.  But  let's  make-believe  we 
are.  And  then,  perhaps,  our  game  will 
turn  real^^and  if  it  doesn't,  well,  it  will 
have  been  nice  to  have  had  our  make- 

believe.  It's  funny,  Gail — it  can't  be 
true,  but  I  feel  as  sure  right  now,  as 
I've  ever  been  sure  of  anything  in  my 
life,  that  I  love  you,  that  I  want  to 

marry  you." "I— I  feel  that  way,  too,"  I  told  him. 
"I  love  you.  I — I'd  like  to  be  your 
wife.  It's  crazy,  and  foolish — but  that's 
the  way  I  feel.  And  if  it's  make-be- 

lieve, then  I  love  it!  I'm  sure,  too. 
Maybe  it's  only  for  a  little  bit.  Maybe 
when  we  get  to  know  each  other  bet- 

ter we  won't  feel  this  way  at  all.  But 
— let's  play  the  game.  Let's  make- 
believe.  Because,  right  now,  I'm  so 

sure!" 

I  leaned  against  his  shoulder  in  the 
dark,  and  felt  as  if  I  had  come  home, 
somehow.  "Anna  always  laughs  at  me 
because  whenever  I  do  anything  it's 
because  inside  of  me  I  know  I'm  right," 
I  told  him.  "If  I  let  other  people  talk 
me  out  of  it,  then  I'm  always  sorry.  It 
always  turns  out  wrong.  What  if  she 

had  persuaded  me  to  leave  this  house!" I  knew  he  was  smiling  at  me  in  the 
dark.  "Well,  if  you've  got  second  sight, 
then  it's  lucky  for  me.  Otherwise  you 
might  not  have  been  here  and  I  might 
not  have  met  you.  You  waited  for  me. 
I  wish  there  was  something  I  could  do 

to  say  'thank  you'  to  your  Good  Fairy 
in  this  house,  before  we  leave  it." 

For  a  minute  I  didn't  believe  I  had 
heard  him  correctly. 

checks 
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be  used  right  after  under-arm  shaving. 

•  Its  soft,  cream  consistency  stays  that  way 
indefinitely.  Never  gets  stiff  or  grainy. 

•  Contains  no  chemicals  to  spoil  clothing. 
•  lUbes  or  jars,  10^,  30^,  60^.   

•  Yes,  Yodora  is  a  gentle     >jgS*"^e*s;jj 
deodorant.  Try  it-/erfg^JS^25&f^ 

the  wonderful  difference! 

PEERLESS New  York  II,  N.Y.-Depf.  W 



NO  DULL 
DRAB  HAIR 

Whtn  Yov  Um  Thk  Anta^ug 

4  Purpose  Rinse 
In  one,  simple,  quick  operation,  LOVALON 
will  do  all  of  these  4  Important  things 
to  give  YOUR  hair  glamour  and  beauty: 

1<    Gives  I  ustrous  highlight*. 
2.  Rinses  away  shampoo  film. 
3«  Tints  the  hair  as  it  rinses. 

4«  Helps  keep  hair  neatly  In  place. 

LOVALON  does  not   permanently   dye 
or  bleach.  Itis  a  pure,  odorless  hair  rinse. 
In  12  different  shades.  Try  LOVALON. 
Atriore$  which  n/f  foi/ef  gocxft 

15t  for  5  rinses 
10^  for  2  rinses 

%-  GaoDUiteed  by^A .Good  Housekeepmg  j 

CHRISTMAS    CARDS 
EaTDMoDeyis^areHmel  Haenificent  Christ- 

mas Card  lines,  name  imprinted,  at  26  for  $1.00 
and  25  for  $1.96.  Gloriotu  designs  for  every  nse. 
AJ50  bisr  Album  DeLoxe  Personal  Cards.  Also  six 
Christmas  Card  Assortments,  incladinff  2t  Card 
Feature'*  Box.  nnmatcbed  for  beauty  and  vahie. Sells  for  91;  profit  unto  SOc.   Plos  Everyday  i 

Assortments— le-Card  All-Occasion.  Personal ■■■■ 
Notes,  Floral  Stationery,  others.   Personal  Card  JJ---^ 
samples  FREES  "Feature"  Assor't  on  approval.  C&H 

WALLACE  BROWN*  INC.,  Dept- F-139  "  '  "^ 22S  Fifth  Av«niM  Now  York  10.  N.  Y. 

EXTRA 

MONEY 

"MX 
y\ 

Start  right  writh  this  improved,  easy-to-clean,Hy- 
geia  nursing  unit.  Fewer  parts — ^just  nipple,  bottle, 
and  cap.  Prepare  full  day's  formula  at  one  time. 
Only  necessary  to  remove  cap  when  feeding.  Cap 

keeps  nipples  germ-free. 
Handy  for  out -of- home 
feeding.  Useful  as  con- 

tainer for  baby's  other 
foods.  Famous  breast- 
shaped  nipple  has  pat- 

ented airvent  to  reduce 

"windsucking."  Sold  at 
your  druggist's  com- 

plete as  illustrated  or 
parts  separately. 

...DSlNGBOT
TLtS 

CONSULT  YOUR  DOCTOR  REGULARLY  j 

"Leave  here?  But,  Don,  we  can't. 
Not  now.  The  house  has  been  waiting 
for  us  to  come  home.  We  belong  here. 
You  don't  have  to  sell  it  now — ^we  can 
turn  it  into  a  boardirig  house  and  run 
it  ourselves.  It  will  still  be  our  house. 

I'll  be  able  to  show  you  the  way  the 
sumac  turns  purple  in  the  fall  and  we 
can  go  boating  together  on  the  river 
and  skating  on  the  pond  in  the  winter- 

time. You  love  it  here,  too,  Don — ^this 

is  us!" 
He  had  pulled  himself  a  little  bit 

away  from  me.  "Hold  on,  Gail.  My 
plans  aren't  changed — " 

"But  they  must."  My  heart  was  ach- 
ing in  its  insistence.  "Don't  think  I'm 

being  silly.  I'm  not  indulging  in  a 
whim.  It  can't  be  just  coincidence  that 
all  these  things  have  happened.  If  we 
leave  here,  Don,  something  will  go  out 
of  our  love.    It  won't  be  the  same." 

GENTLY  he  tipped  my  chin  up  with  his 
finger.  "Remember  what  I  told  you 

about  some  dreams  being  good  and  oth- 
ers not?  Some  make  you  stronger. 

But  when  there's  fear  and  too  much 
scared  imagination,  then  they  weaken 
you.  I'm  a  mechanic,  Gail.  I  have  a 
chance  to  buy  a  partnership  in  a  ga- 

rage. That's  my  work  and  that's  my dream.  My  wife  will  have  to  share  that 

with  me." I  couldn't  move  him.  The  strength I  had  noticed  in  him  when  I  first  saw 
him,  was  forceful  and  determined  in 
his  otherwise  gentle  words. 

"I  belong  here,  Don."  It  seemed  so 
hopeless.  "I  can't  leave  here.  It's  not 
right."    I  could  only  repeat. 

I  knew  whatever  I  would  say  just 

then  would  be  the  wrong  thing.  We'd 
been  right  about  our  playing — it  was 
only  make-believe,  the  feeling  we  had 
for  each  other.  He  didn't  try  to  stop me  when  I  ran  down  the  stairs  and  out 

the  house.  He  didn't  try  to  follow  me 
to  the  cottage.    The  magic  had  flown. 

But  I  saw  him  the  next  morning.  I 
was  picking  strawberries  out  in  our 
little  patch. 

"Hello,  Gail."  I  hadn't  known  he  was 
there  until  he  spoke. 

"Hello." 

Kneeling  like  that,  I  didn't  have  to 
look  into  his  eyes.  He  couldn't  see  my 
swollen,  tear-stained  face.  He  couldn't see  the  embarrassment  and  confusion. 
Had  last  night  really  happened?  Was 
it  true  that  I  had  kissed  this  man  and 
thought  I  loved  him,  in  that  blinding 
morrient — and  then  cried  m,yself  to  sleep 
in  the  night? 

"Gail — I  came  to  say  goodbye.  And 
to  tell  you  I  won't  go  back  on  my  prom- 

ise.   I'll  tell  Mrs.  Jeans  she  must  hire 

LIVING    PORTRAITS    ON 

will   be   more   brilliant, 
more   true-to-life   than 

any  we've  run  before — they'll 
be  the  first  Living  Portraits  in 

FOUR  FULL  mm\ 
And  they're  in 
OCTOBER  RADIO  MIRROR 

Use  lipstick  brush  for  neater,  more 
lasting  job.  Rub  brush  in  lipstick, 
make  curved  "x"  in  center  of 
upper  lip.  Outline  lips  clear  to 

corners,  cutting  down  cupid's  bow. Use  corner  of  a  Sitroux  Tissue  to 
remove  lipstick  that  smears  over. 

Fill  in  upper  lip.  Press  lips  to- 
gether; fill  in  lower  lip — clear  to 

corners.  Blot  with  one-half  of  a 
Sitroux  Tissue.  (Absorbent  Sitroux 

blots  away  all  excess  lipstick — 
leaves  a  smooth,  evea  coating.) 

Powder  lips  lightly.  Moisten  and 
apply  second  coat  of  lipstick.  Blot 
with  other  side  of  tissue.  (SAVE 

Sitroux* )  Keep  Sitroux  handy  for 
facial  cleansings,  manicures  and 
hundreds  of  other  uses. 

v,ith  mater.al  shortage  ̂ ^  ̂^^  ̂^.^^ 

tion  difficulties  .  .  •  °  .,j,  ̂ s 

„any  Sitroux  T'«""  "  ̂-.^g  ,hc  finest 

SITROUX TISSUES 
85 



MARTHA   TILTON 
Star  of  "Crime  Incorporated"  a  PRC  Produc- 

tion and  singing  star  ol  Radio  Hall  of  Fome. 

Makes  Dull  Hair  Beautiful 
1.  Friends  —  and  your  mirror  —  will  tell  you 

that  there  is  new  beauty,  more  silky  sheen, 
more  dancing  highlights  in  your  hair  after 
your  very  first,  easily  applied  Golden  Glint 
hair  rinse. 

2.  Emphasizes  the  natural  color.  There's  a 
special  Golden  Glint  rinse  for  your  hair — 12 
different  shades  and  many  more  combinations 
easily  prepared. 

3.  Relieves  tangles  and  snarls.  Pure  RADIEN, 
used  only  in  Golden  Glint,  adds  gloss,  saving 
hours  of  comb-snagging  and  brush  fouling. 
Your  hair  is  easy  to  arrange  and  willingly 
stays  in  place. 

4.  Fifty  million  Golden  Glint  rinses  sold.  Why 
not  join  the  throng  of  modish  women  who 
know  how  much  superior  to  lemon  juice  or 
vinegar  this  scientific,  modern  rinse  is?  Get 
a  25c  or  10c  packet  at  drug  or  variety  store 
today  or  send  for  free  sample. 

Golden  Glint  Co.,  Seattle  14,  Wash.,  Box  3366-062 

Please  send  free  sample  for  shade  marked  "X." 
1.  Black  a  S.  Rut  Brow*       D  9.  Topaz  Blonde  O 
2.  Darii  Copper    O  I.  Silver  a  10.  Dark  AuburaQ 
5.  Sable  Browa    D  7.  Titian  Blonde  a  tl.LichlAuburna 
4.  Golden  Brown  O  I.  Bolden  Blonde  D  U.Lualre  Slint  D 

Name   _. 

Address   

GOLDEN  GLINT 

1^^  j^^^jH^  A  giomorous  complexion  is  more 
mlWrM  '  precious  than  jewels ...  protect  it 

through  your  youthful  years.  A 
radiant,  flawless-looking  com- 

plexion is  your  heritage. ..  price- 
less beauty  starts  with  the  proper foundation ! 

rvAinilL/l  ^Vl  COMPLEXIOH  BEAUTIFIER 

Conceofs  i'lny  lines  and  minor  bfemishes  effectively ANTISEPTIC    •    ASTRINGENT    •    PROTECTIVE 

oe^riZi    39c  •  $1.00  •  $1.50 
At  all  Ten  Cent  Stores  — Trial  Sizes  10c  and  20c 
If    unavailable    fn    your    locality,    order   from    us. 
10c  n  20c  D  39e  D  $1.00  n  $1.50  n 
(Add  20%  tax)  '^  SE3 Name   
Address   
Cify    &    Sfafe   

W  PREPARATIONS  CO..  522  5tli  Avenue.  New  York  18 
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you  to  stay  on  here  if  she  wants  to  buy 

the  house.    That  is,  if  ypu  still  want — " "Anna  left  this  morning.  I  made  her 
go  on  to  New  York  without  me."  That was  my  answer  and  he  knew  it. 

This  time  I  looked  at  him,  trying  to 

make  my  face  hard  and  indifferent,  be- cause I  had  made  a  decision  and  was 
telling  him  so. 

"Poor  little  face — "  gently  he  touched 
my  cheeks  reddened  with  crying — 
"poor  little  Gail.  Are  you  sure  that's 
what  you  want?  Because  I  won't  be 
coming  back.  I  won't  try  competing with  a  house,  with  an  illusion;  I 

wouldn't  want  to  share  you." 
"I  thought  I  could  make  you  under- 

stand— "  tears  werfe  :'^  my  eyes  and  I 
could  hardly  see  his  face.  It  wasn't  as handsome  as  I  had  thought  last  night, 
but  it  was  somehow  all  the  more  won- 

derful to  me.  A  little  scar  over  his 

eyes  I  hadn't  seen — the  way  his  eye- 
brows grew  too  thick  for  symmetry — 

the  Indian-brown  of  his  face  and  the 
straight  slash  of  his  jaw — somehow  all 
these  resolved  my  love  into  reality. 
This  was  Don  and  not  the  Romantic 
Stranger. 
And  then  he  was  gone.  But  before 

he  left  he  stooped  and  kissed  me  lightly, 
tenderly — the  feel  of  his  lips  mingling 
with  the  sweet,  ripe  taste  of  the  straw- 

berries I  had  eaten  and  smeared  on 
my  mouth. 

LAST  night  when  I  had  left  Don  every- 
thing that  had  happened  that  eve- 

ning seemed  fantastic.  I  was  too  be- 
wildered— too  miserable  and  confused 

— ^to  think.  And  in  the  morning  I  could 
only  remember  two  things:  that  a  man 
had  kissed  me  and  made  me  love  him, 
but  he  had  also  promised  I  could  stay 
on  at  the  Sissely  house. 
There  was  no  way  of  bringing  the 

two  memories  together.  I  could  not 
have  one,  unless  I  gave  up  the  other. 
And  the  new  emotion  could  not  sup- 

plant the  old.  I  couldn't  leave  this 

place. But  now  I  had  seen  Don  again,  in 
the  full  force  of  daylight,  and  my  feel- 

ing for  him  had  crystallized  into  real- 
ity. If  only  he  had  made  my  decision 

for  me!  If  only  he  had  taken  me  with 
him  by  force,  because  I  felt  that  was 
the  only  way  I  could  leave  here.  I  had 
no  inner  strength  to  cut  myself  loose — 
my  only  strength  came  from  my  attach- 

ment to  this  land  and  this  house  and  my 
dreams  and  my  life  here  with  Dad. 

I  tried  hard  and  honestly  to  visualize 

myself  in  Anna's  apartment.  There 
was  a  pot  of  ivy  on  her  low  modern- 

istic bookcase  and  that  would  be  the 
only  growing  thing  I  would  see  from 
the  time  I  woke  up  in  the  morning  un- 

til I  came  back  to  the  apartment  at 

night,  except  for  a  peep  in  a  florist's window.  Or  Central  Park  on  Sundays. 
There  would  be  no  springy  turf  to 
walk  over  in  comfortable  sandals — 
there  would  be  only  hard  pavements 
and  me  clicking  over  them  in  the  tight- 

est of  high-heeled  slippers. 
Don  would  come  calling  for  me — but 

there  my  imagination  stopped  short.  I 
could  not  see  Don  and  me  in  any  other 
setting  than  this.  I  could  not  believe 
that  we  would  recapture  the  rapture 
of  the  feeling  we  had  known  last  night. 
Going  to  movies,  seeing  synthetic  love 
on  the  screen,  looking  at  apartments 
for  when  we  would  be  married — apart- 

ments that  would  be  replicas  of  my 

sister's. As  always,  when  I  thought  of  her 
three  tiny  rooms  I  had  the  feeling  of 
suffocation.  I  had  spent  weekends  with 
her  and  I  remembered  well  that  feeling 

While  They  Last! 
Which  5  of  these  Best 

Sellers  shall  we  send  you 

for  ONLY  M  00 
■  ■ERE  ARE  the  very  books  that  you  have  al- 

ways wanted  to  read.  Here  are  books  by  such 
famous  authors  as  Pearl  Buck,  Kathleen  Norris, 
Louise  Randall  Pierson,  E.  C.  Lorac — in  fact  all 
fifteen  of  these  books  are  by  top-flight  authors. 
For  all  of  these  books  are  reprints  of  best  sellers 
that  in  their  original  form  sold  for  $2.00  or  $2.50 
a  copy.  But  now  you  get  any  five  of  these  best 
sellers  for  only  $1.00  postpaid.  We've  reprinted 
these  famous  books  in  small  convenient  sizes 
and  then  bound  them  with  attractive,  colorful 
but  economical  paper  covers  and  so  we  can  offer 
them  to  you  at  a  tremendous  cash  saving. 
Read  the  description  of  these  fifteen  grand 

stories  and  select  any  five  .  .  .  ten  ...  or  all 
fifteen  if  you  wish  and  mail  your  order  at  once. 
Bear  in  mind  that  each  book  is  full  novel  length 
— they  are  not  condensations.  Don't  miss  this 
bargain,  order  now. 

1g      THE   PROanSE    by   Pearl   8.    Buck.      A 
"     forceful   novel   of   China  and  Burma — an intense   drama   of   our   time. 

17      MOTIONLESS     SHADOWS     by    Kathleen 
"     Norris.  An  absorbing  novel  by  this  beloved writer.     Thrilling  reading. 

IB       CHECKMATE  TO  MUKDER  by  E.   C.   B. 
*■     Lorac.  Here  is  an  exciting  story  of  murder 

during  a  London  black-out. 

10      ROUGHLY  SPEAKING  by  Louise  Randall 
'     Pierson.  An  hilarious  story  of  the  author's own   hectic   experience   with   Life. 

20       SAID  WITH  FLOWERS  by  Anne  Nash.  A vicious  killer  terrorizes  the  country  leav- 
ing his  dreaded  calling   card  behind. 

91       TERRY    by    Harriet    T.    Comstock.    Love, 
'     passion    and    jealousy,    innocently    caused 

by  a   beautiful   orphan   girl! 

22  THE  DEATHS  OF  LORA  KAREN  by  R. '  McDougald.  A  strange  premonition  warns 
a  beautiful  woman  of  Death. 

23  MURDER    IS    OCT    by   Lee   Thayer.    Two "•     women  with  motive  to  kill — yet  only  one bullet  was  fired.     Whose  ? 

24  BIURDER  MEETS  MEPHISTO  by  Queena *^"  Mario.  The  great  singing  star  of  Faust  is 
mysteriously  murdered! 

25.     THE  DUNWICH  HORROR  by  H.  P.  Love- craft.  Spellbinding  volume  by  this  master 
writer  of  the  supernatural. 

OR  4  FEET  IN  THE  GRAVE  by  Amelia  Rey- '"■  nolds  Long.  Mystery  of  a  duelling  pistol 
that   shoots   itself! 

27       THREE   SHORT  BIERS   by  Jimmy  Starr. Three  tiny  caskets  for  three  little  midgets 
— then  murder   sets   in. 

00  MURDER  SECRETARY  by  William  Beyer. 
"'■  One,  two,  tiiree,  four,  corpses  are  found — 
a  fortune  in  jewels  missing! 

29       HOLLYWOOD  BIYSTERY  by  Ben  Hecht.  A laugh    a    minute    at    the    expense    of    the 

entire  film  colony.     Don't  miss  it! 
on  BURY  THE  HATCHET  by  Manning  Long. 
"•■     Murder     runs     amok     on     a     storm-swept 
island.      A   fascinating    thriller. 

MAIL  THIS  COUPON  TODAY 

Bartholomew    House    Inc.,    R.M.-946 

205  East  42nd  St..  New  York  17,  N.  Y. 

Send    me,    postage    prepaid,    the    boolss    encircled    at 

5  for  $1.00.  I  enclose    
16 

24 

18 

26 •19   .       20 

27  28 
22 

30 

Pease   print   name   and    address 

.    ,.    State.. 
This   offer   good   in   U.   S.   only. 



.QTTOH  HOLES 

■^^ 

NOW  ONLY 

IJOO 

SIDE-WAY 

«^-.=-.-^-^^      FINISH  STITCH 

TWO  ROWS  '™^^~~    ■       ̂
'^ 

OF  STITCHES  "  FOUR  LONS  STITCHES 
Oarn  StocWngs,  TO  PAD  button  hole 

Mend  Tears,  Attach  Zippers 
and  Sew  On  Buttons,  too! 

Once  dreaded  by  every  woman,  now 
button  hole  making  becomes  as  easy 
as  basting  a  hem  with  this  sensational 

new  invention!  You'll  get  twice  as neat  results  in  half  the  time,  too!  Fits  any  sewing 
machine  . . .  attaches  in  a  moment.  Simple  to  operate. 
Comes  complete  with  hoop  for  darning  stockings,  a 
button  hole  guide  and  easy  directions  in  picture.  Test 
at  our  risk  now  and  realize  a  new  thrill  in  sewing. 
FREE  NEEBLE  THREADER.  As  a  gift  for  prompt 
action,  you  will  receive  with  your  order  the  marvelous 

time-saving,  eye-saving  needle  threader.  Don't  wait but  send  your  name  today. 
SEND  NO  MONEY -ORDER  NOW.  Just  send  ycnir 
name  and  when  you  receive  your  button  hole  attach- 

ment and  gift  needle  threader,  deposit  only  $1.00  plus 
C.  O.  D.  charges  thru  postman.  Do  this  on  the  guar- 

antee that  if  you  aren  t  delighted  in  every  way,  you 
may  return  purchase  for  full  refund.  Or  send  cash  with 
order,  we  pay  postage.  Special  ...  3  for  $2.50  NOW 
.  .  .  Mail  your  name  and  address  to 
LONDON  SPECIALTIES,  Dm  S  E.   SS05  S.  nilllps,  Chlcato  17,  IIL 

t^aVe  I  CHRISTMAS  QQ 
;))  Kameasyeztracashinsparetimel  lA 

'   Just  show  big  value  ChristmasID 
^  assortments, Gift  Wraps,  Every-(.iip(» 
\  day  greeting  cards  to  friends,  •       _! 
J  organizations,  others.  GorsreoDS do-  ASSOrt* 
Bigns^riginal  features  sell  amazinaly  ment 

,    easy.  Hage  profits  on  ail  assortments.  \-^ 
_,   t^  ̂   ̂        ̂      .y."!?  today  for  sampies  on  approval.  SH 
Chas.C.SchwerCo.l71Elm,Dept.X-2,  Westfleld.Mass.^H 

'  Blue-Jay  with  Nupercaine  Gives 
GREATER  REUEF  from 

CORMS! 

Blue- Jay  Corn  1 
—  streamlined,  flesh- 
colored,  non-slip — give  you 

3-WAY  RELIEF 
1  INSTANTLY  stops  shoe-pressure^ 

pain,thanlcs  to  soft  Dura-Felt  pad. 
2  ANESTHETIC  Nupercaine,  exclusive  with 

Blue- Jay,  curbs  surface  pain  around  com. 

3  GENTLE  medication  loosens  hard  "core." 
You  just  lift  it  out  in  a  few  days. 

Two  sizes:  Standard  and  Little  Toe  (also 

special  Blue-Jay  Soft  Com  Pads).    ̂ ^^^^ 
Insist  today  on  .  .  . 

"America'a  Largest 
Sellini  Corn  Plaster" 

BLUE 

JAY 
BAUER  &  BLACK 

OMilon  of  Th*  Kendall  Cempcny,  Chkage  14 

of  not  being  able  to  breathe;  the  walls 
closing  in  on  me;  the  lack  of  privacy; 

the  next  door  neighbor's  radio  and 
quarrels  coming  through  the  thin  walls; 
the  delicatessen  food. 

Not  that  any  of  this  went  through 
my  mind  in  orderly  fashion.  The  new 
and  wonderful  love  I  had  for  Don  was 
a  spreading  pool  of  pain  through  my 
body  and  I  could  only  feel  the  impos- 

sibility of  compromise.  I  couldn't  ex- amine it  carefully. 

This  little  caretaker's  cottage  was 
mine.  Mrs.  Sissely  had  given  it  to  Dad 
and  he  had  willed  it  to  me.  I  could 
stay  here  and  as  long  as  I  could  work 
in  the  big  house,  I  could  still  pretend 
it  was  mine. 

As  housekeeper  there  I  could  do  that. 
I  could  come  and  go  as  I  pleased  in 
there.  I  could  see  to  the  linens  and  to 
keeping  the  house  spick  and  span.  I 
would  watch  it  come  alive  again  with 
young  people,  young  servicemen  and 
their  wives  moving  in,  the  rooms  ring- 

ing with  their  talk  and  their  laughter. 
I  could  be  a  part  of  that  life. 

STRAWBERRIES  brimmed  the  bowl 
and  I  carried  it  into  the  kitchen.  They 

should  be  stemmed  and  made  into  jam 

that  very  morning,  if  they  weren't  to 
spoil,  but  I  couldn't  force  myself  to  do 
it.  I  felt  aimless  .  .  .  drifting.  I  couldn't 
put  my  mind  to  any  little  task — not 
with  such  bewildering  problems  facing. 
The  strawberries  could  wait.  Irre- 

sistibly my  feet  led  me  back  to  the 
Sissely  housed — only  now  it  was  the 
"Lawrence"  house. 

I  turned  the  key  in  the  lock.  It  stuck. 
That  had  never  happened  before  and 
I  was  strangely  irritated  by  its  obstin- 

acy before  I  finally  made  it  turn. 
As  I  stepped  into  the  hall  I  looked 

about  me  with  practical  eyes.  I  was 
going  to  be  housekeeper  here  and  there 
were  a  million  details  to  be  arranged 
before  the  house  would  be  ready  for 
occupancy.  The  chimneys  would  have 
to  be  cleaned,  I  realized,  and  new  wall- 

paper put  in  the  hall.  "The  stuffing  was 
coming  out  of  one  living-room  chair. 
Electric-light  bulbs,  I  jotted  down  men- 

tally. Candles.  New  kitchen  curtains. 
Call  Mr.  Purley  at  the  village  grocery 
store  and  settle  on  delivery  days.  The 
plumber,  the  butcher,  telephone   

Oh,  I  was  going  to  be  busy!  Too 
busy  to  even  think  about  Don  Law- 

rence and  the  slow,  determined  way  he 
walked,  the  laughter  at  the  back  of  his 
voice,  the  clear,  frank  passion  in  his 
voice  when  he  had  said  he  loved  me. 

With  a  dazed  start,  I  found  I  had 
walked  unseeing  up  the  stairs  to  the 
first  landing,  above  the  hall  fireplace — 
without  realizing  what  I  was  doing. 
And  right  on  the  heels  of  that  came 

another  shock. 
Something  was  missing.  For  the  first 

time  I  had  walked  into  this  house — and 
nothing  had  happened  to  me.  No  quick 
easing  of  the  heart — no  sensation  of 
coming  home — no  lift  of  adventure — no 
quickening  of  affection.  Where  had  it 
gone?  Was  it  because  I  had  stepped 
into  the  new  role  of  housekeeper,  con- 

centrating on  work-a-day  details?  But 
that  wasn't  it — that  didn't  account  for 
the  queer,  brooding  unfriendliness  I 
felt  like  a  curtain  around  me. 

Panic  assailed  me,  as  if  I  had  lost 
something  unbearably  precious  to  me. 

I  slid  my  hand  along  the  bannister. 
It  needs  a  good  coat  of  varnish,  one 
part  of  my  mind  noted — but  the  other 
part  clamored  against  the  cold  imper- 

sonality of  my  touch  on  the  wood. 
The  whole  house  seemed  different. 

Cold,     Withdrawn.     I   walked   a   few 
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steps  upward,  trying  to  banish  this 
sensation. 

It  was  no  good.  Something  had  gone 
out  of  the  house.    Or  out  of  me. 
And  now  I  was  afraid  and  I  knew  I 

had  to  escape  from  here.  Foolishly, 
quickly,  almost  terror-stricken,  I 
turned  and  ran  down  the  stairs.  I  had 
been  up  and  down  these  same  stairs 
nearly  every  day  of  my  life,  yet  now 
I  fumbled — unsure  of  myself.  And  in 
my  headlong  flight,  I  fell. 

I  fell  hard  and  caught  myself  from 
pitching  down  the  entire  length  only 
by  catching  at  the  railing.  aS  it  was 
I  came  down  with  all  my  weight  on 
one  foot  and  just  before  I  lost  con- 

sciousness, I  felt  the  ankle  bone  snap. 
When  I  came  to  pain  was  all  around 

me.  Agony  came  in  shooting  stars 
from  my  twisted  foot.  I  couldn't  move 
because  motion  was  the  signal  for  an- 

other wave  of  pain  from  that  broken 
bone. 

"Don — !"  I  was  crying — absurdly — 
because  of  course  he  couldn't  hear  me. He  was  on  the  train  to  New  York. 
There  was  no  one  here  in  this  house 
to  help  me. 

IT  was  odd,  but  it  was  as  if  there were  three  of  me.  One  Gail  who  was 

lying  there  on  the  steps — all  body — all 
one  piece  of  racking,  constant  pain. 
There  was  another — a  Voice — that 
called  over  and  over  again  for  Don, 
crying  his  name.  And  tnere  was  still 
another  Gail  who  was  detached  from 
the  other  two  and  apart  from  them, 
floating  away, — the  part  of  me  who 
looked  at  what  had  happened  and 
thought  about  it  and  analyzed. 
Don  and  I.  We  had  fallen  in  love. 

I  had  turned  my  back  on  that  love. 
And  now  I  was  remembering  the  things 
he  had  said. 

He   had   certainly   been   right   about 
one   thing.     He   had   said   my   dreams 
were   the   kind   that   isolated   me,   and 
certainly  no  one  could  have  been  more      j 
alone    and   helpless   than   I   was   then.    1 1 

Strangely  enough,  I  wasn't  frightened.   • ! 
It  was  a  serious  situation — I  might  lie 
there  for  days  before  anyone  might  find 
me,  but  I  was  too  busy — in  between  the 
bouts  of  pain  which  every  now  and  then 
took  me  completely  in  their  grip — with 
thoughts  of  Don. 

I  needed  him  so.    I  wanted  him  des- 
perately to  be  with  me  and  take  me 

with  him  and  never  let  me  go.    Not  just 
for  this  moment,  because  I  was  in  dan-  ̂   j 
ger,  but  forever.  }  I 

He  had  said:  "...  I  think  we've  gat 
to  leave  this  house.  .  .  ."  And  he  was 
right.  I  had  known  what  he  meant 

then,  but  I  wouldn't  acknowledge  it. I  was  afraid  to  test  the  strength  of  this 
new  love.  My  feeling  for  the  house 
had  been  a  natural,  simple  affection  but 
it  had  become  so  tangled  up  in  .my 
dreams  it  had  become  the  soft,  un- 

healthy pull  of  extreme  loneliness.  It 
would  be  necessary  to  strip  myself  clear 
of  these  ties,  before  I  was  ready  for 
new  ones,  as  Don  implied. 
Now  the  pain  became  so  intense  I 

was  doubled  up  with  it.  But  it  subsided 
a  little  and  my  mind  went  relentlessly 
on. 
What  difference  could  it  make  that 

I  would  be  living  in  a  cramped  apart- 
ment; in  a  noisy  city?  I  would  be  liv- 

ing! I  would  be  with  Don  and  wher- ever we  were  there  would  be  beauty 

and  grace  and  laughter  and  joy — be- 
cause there  would  be  love.  I  had  out- 

grown my  shell.  That  was  why  the 
house  seemed  so  different  today — it  was 
I  who  had  changed. 

I  was  crying  now  and  calling  Don's 
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name  in  my  frenzy.  There  was  no 

sense  in  it,  but  it  didn't  matter.  The 
pain  was  making  me  a  little  light- 

headed and  Don's  name  was  the  only 
steady  thing  in  the  universe. 

But  I  wasn't  delirious.  For  a  mo- 
ment I  thought  I  was — 

Because  strong  arms  had  gone  around 

me  and  lifted  me  up.  I  hadn't  seen 
him  come  in — 

"Don — ?"  Then  the  terrible  torture 
of  moving  my  foot  blotted  out  every- 

thing else. 
When  I  awakened  I  was  home  and 

lying  on  the  couch.'  Dr.  Fentree  was 
there,  bending  over  me,  and  opposite — 
in  our  old  wing-back  chair — was  Don. 
Then  I  hadn't  dreamed  it!  He  had 
come. 

"There.  How's  that — feel  better 
now?"  Dr.  Fentree  lightly  touched  my 
bandaged  foot  and  drew  the  blanket 
up  around  me.  "You've  got  a  pretty 
bad  ankle  there,  young  lady.  It's  a 
clean  break,  but  you'll  be  staying  off 
it  for  some  time.  I'll  send  someone  up 
here  to  look  after  you  until  you're 

better." 
I  tried  to  thank  him. 

"nON'T  thank  me — ^thank  this  young 
U  man  here.  He  called  me  just  in  time 

— I  was  just  leaving  for  the  hospital. 
Goodbye,  Mr.  Lawrence.  It  was  a  lucky 

thing  you  happened  to  be  around." 
"Goodbye,  sir.  Luck  isn't  the  word 

for  it.  I'll  stay  here  with  Miss  Hamil- 
ton until  the  nurse  comes." 

The  doctor  nodded  his  approval  and 
left. 

I  looked  up  at  Don  and  what  I  wanted 
to  say  must  have  been  there  to  read  in 
my  eyes,  because  he  came  and  bent 
over  me. 

"Gail—" 
"How  did  you  find  me?  I  thought  you 

had  gone  back  to  New  York." His  face  seemed  leaner  and  there 
were  smudges  of  fatigue  under  his  eyes. 
"I  almost  did.  I  tried  to  go — ^at  least 
I  thought  I  was  trying.  But  when  I 
missed  one  train,  and  then  another,  and 
then  another — me,  who  never  misses 
trains  or  loses  track  of  the  time — I 
knew  I  couldn't  leave.  You  were  still 
here,  Gail,  and  that  was  unfinished 
business.  And— besides — that  darn 

house  was  haunting  me." 
"And  you  came  to  the  house  and 

found  me." "No.  I  went  to  the  cottage.  I  swore 
I  wouldn't  set  foot  in  that  house  again. 
But  I  heard  you  calling  my  name  and 

I  searched  until  I  found  you." 
"It  was  so  different  today,  Don.  The 

house  was  so  empty  and  cold — I  was 

frightened  in  it." He  smiled  down  at  me  and  touched 

his  hand  to  my  cheek.  "It  wasn't  emp- 
ty, darling.  You  were.  Just  as  I  was 

at  the  railway  station.  When  two 

people  fall  in  love  they  aren't  ever complete  again  without  each  other. 
The  house  was  just  the  same,  but  your 

dreams  had  changed.  That  is — "  and  he 
grinned — "I  hope  they  have." Happiness  was  a  sweet  and  ppwerful 
surge,  completely  obliterating  the 
drugged  pain  of  my  foot.  The  hypo- 

dermic Dr.  Fentree  had  given  me  was 

making  me  drowsy.  "I  have,  Don. 
Honestly.  I  thought  this  was  my  se- 

curity and  I  was  afraid  to  go  away." 
Faintly,  from  far  away,  I  heard  him 

whisper  and  felt  his  lips  on  my  cheek. 
.  .  .  "I'll  be  here  when  you  wake  up, 
Gail.    I'll  always  be  here." And  then  I  drifted  off — but  not  to 
some  unknown  place.  I  knew  I  ̂ yas 
really  coming  home.  There  was  no 
more  make-believe,   . 
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$1  Christmas  Assortments  pays  you  $25  cash    " extra  profits  from  complete  line  22  different  ^  _ 
ments;  DeLuxe  Stationery.   Also  get  FREE  SampI 
of  name-  imprinted  Christmas  Cards  at  60  for  " 
and  25  for  $1  retail.  Get  21-card  box  on  approval 

PHILLIPS  CARD  CO.  ">N"e";3folr.Srss 

.  Easy^ 

SI, 
SEMO  FOJI 

MMPLES  NOW 

Freckles 
Write  for  FREE  BEAUTY  FOLDER 
•  It  tells  a  delightful  story  about  Still- 
man's  Freckle  Cream.    More  than  just 
a  freckle  cream  . .  makes  skin  lighter   
feel  softer,  smoother.  Over  32,000,000 
jars  have  been  purchased 
at  drug  and  cosmetic 
counters  in  the  last 
half  century. 

A  postal  card 
brings  you  this 
interesting  story. 
THE  STILLMAN  CO 
Dept.  C         AURORA,  ILL. 

Use 
aocm-din^ 

to  direc- tions 

1889 

FRECKLE Ct»11  ,\  freckle 
ofiiimans)  CREAM 

Fresh  From  the  Sea 
(Continued  from  page  50) 

each  hollow  with  oysters,  top  with 
buttered  crumbs  and  sprinkle  with 
paprika.  Return  to  oven  and  bake  until 
crumbs  are  browned  (about  15  min- utes). 

Oysters  in  Bread  Cases 
4  tbls.  butter  or  margarine 

Vs   cup  flour 
Yz  tsp.  salt Pinch  pepper 

1  cup  milk  ♦ 
Vs  tsp.  salt Va  pint  oysters,  chopped 
1/2  pint  oysters,  whole Bread  cases 

Make  white  sauce  of  butter,  flour, 

salt,  pepper  and  milk.  Add  Worcester- shire sauce  and  chopped  oysters  and 
mix  well.  Turn  into  bread  cases  and 
bake  in  450  degree  oven  until  bread  is 
well  browned  (about  15  minutes). 
While  they  are  baking,  brown  the 
whole  oysters  under  the  broiler  flame, 
allowing  about  2  minutes  for  each  side. 
Place  broiled  oysters  over  oyster  mix- 

ture in  bread  cases  and  garnish  with 
chopped  parsley  before  serving.  To 
make  bread  cases,  cut  day-old  bread 
into  IVa  inch  slices.  Trim  off  crusts  and 
hollow  out  center  (reserve  trimmings 
for  breadcrumbs  for  futinre  use)  to 
make  baking  shell.  Brush  inside  and 
out  with  melted  butter  or  margarine 
before  filling  with  oyster  mixture. 

Oysters  Indienne 
1 
4 

IV2 

pint  oysters 

tbls.  butter  * tbls.  flour 
Milk 
Pinch  pepper 

Pinch  salt 
Vi  tsp.  curry  powder 

Drain  oysters  and  saute  lightly  in 
butter  until  edges  begin  to  curl.  Re- 

move oysters  and  place  on  warm  plate. 
Add  flour  to  butter  in  saucepan  and 
cook  ever  low  flame,  stirring  to  smooth 
paste.  Add  sufficient  milk  to  oyster 
liquid  to  make  1  cup,  add  to  flour  mix- 

ture together  with  salt,  pepper  and 
curry  powder  and  cook  slowly,  stirring 
constantly,  until  sauce  is  thickened  and 
smooth.  Add  oysters  and  heat  thor- 

oughly. Serve  with  boiled  rice  or 
noodles. 

Oyster  Casserole 
1  pint  oysters 
1  package  egg  noodles 
4  tbls.  butter 
3  tbls.  flour 
2  cups  milk 
1  tbls.  each  minced  parsely,  pimiento 

(optional) 3  tbls.  grated  Italian  style  cheese 

Cook  noodles  (the  broad  egg  noodles 
are  best  for  this  recipe)  according  to 
directions  on  the  package.  Blanche 
under  cold  running  water  and  set  aside. 
Simmer  the  oysters  in  their  own  liquor 
until  the  edges  curl  slightly.  While  oys- 

ters are  simmering,  melt  butter,  stir  in 
flour  to  make  a  smooth  paste.  Season  to 
taste.  Add  milk  and  cook,  stirring  con- 

stantly, until  a  smooth  sauce  is  formed. 
Alternate  layers  of  oysters  and  noodles 
in  a  buttered  casserole.  Stir  parsley  and 
pimiento  into  sauce  and  pour  over  the 
oysters  and  noodles.  Sprinkle  with 
grated  cheese.  Bake  in  a  moderate  oven 
until  heated  through  and  browned  on 
top — half  to  three-quarters  of  an  hour. 

You  probably  will  not  have  any  left- 
over oysters  after  serving  one  of  these 

dishes,  but  if  you  have,  try  using  left- 
over fried  oysters  in  bread  stuffing  for 

chicken,  and  also  chopped  and  blended 
with  chopped  hard-cooked  egg  and 
sweet  pickle  relish  to  make  sandwich fillings. 

u n 
Now  She  Shops 
Cash  And  Carry 

Without  Painful  Backache    '* Many  sufferers  relieve  nagsinK  backache  auickly, 
once  they  discover  that  the  real  cause  of  their  trouble 
may  be  tired  kidneys. 

The  kidneys  are  Nature's  chief  way  of  taking  th^ excess  acids  and  waste  out  of  the  blood.  They  help! 
most  people  pass  about  3  pints  a  day.  | 

When  disorder  of  kidney  function  permits  Poison.' 
ous  matter  to  remain  in  your  blood,  it  may  cause  nag.* 
ging  backache,  rheumatic  pains,  leg  pains,  loss  of  pep* 
and  energy,  getting  up  nights,  swelling,  puffinesa 
under  the  eyes,  headaches  and  dizziness.  Frequent  ort 
scanty  passages  with  smarting  and  burning  some.4 
times  shows  there  is  something  wrong  with  youn 
kidneys  or  bladder.  I 

Don't  wait !  Ask  your  druggist  for  Doan's  PillsJ 
a  stimulant  diuretic,  used  successfully  by  milliona 
for  over  40  years.  Doan's  give  happy  relief  and  will help  the  15  miles  of  kidney  tubes  flush  out  poisoiui 

OU3  waste  from  your  blood.  Get  Doan's  Pills.  i 

WHOLE  WHEAT 
Macaroni  &  Spaghetti 
makes  dozens  of  tasty, 

appetizing  dishes,  rich 
in  food  value,  at  very 
moderate  cost.  Send  no 

money  for  six  large  12 
oz.  packages,  3  of  each, 
with  tested  recipes. 

Pay  postman  $1. 
plus  i>ostage. 

VULCAN   HEALTH   FOODS  CO. 
2101-B   Morris  Ave.,   Birmingham,  Ala. 

Special  quantity 

prices  to  stores. 

im/wLp. 
Free  Booklet— The  Marvel  Co.,  11  East  St..  New  Haven,  Ct. 

>|___|j>     Tiny    Pocket    Size NtW  R lADIO! 

^llpB 

r   pocket  or    purse — Wt. 
Complete  READY  TO PLAY  a3  nhoH-n  with  self  contained 

phone  for  personal  uae.  Beautiful  black 
8ih  er  plaatic  oaae.  Has  patented  fixed rry^lal-Snde  Turing  Dial!  NO  TUBES. 
BATTERIES  OR  ELECTRIC  PLUG 

IS  REQUIRED.  USUALLY  RE- 
CEIVES LOCAL  BROADCASTS  with- 

out  outside   aerial   wirea. 

GUARANTEED    TO    WORK 

:ed  and  used  according  to  id et ructions.  Can  be  used  ia 
),  hotela,  cabins,  in  bed  after  hours,  etc. 

(cash,  money  order,  check)  and  pay- 
postman  $2.99  plus  delivery  fees  onar- 

send  $3-99  for  postpaid  delivery.  IDEAL  GIFT  FOR 
CHILDREN'  OR  ADULTS  ALIKE!  Get  your  PA-EETTE 
RADIO  NOW  for  real  enjoyment.  Dealers  in  moet  cities. 
Pa-Kette  Electric  Co.,   Dept.   Mrw-9,   Kearney,   Nebraska 

SEND  ONLY  $1.00 

SOQUICK-SOEASY with  these  omazing  now 

SCHOOLGIRL 
CURLERS 
Pliably  flat  rubber  curliag  disa  ̂ ve  bair 
body . . .  make  soft  full  waves.  Sleep  la 
'em . . .  wear  under  bathing  cap !  Strand  of 

hair  (wet  or  dr;')  slips  into  self-locklog 

cutler,  rolls  Sai  against  scalp,  Cao't  break hair.  Good  for  cmldren.  Get  yours  today! 

Als9  In  tmalltr  tlu  for  shoit  train 

Stgkf  OCik  A'  09pt^  Drvg  <  CAafii 

lUr  £«|C  SrorM«0MvryParfo» 
'-J  U--^  CLAIRE  ALTMAN.  INC  •  DETROIT 

High  School  Course 
at  Home 

Many  Finish  in  2  Years 
kS  rapidly  as  your  time  and  abQities  permit-  Equivalent  to  reai- 
School  work — prepares    for    college    entrance    eiama.    Standard 

S.  texts  supplied.   Diploma  awarded.  Credits  for  H.  S.  oubjeota 
.  .mpleted.  Single  subjects  if  desired.  Ask  for  Free  Bulletin. 

>  American  School, DeoLH-692.  Drexel  at  S8th,Chica9«37 



Hotv'd  r^ 

like  to  ho
ld 

hands  zvt
th 
VAN 

JOHNSON? 

September  Photoplay  brings  you  the  unusual  story 

of  a  woman  who  not  only  held  Van's  hand — but 
read  his  palm  at  the  same  time!  This  world- 
famous  palmist  makes  a  startling  prediction  for 

Van's  future.  And  you  can  read  all  about  it  in  the 
new  September  Photoplay. 

Read  "VAN— HANDS  DOWN' 
by  Mme.  Margaret  Mamlok 

NOW  you  can  meet  Cornel  Wilde  through  the 
eyes  of  his  wife,  lovely  Patricia  Knight.  Pat  gives 
the  low-down  on  married  life  with  your  screen 
hero  .  .  .  tells  of  their  breathtaking  courtship, 
their  ups  and  downs  since  marriage,  and  their, 
spectacular  plans  for  the  future. 

Read    "IT'S    LIKE    THIS    TO    BE    MRS.    CORNEL 

WILDE"   ,.   by  Pat  Knight 

September  Photoplay  brings  you  more  behind-the- 
scenes  features  on  Jane  Russell,  Alan  Ladd,  Jen- 

nifer Jones,  British-born- James  Mason,  Olivia  de 
Havilland,  Mark  Stevens,  Lucille  Ball,  Bing  Crosby, 
Shirley  Temple,  Don  de  Fore  and  many  other  film 
favorites. 

PLUS  thrilling,  four-color  pin-up  pictures  of 
Jane  Russell,  the  Cornel  Wildes,  Esther  Williams, 
Alan  Ladd,  Lucille  Ball,  Van  Johnson,  Jennifer 
Jones,  Mark  Stevens,  Lana  Turner  and  Diana  Lynn. 

AND  five  pages  of  fetching  fall  fashions  modelled 
by  Olivia  de  Havilland  and  Paulette  Goddard. 

SEPTEMBER 

PHOTOPLAY 

IS  ON  SALE 

NOW! 

GET  Y01JR  COPY  TODAY! 

Life  Can  Be 
Beautiful 

(Continued  from  page  49) 

past  and  my  greatest  desire  is  to  in 
some  way  become  able  to  give  her 
every  thing  that  will  keep  her  thinking 
that  life  can  be  beautiful  under  most 
any  circumstances. 

L.  F. 
And  here  are  other  letters  I  consider 

so  universal  in  appeal  that  I  wanted  to 
share  them  with  you.  To  the  writers  of 
each  of  these,  Radio  Mirror  has  sent  a 
check  for  fifteen  dollars. 

The  Friendly  Road 

Dear  Papa  David: 
A  cold,  hungry  night  was  lowering 

over  the  Wyoming  plains.  My  husband 
and  I  were  shivering  figures  alongside 
a  lonesome  grey  highway. 

This  was  a  depression  year  and  we 
were  hitch-hiking  from  California  to 
Minnesota.  We  had  three  dimes  and 
a  cent  when  we  left  the  sunny  state, 
and  a  suitcase  and  my  pet  turtle  in  a 

jar. 

Rides  were  few  and  far  between,  and 
jobs,  hence  food,  almost  non-existent. 
For  the  last  day  and  a  half  we  had 
nothing  to  eat.  Now  with  another 
strange  night  pressing  down,  our  hearts 
were  as  empty  as  our  stomachs. 

At  the  sound  of  a  lone  car  we  scarcely 
glanced  up,  and  then  to  our  amazement 
it  stopped.  It  proved  to  be  an  old 
one-seater  and  behind  the  wheel  was 
an  enormous  man  in  a  cowboy  hat. 

He  touched  it  most  politely  and  then 
in  a  western-story  drawl  said,  "Howdy, 

folks." 
He  asked  us  where  we  were  bound 

for  and  our  prospects  for  the  night. 
He  invited  us  to  his  two-room  cabin  a 
few  miles  down  the  highway  and  a  little 
off  the  main  road.  You  can  be  sure  we 
gladly  accepted.  There  was  a  simplicity 
and  kindness  to  the  giant  that  I  shall 
never  forget. 
He  cooked  us  a  meal  that  strained 

our  seams  to  bursting  and  served  it  to 
us  as  though  we  were  royalty.  A  man. 
of  a  few  words,  he  treated  me  with  a 
quiet  courtesy  that  was  most  flattering 
as  I  considered  my  sun-burned  visage 
and  travel-stained  dungarees. 
The  comfortable  bunk  with  clean 

blankets  was  more  wonderful  than  we 
imagined  a  bed  could  be.  It  was  our 
first  night  indoors  since  California. 

The  next  morning  an  immense  break- 
fast, and  then  a  ride  to  the  highway  in 

the  battered  old  car.  In  his  cheerful 
"so-long"  we  found  fresh  encourage- 

ment and  we  watched  him  out  of  sight, 
and  the  long  road  ahead  assumed  a 
friendlier  aspect. 

Mrs.  W.  G.  S. 

Someone   In   Need   ' 
Dear  Papa  David: 

As  my  life  has  been  too  long  to  write 
my  full  story  I  will  start  at  sixty-four. 
At  this  age,  I  lost  my  husband  and  my 
business.  My  only  child,  a  son,  wanted 
to  marry  a  widow  three  years  his  senior 
with  two  girls,  three  and  five  years  old. 
I  had  always  worked  hard  and  enjoyed 
It.  My  husband's  health  failed  him  and 
he  did  not  earn  a  dollar  in  ten  years.  I 
organized  a  business  in  my  home  which 
was  beautiful  and  very  fascinating,  and 
brought  in  a  fine  income  for  seven 
years.  I  enjoyed  every  minute  of  this 
work  but  as  time  wore  on  my  husband 
grew  worse,  requiring  more  of  my  time, 
until  I  had  to  give  up  the  work  com- 

pletely and  care  for  him  until  he  died. 

J  e  ach 

WhlLc 

Supply  y 

RAIN  HOODy 
Thrillintj    Now  Shccntcx/ 

1007.  waterproof/ LOOK  AT 
THESE 

FEATURES 
No  rain  or  shower  can  bother 

you  when  you  have  one  of  these 
smart,  new  KAIN  CAFES  tail- 

ored of  amazing  Sheentex  Plas- 
tic material.  Nothing  like  it  ever 

before.  Protects  your  hat,  head, 
shoulders  from  getting  wet. 
Ideal  all-year  'round  garment. 
Folds  easily.  Fits  purse  or  pock- et. Forever  handy.  Its  beauty 
and  great  utility  value  will  make 
you  prize  it. SEND  NO   MONEY 

Just  mail  your  name  and  ad- 
dress where  to  ship  your  beauti- 

ful RAIN  CAFE.    We'll  do  so  at 
once.  Deposit  $1.00  with  postman,  plus  C.O.D.  postage. 
OE  SEND  $1.00  AND  WE'LL  PAY  POSTAGE.  Keep 
BAIN  CAPE  5  days,  if  not  delighted  with  it.  return 
for  full  refund.  But  don't  delay  ordering  as  supply is  limited. 

LE     BETTE    PRODUCTS    Oept.   b/  Chicago*^22«   111.' 

lOOo/o  Rainproofl 

Light  Weight- But  Tough  &  Dur. able!  Practically 

Age  Proof!  Will 
Not  Crack  Or 
Peel!  Stain  Proof —  Mud.  Slush. 

Even  Ink  Washes Off  With  Damp 

Cloth!  Generously 

Cut.  Covers  En- tire Shou  Id  ers 
and  Chest.  Silver 

Gray. 

^     *  ..«!lv  attrcictive 

is  nsiSlSly  " 

Thousands  of 
leading  hair 

stylists  use  it 

professionally. 

POMATEX  is  a  delicate  ALL  PURPOSE 

dressing  for  keeping  your  hair  always  well 
groomed.  It  glorifies  all  types  of  hair-dos, 
maintaining  natural  softness.  Ends  fuzziness, 
keeps  hair  in  place,  makes  combing  easier, 
waxes  last  longer.  Adds  life,  lustre  to  dull, 
dry  hair.  Non-greasy,  no  sticky  after  use.  Is 
beneficial  tohair  and  scalp.  Effective  for  men 
and  children,  too!  If  not  obtainable  at  local 

drug,  dep't.  store  or  beauty  shop,  mail 
coupon  NOW.  You'll  like  POMATEX. 

\  Monlru-for-Beauly,  160— 5lh  Ave.,  New  York     H 
|l     Please  send  me  large  size  Jar  of  POMATEX  | 
II   Enclosed  is  SI.  You  pay  postage  and  tax.         L ....  Send  C.O.D.  I  wtll  pay  postman  on  receipt  I 

il  plus  postage  and  tax.  ' 
I  Name   l" 
I  Address   •  •  •  •  r 
City    State . 

LL 

JJ 
91 

■I 



YOU  rm,mt&^^ 

Now  it*s  so  easy  to  keep 
hair  lovely  always.  Cany 

this  clever  6-iach  purse- 
size  Nylon  Brush  aod 
Tail  Comb  combinadon 

everywhere  you  go.  Use 
Nylon  bristles  to  freshen 
any  bair-do  instantly; 
rattail  to  whisk  stray  end 
curls  into  place  in  a  jiffy. 

WELL  KNOWN 

NEW  YORK  MODEL 

V'^'ONLY  J 

by  Phillips 
•  loins  a  Curt  Brush  and  a  Rattail  into  one  supremely  use* 

ful  tool  for  hair-do  beauty. 

•  whisks  end  curls  so  neatly  into  place. 

•  freshens  and  tidies  any  hair-do  so  quickly   ond  easily. 

•  is  so  conveniently  easy  to  use  and  to  carry— purse  size, 
only  6-inches  long. 

We  want  you  to  know  the  great  convenience  of 
this  useful  aid  to  hair  beauty,  and  how  it  can  help 

you  keep  any  hair-do  always  lovely.  It's  small  oo purpose,  so  you  can  tuck  it  away  in  your  purse. 

SEND   NO  money! 
you'll  say  it's  worth  its  weight  in  gold.  We  ship C.O.D.  at  $1.25  each  plus  postage  on  Satisfaction 

or  Money  Back  Guarantee.  Get  one.  You'll  thank 
us  over  and  over.  Colors:  pastel  shades  of  pink, 
blue,  green,  amethyst,  clear.  Order  today. 

PHIUIFS  IRUSH  CORP.  ■  l1ILSI.aiIrAn.,amland,Oklo  •  DirT.MG4 

My  dealer  is  out  of  stock.  Please  send   Beauty  Brushes 
C-O.  D.  at  $1.25  each  plus  postage.  OD  Moaey-Back  Guarantee; 
<or  enclose  payment  and  we  pay  postage.  Same  Guarantee.) 

(     )  pink    (     )  blue    (     )  green     (     )  amethyst    (     )  clear 

NAME       „       

ADDRESS   _        i 

CIIY   Zone   STATE   

SMART  SIMULATED 

DIAMOND  RINGS 
$1.95  both  for 
You  will  love  to  wear  these 
Deautlful  En^ag'ement  and  Wed- ding lines,  set  with  sparkling: 
simulated  diamonds,  a  perfect 
reproduction  of  genuine  diamond 
rings.  You  may  have  the  Vings 
In  yellow  Gold-Plate  or  Sterling Silver. 

Send  No  Money 
Just  send  name,  address  and  ring 
size.  PayPostman  on  delivery  plus 
20%   Federal   Tax   and   postage charges. 

CLARK  RING  CO..  Dept.  399.  Box  5151,  Chieacie 

92 

When  my  son  married  that  left  me 
completely  out  in  the  world.  I  could 
not  live  with  him  as  he  only  made  a 
small  salary.  I  used  to  spend  sleepless 
nights  wondering  how  this  would  ever 
end.  One  night  I  walked  to  the  win- 

dow and  looked  out  at  the  beautiful 
stars  above  and  below.  They  were  glit- 

tering in  the  dark  waters  of  the  river 
at  the  back  of  the  house.  I  thought  to 
myself  down  there  would  be  an  easy 
way  out  of  all  this,  but  the  beautifiil 
stars  overhead  looked  so  happy.  They 

seemed  to  say,  "No,  no,  there  is  more 
in  life  for  you."  Then  as  I  turned  my 
head  there  was  Jupiter,  my  birth  star, 
shining  in  all  its  glory.  Somehow  this 
filled  my  very  soul  with  hope. 
A  few  days  later  I  heard  where  I 

could  get  a  job  in  an  institution  in  an- other state.  I  wrote  and  within  ten 
days  I  was  on  a  fine  job  at  $50.00  per 
month  plus  board,  laundry,  room,  medi- 

cal expenses  and  vacation  with  pay. 
I  worked  there  ten  years,  then  retired 
with  a  pension  to  a  home  I  bought  dur- 

ing that  time.  I  rented  out  two  apart- 
ments and  was  so  happy. 

Then  the  war  came.  The  govern- 
ment requested  all  surplus  rooms  to  be 

given  to  the  defense  workers  at  the 
shipyard  in  that  town.  I  packed  myself 
up  into  a  porch  room  and  gave  up  my 
part  of  the  house,  but  I  found  the  work 
too  hard  for  me  at  seventy-six,  so  I 
gave  up  the  whole  house  to  the  renters 
and  fled  to  the  mountains  to  spend  life 
more  quietly.  I  liked  it  so  well  I  bought 
a  home  out  here  and  later  sold  the  one 
on  the  coast. 

I  am  eighty  now.  I  enjoy  my  home 
and  do  all  my  own  work  and  play  with 
the  chickens.  I  have  willed  all  my  real 
estate  and  savings  to  the  disabled 
soldiers  and  it  makes  life  seem  beauti- 

ful to  know  after  I  am  gone  I  can  at 
least  help  someone  in  need  and  make 
them  happy.  So  good  night,  Papa  David. M.  L.  W. 

A   Fifty- Year-Old   Memory 
Dear  Papa  David: 

Did  you  ever  ride  in  a  Tally-Ho — a 
great  big  yellow  Tally-Ho — drawn  by 
six  big  fine  white  horses?  I  did  when 

I"  was  ten  years  old.  It  was  like  this: I  lived  in  Memphis,  Tennessee.  The 
biggest  department  store  there  at  that 
time  sponsored  a  Tally-Ho  ride  home 
for  their  shoppers  one  day.  My  little 
friend  and  I  saw  the  Tally-Ho  with 
box  car  letters  on  the  side:  "Free  ride 
in  the  Tally-Ho  for  shoppers."  We  had a  nickel  each  so  we  walked  to  the 
store  and  bought  a  five  cent  handker- 

chief a  piece.  We  held  up  the  hand- 
kerchiefs and  went  up  to  the  floor 

walker  and  said,  "We  have  been  shop- 
ping and  want  to  ride  home  in  the 

Tally-Ho." "All  right,"  he  said  and  carried  us 
back  through  the  store  to  the  office. 
Everyone  we  passed  was  laughing. 
When  the  Tally-Ho  arrived  we  were 

the  only  passengers  going  out  just  then. 
Gallantly,  we  were  helped  in  the  Tally- 
Ho.  The  driver  laughed  all  the  way  as 
he  cracked  the  whip  over  the  horses. 

Lillian  lived  #next  door  and  imagine 
our  folks  as  they  saw  the  Tally-Ho 
stop  and  put  us  out  at  the  gate!  It 
was  the  greatest  thrill  of  our  lives, 
which  I  have  not  forgotten  even  though 
half  a  century  has  passed. 

Miss  B.  J.  O. 

A  Life  Re-created 
Dear  Papa  David: 

I  live  very  near  an  Army  hospital, 
which  is  one  of  the  largest  hospitals  in 
the  East  for  amputations  and  plastic 
surgery.     When  I  first  started  visiting 
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HEADACHE  POWDER 

WITHOUT  A  DELAY 
"BC"  for  quick  ralitf 

from  HEADACHES 

NEURALGIC 
PAINS  AND 
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ACHES— 10«!  ami  25({ 
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STAMMER? 
This  new  128-page  book,  "Stammering,  Its  Cause  J 
and  Correction,"  describes  tlie  Bogue  Unit  Method  / 
for  scientific  correction  of  stammering  and  stut-/ 
tertng — successful  for  45  years.  BenJ.  N.  Bogue, 
Dept.  1187,  Circle  Tower.  Indianapolit  4,  Ind. 

C^IT^ggMB^    Take  easy,  profitableorders  for ^^rf^^^^^^^^^Hand  Processed  Cbristmaa  aflsortment, 

Religioaa  and  Everyday  cards.  Friends,  re- 
'iT/i'^v  latives, business peoplebnyonsigbt.  Noex- '   '-^  "perience  needed— makecallBeparetimeorfall 

.time.  Boost eaminsrs with 60 for$l and 25 forSl 
i^,.     f»^  Name-Imprinted  Christnias  cards.  Send  name 
<Y//  \^  for  samples  today.  COLONIALSTUDIOS.  Inc. '7  '     ̂ ^  642  S.  Summer  St.,  D«pt.29->«.  Motyolio.  M««». 
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nesative  or  snapshot  tenr  slse)  and  receive  joar 
enfarsement,  Knacanteea  fadeless,  on  be&atifal 
double-welBnt  portrait  quality  paper.  Far 
postman  67c  ploa  postage— or  send  59c  with 

order  ajid  we  par  postaffo.  Tkke  advantaire  of  this  t "*■■'***  r  offar  now* Sand  your  pliotos  today. 
PROFESSIONAL  ART   STUDIOS 
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/0orR/D  OF  "1 
NADIHOLA'S  4-WAY  ACTION 

HELPS  AMAZINGLY  TO  COMBAT 

UGLY  BLACKHEADS,  EXTERNALLY- 
CAUSED  PIMPLES.  DARK  DULL  SKIN 

One  glance  may  kill  romance — if  your  skin  is  dark,  dull 
or  needlessly  blemished  1  That's  why  thousands  of 
girls  and  women  trust  to  Nadinola  Cream,  the  clini- 

cally-proved 'l-way  treatment  cream.  Quickly,  gently, 
Nadinola  helps  to  loosen  and  remove  ugly  blackheads 
— to  clear  up  externally  caused  pimples — to  fade 
freckles — to  lighten,  brighten  and  freshen  your  skin  to 
creamier  loveliness.  See  for  yourself  what  Nadinola 
can  do  in  days — what  wonders  it  works  in  weeksl  Full 
treatment-sire  jar  of  Nadinola  Cream  just  SSc.  with 

money-back  guarantee;  trial  jar.  10c.  Also — 

*Uii3J  SEND  FOR  ILLUSTRATED  BOOKIET  I 
,  NADINOLA,  Dept.  27,  Paris,  Tennessee  , 
^        Send  me  free  and  postpaid  your  new  deluxe  edi-      » 

tion  Beauty  Booldet,  richly  printed  in  full  color.  " •  with  actual  photographs  and  awom  proof  of  the  • 
•  wonderful  results  from  just  one  jar  at  Nadinola.  • 
•  Name    ^ 
_    Address    « 

•  City   State    « 



Now  You  Can  Have 

Twice  as  Many  Hats 

and  at  ̂'Pin-Money" Prices! 

IT'S  TRUE!  Now  you  can  have  more  new  hats  than 
you  ever  dreamed  of  for  such  perfectly  ridiculous 
amounts  as  only  60c,  90c,  $1.30  eachl  Stunning, 
gorgeous  creations  that  will  lend  so  much  sparkle 
and  glamor  to  your  wardrobe  that  you'll  be  the 
envy  of  every  woman  in  your  crowd  I  Hats  for 
every  day,  for  every  occasion.  And  not  the  "bargain- 
basement"  sort  of  hats — but  hats  you  will  truly  be 
iroud  to  wear — that  will  make  a  world  of  difference 
ill  your  appearance  and  personality! 

Vou  make  them  yourself  I  Even  if  you've  never 
tried  making  a  hat  before  you  can  now  with  the 
help  of  Vee  Powell's  book  "How  to  Make  and  Trim 
Your  Own  Hats."  Shows  you  just  how  to  go  about 
it,  practically  stitch  by  stitch — how  to  cut,  block — 
and  you  make  your  own  blocks  too — how  to  fit,  how 
to  trim  and  how  to  top  it  all  off  with  that  intricate 
t.rofessional-looking  veil!  This  book  will  delight 
:  ou,  because  by  following  its  easy,  simple,  fully 
illustrated  directions,  you  just  can't  fail.  This  book 
also  tells  you  how  to  make  over  old  hats  which  is 
a  great  money  saver. 

.  .  .  and  Bags,  too!  Add  a  bag  to  match  each 
:ostume.  This  book  tells  you  how  to  make  them! 

Don't  Delay — order  your  copy  TODAY  of  "How 
to  Make  and  Trim  Your  Own  Hats."  Sent  postpaid. 

Over  7"xlO" ill  sise.  Packed 

with  illustra- 
tions and  dia- 

grams to  help 

you. 
Mailed  to  you 

postpaid 

W,. 

J 
H^ 

Hov, 
to  Make 
and  Trim 
Your  Owii 
^  HATS 

"A 

ONLY 

$^00 Bartholomew  House  Inc.,  Dept.  RM-946 
205  East  42ncl  St.,  New  York  17,  N.  Y. 

->end  me  postpaid  a  copy  of  "How  to  Make  and 
.rim  Your  Own  Hats."  I  enclose  $1.00. 

Name . 
Please  Print  Name  and  Address 

Street. 

City. State . 

the  hospital  I  ■would  only  go  as  far  as 
the  recreation  room — fear,  if  nothing 
else,  tugged  at  my  heartstrings. 

One  day  when  I  felt  rather  blue  I 
wandered  over  to  the  record  player  and 

started  playing  "Clair  de  Lune."  I 
must  have  been  there  a  good  five  min- 

utes when  suddenly  I  heard  someone 

say  in  a  heavenly  voice — "That  song  is 
almost  as  pretty  as  you."  Knowing 
that  I  certainly  was  no  pin-up  girl  I 
whirled  around  to  thank  the  "voice" 
for  such  a  sweet  compliment.  I  could 
hardly  believe  my  eyes — there  stood  a 
tall  sturdy  man.  It  was  impossible  to 
even  guess  his  age,  but  he  was  a  hor- 

rible looking  character  if  ever  I  saw 
one.  One  ear  was  missing,  his  face 
was  so  badly  burned  that  all  his  fea- 

tures were  distorted.  He  had  no  eye- 
lashes or  eyebrows.  "  And  as  my  eyes left  his  face  they  wandered  to  his 

hands  which  weren't  even  there.  It 
must  have  been  only  a  moment  which 
truly  seemed  like  hours  that  I  excused 
myself  as  properly  as  possible  and  made 
my  way  to  the  ladies  lounge.  I  sat 
down  and  cried  and  cried.  Then  I  sat 
up  and  gritted  my  teeth  and  made  up 
my  mind  that  I  was  acting  very  stupid 
as  a  USO  hostess.  I  powdered  my  face 
and  thought,  suppose  my  own  brother 
came  home  that  way? 
Again  I  made  my  way  back  to  the 

recreation  room  and  walked  directly 
over  to  Bill.  We  talked  about  things 
in  general  and  finally  he  dug  out  some 
pictures  of  himself  before  the  war.  He 
was  truly  a  handsome  youth,  and  my 
heart  ached  for  him.  He  was  very 
wary  about  dancing  but  after  a  lot  of 
diplomacy  on  my  part  we  went  into  a 
small  ante-room  and  danced.  He  put 
his  handless  arm  around  my  waist  and 
I  put  my  cheek  near  his  face.  We  got 
along  famously  after  that.  Neither  of 
us  was  interested  in  the  other  romanti- 

cally, but  I  was  very  pleased  with  my- 
self knowing  that  I  had  helped  him. 

That  same  year  I  was  elected  May 
Queen  of  the  USO — not  for  looks  alone 
but  for  personality  as  well  which  I 
certainly  acquired  from  Bill.  My  only 
problem  was  who  to  choose  for  king 
opposite  me.  I  weighed  the  thoughts 
in  my  mind — could  I  ask  Bill  or  would 
he  think  I  was  being  sympathetic?  He 
always  called  me  his  superior  officer. 

So  one  day  I  said,  "Bill,  are  you  still 
under  my  command?"  He  bowed  and 
answered  without  hesitation,  "Yes, 
Your  Highness."  I  knew  that  it  would 
be  easy  from  there  on.  The  night  of 
the  procession  things  went  off  wonder- fully. 

Bill  is  now  discharged;  I  used  to 
give  him  a  little  pep  talk  every  night 
before  an  operation.  Sometimes  he 

would  say,  "What's  the  use — they  can't 
improve  this  ugly  mug."  But  if  people 
could  see  him  as  I've  seen  him  they'd realize  just  what  plastic  surgery  means. 
Bill  is  a  different  person — mentally  as 
well  as  physically.  He  was  in  love  with 
a  very  wonderful  girl  from  his  home 
town — I  corresponded  with  her  from 
the  time  I  knew  Bill  and  would  give 
her  the  low-down  on  his  progress  so 
she  would  know  just  what  to  expect. 

Just   this   week   I   received   a   letter 
from  Bill  as  well  as  an  invitation  to 
his  forthcoming  marriage.     Every   bit 
of  goodness  in  me  goes  out  to  them. 

Miss  M.  V.  M. 

A  Courageous  Step 
Dear  Papa  David: 
My  husband  operated  an  appliance 

and  service  business  in  a  small  northern 
town.  His  health  was  very  bad,  and  the 
strain  kept  him  continually  exhausted 
and  nervous,  imtil  finally  it  looked  to 

Exclusive! 

Suede-Cloth 

SPORTS 
JACKET 

A  glamorous  hip 
length  sports  jacket 

expertly  tailored 

with  roomy  semi- bellows  pockets, 

rayon  yoke  lining, 
and  distinctive 
saddle  stitching  on 

collar  and  pockets. 
Looks  expensive — much  more  than  the  low 
price!  Just  the  jacket  for  sport  or  utility  wear. 
Can  be  worn  smartly  with  blouse,  sweater, 
slacks  or  skirts. 

Comes  in  lovely  shades:  dusty  blue,  nile  green, 

maroon,  tan.  Sizes  are:  Small  (10-12),  Medium 
(14-16),  Large  (18-20).  Specify  size  and 
color  on  your  order. 

We'll  ship  your  order  on  a  C.O.D.  deposit 
of  $1.00,  or  you  can  save  C.O.D.  charges  by 
sending  $7.50  with  your  order,  plus  25c 

postage. 
GORDON,  Mail  Order  DeptM 

434  N.  GAY  STREET 

BALTIMORE  2,  MARYLAND 

Astoandine  values  with  name 
imprinted.  16  beautiful  box  as- sortments of  Christmas  cards, 

grift  wrappings  and  cards  for 
all  occasions.  Popular  person- 

alized Stationery.    No  experience 
needed.  Write  TODAY  for  samples 

and  complete  selling  plan. 
CARDINAL  CRAFTSMEN,  Dept.  543 

117  W.  Pearl  Street,  Cincinnati  1,  Oliie 

SELL 
CHRISTMAS 

.CARDS 

It  will  pay  you  to  try  Dr.  Guild's ■GREEN  MOUNTAIN  ASTH- 
MATIC COMPOUND  for  the 

relief  of  summer  asthmatic  attacks. 

This  product  has  brought  comfort- 
ing relief  to  thousands  of  sufferers 

during  the  past  77  years.  Cigarettes, 
SO(f.  Powder,  25«i  and  $1.00  at  nearly 
all  drugstores.  If  your  dealer  cannot 

supply  you,  order  direct.  Use  only as  directed  on  package.  Write  for 
FREE  SAMPLE.  J.  H.  GuUd  Co., 

Dept.D-14,Rupert,  Vermont '"S'=PSOHIASIS 
^V-^VHjp   M       ̂   (SCALY     SKIN     TROUBLE) 

MAKE  THE  ONE  1  *«  DG  R  01011 

SPOT^ 

TEST  .  M 
Prove  it  yourself  no  matter 
how  long  you  have  sufifered or   what   you    have   tried. 

Beautiful  book  on  psoria- sis  and    Derm  oil    with 
amazing,     true    photo. 
graphic  proof  of  resulta sent  FREE .  Write  for  it. 

embarrassing  scaly  i 
SEND    FOR 
CEKEROUS 

TRIAL 
.SIZE  ^ 

Thousands    do    for    scaly 

g)ot3  on  body  or  scalp, rateful  users,  often  aftei 
yeara  of  suffering,  report the   scales  have  gone,    the  . 
red  patches  gradually  disappeared  ana  —^^^^^^-  .  ua  u* 
they  enjoyed  the  thrill  of  a  clear  skin  again.  Dermoil 
18  used  by  maiur  doctors  and  is  backed  by  a  positive  agree- 

ment to  give  definite  benefit  in  2  weeks  or  money  is  re» 
funded  without  question.  Send  10c  (stamps  or  coin)  for 
generous  trial  bottle  to  make  our  famous  "One  Spot  Test", Test  it  yourself.  Results  may  surprise  you.  Write  today  for 
your  test  bottle.  Caution:  Use  only  as  directed,  print  nam* 
plainly.  Don't  delay.  Sold  by  Liggett  and  Walgreen  Orufl 
Stores  and  other  reading  Druggists.  LAKE  LABORATORIES. 
Box  S47,  Northwestern  Station,  Dept.  8304,  Detroit  4,  Mich. 



GOT  A  BOIL? 
HERE'S  HOW  TO  GET  RELIEF 

Apply  a  ready-to-use 
ANTIPHLOGISTINE  poultice 

comfortably  hot.  Almost  at 

once  you'll  feel  the  moist 
heat  go  right  to  work  help- 

ing to  relieve  the  pain  and 

soreness.  You'll  see  how  it 
helps  bring  the  boil  to  a 
head.  The  moist  heat  of 
ANTIPHLOGISTINE  works  for 

several  hours  bringing 

soothing  relief.  Feels  good 
—does  good. 

GET  A  TUBE  OR  CAN 
FROM  YOUR 
DRUGGIST, 

fM  BOILS - 

Antiphlogistine 

For  quick  relief  beyond  belief, 

use  Super-Soft  Dr.  SchoU's 
Zino-pads.  The  instant  you  ap- 

ply them  on  corns  or  sore  toes, 
painful  shoe  friction  stops, 
pressure  is  lifted.  Thin,  soft, 
soothing,  cushioning,  protec- 

tive. Separate  Medications  in- 
cluded for  speedily  removing 

corns.  Skin-tone  blended.  Worn 
almost  invisibly.  Easy  to  ap- 

ply. No  bulk,  no  unsightly 
taping.  Cost  but  a  trifle.  At 
Drug,  Shoe,  Dept.  Stores  and 
Toiletry  Counters.  Get  a  box 

today.  Insist  on  Dr.  SchoU's 
Zino-pads ! 

2  Sizes  for  Corns,  Sora 
Toes.  Also  Sizes  for 
Callouses,  Bunions,  Soft 

Corns  between  toes 

Special  Size 
for  Small 
Corns Corns, 

D-Schol/s  Zino-pads 94 

him  that  life  was  a  never  ending  night- 
mare of  noise  and  hurry.  However,  we 

were  making  a  very  good  living  and 
didn't  have  the  initiative  to  get  into 
another  type  of  business. 
One  afternoon  I  went  into  a  drug- 

store to  select  a  magazine  for  him.  I 

casually  picked  up  a  mechanic's  maga- zine, but  just  as  the  salesgirl  reached 
for  my  money,  something  prompted  me 
to  change  my  choice  and  pick  up  an- other of  the  digest  type. 

That  evening  I  had  to  go  out  for  a 
few  hours.  When  I  returned  my  hus- 

band was  wearing  such  an  animated 
expression,  and  appeared  so  excited 
that  I  immediately  knew  something  had 
happened.  He  handed  me  the  magazine 
saying,  "Here,  I  want  you  to  read  this 
article  about  farming  in  the  Ozarks." I  read  it,  and  we  discussed  the  idea  for 
hours. 

A  month  later  we  sold  our  business 
and  our  home,  and  purchased  a  small 
farm  in  a  beautiful  wooded  area  of  the 
Ozarks.  We  left  our  old  home  in  a 
blizzard  and  arrived  to  find  spring 
weather,  with  birds  singing  and  lovely 
jonquils  golden  with  bloom. 
We  soon  acquired  a  few  cows,  sheep, 

and  chickens — enough  to  support  our 
family  of  four.  Now,  instead  of  facing 
a  ten  hour  day  of  noise,  drudgery  and 
nerve-racking  business  problems,  my 
husband  can  do  all  his  chores  in  about 
three  hours  daily,  and  has  time  to  read, 
rest  and  enjoy  his  happy  little  family. 

Mrs.  P.  H. 

Children  Are  Teachers 
Dear  Papa  David: 
When  my  two  children  were  small 

my  husband  took  ill  with  an  incurable 
disease  and  for  the  first  six  months  of 
his  illness  it  took  all  of  our  savings, 
even  to  our  home,  to  have  different 
tests,  operations  and  treatment. 

His  illness  was  such  that  he  could 
be  up  and  around  the  house  but  I  had 
four  mouths  to  feed  and  I  had  to  do  it 
right  at  home  for  he  needed  constant 
care.  I  baked  pies,  cakes  and  cookies 
and  made  soft  drinks  that  I  could  sell 
right  at  home.  Most  nights  I  would 

have  to  sit  beside  my  husband's  bed 
vmtil  almost  daylight  before  he  could 
fall  asleep,  he  suffered  so  and  my 
being  with  him  gave  him  patience  and 
courage  to  fight  his  pain. 

After  eighteen  months  of  this  night- 
mare he  died,  taking,  as  I  thought,  my 

heart  with  him.  I  was  only  thirty  years 
old  at  the  time  and  my  boy  was  nine, 
my  baby  girl  two.  It  was  a  hard  uphill 
grind  but  I  managed  to  give  the  children 
a  fairly  good  education.  Then  I  turned 
to  welfare  work  and  found  my  salva- 
tion. 
At  first  it  was  only  a  job,  but  I 

figured  by  working  in  a  Children's 
Home  I  would  have  salary  and  main- 

tenance. The  salary  was  very  low  but 
I  did  have  a  nice  room  and  good  food 
and  I  wasn't  hindering  my  children  any 
by  being  a  burden  to  them.  They  didn't feel  that  way  about  it  but  I  guess  I 
am  young  for  my  years  and  I.  thought 
they  may  have  a  long  time  to  keep  me 
after  I  am  eighty. 
The  children  in  the  Home  were  not 

orphans  but  victims  of  broken  homes. 
I  learned  to  love  each  child  for  himself 
and  they,  thank  God,  loved  me.  It  was 
then  I  really  began  to  live  and  feel 
that  life  was  not  a  burden  but  some- 

thing beautiful  that  should  be  cherished. 
What  really  brought  me  to  my  senses 

was  one  evening  when  I  was  in  the 
little  girls  department.  I  had  had  a 
very  trying  day,  was  tired  and  ill.  I 
had  read  the  children  a  bedtime  story 

'BirthstgneRingGlVM 
I  Lovely  solid  uterUn^  I 
I  tilver  cunhion  «hap«  I 

I  Bet  ring  ia  your  own  I 
I  Blrthiton«  Color  I 
K'  ren  for  Mlling  4  I xes  Rosebud  Sahro  I 

I  at  2So  each  remitting  I I  the $1.00  toil*.  Send  I 
No  Money.  Order  [ 

4RosabudSalvebyonecentpoatcard.  I 
(Will  mail  ling  ctnd  4  salYO  no  w,  if  yoa  send  SliKk  with  order.) 
ROSEBUD  PERFUME  CO,  Box  70.  WOODSBORQ.  MARYLAND. 

'^rt  Corner  Your  rictures- 
Keep  them  safe-enjoy  them  always 
£Wge/>lrtCo/7i«r5  are  neat,  easy 
to  usefor  mounting  prints,  cards, 
stamps,  etc.  Six  styles  andcolors. 
New  Poc-kets  permit  filing  nega- tives In  back  of  prints.  At  photo 
supply  and  album  counters  or  send 
lOcforpkg.  of  100  and  free  samples 

EngelArtCornersMfg.Co 
Dept.  60-j.  4711  N.ClarkCMcago40 

PICTURE 
RING  $1 
EXQUISITE  PICTURE  RING-nad*  nom  ei ohoto.  SEND  NO  MONEY!  M^il^hotp  witt^^^^ 
for  rtaB  size.  P«y  postmu  QKEY  ll.OO^m  pjnttge. Hand  tint<d  25  cmi6  extra.  Photo  ntined  7it>>jrag- 
Uoney  back  amnntoe.  SxtA  photo  and  itaur  llM  NOW. 
Picture  Rimt  Co.  Dapt.  C-31.  ChwInaati.O. 

Cn    FAST  SELLING— BIG  PROFIT 

^^"o  CHRISTMAS  CARDS 
WITH   NAME  IMPRINTED 

Malfe  Money:  Sell  Empire  LBADBR  21-card  Christma Box  SI— up  to  50c  profit.  5  big  name  Imprinted  lines 
50  for  $1  and  up.  Complete  variety  Cnristmas  and 
Everyday    Boxes,   _gift    wrappings,  _  stationery,  J»rre. 

snondence  notes.  "  '  "  ~   " Get  samples  on  ap 
EMPIRE  CARD 

Everyday    Boxes,     gift    wrappings,       -^-^  ■  „ 
snondence  notes.    20  big   money  makers.   Extra  Bonus, 

approval. DEPT.  805       ELMIRA,  N.  Y. 

OLD  LEG  TROUBLE 
Easy  to  use  Viscose  Home  Metbod.  Heals  man;  old 
leg  sores  caused  by  leg  congestion,  varicose  veins, 
swollen  legs  and  injuries  or  no  cost  for  trial  if  it 
fails  to  show  results  in  10  days.  Describe  your 
trouble  and  get  a  FREE  BOOK. R.G.  VISCOSE    COMPANY     . 
140  North  Daarboni  StrMt  Chicaso,  IMnel* 

DR.  DAFOE  ON  BABY  CARE 
Here  is  your  opiK>rtunity  to  get  expert,  de- 
£endable  advice  from  a  doctor  that  really nows  about  bablesi  In  his  book. How  To  Raise  Your  Baby,  Dr. 
Allan  Roy  Dafoe,  physician  to 
the  famous  quintuplets,  telle 
you  all  you  need  to  know 
about  your  child — from  In- fancy right  through  the  diffi- cult growing  stages.  AH 
about  baby  ailments,  child- hood infections,  breast  and 
bottle  feeding,  first  solid 
foods.  Why  nervous  children refuse  to  eat.  Important  facts 
about  sunshine  and  vitamins. 
How  fast  your  child  should 

grow.  Yes,  mother,  here's the  book  you've  been  look- 
ing fori 

....^-^ 
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Only  25e 

Bartholomew  House,  Inc. 
205  E.42nil8t.,  New  York  17,  M.Y. 
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-      *    I  MONEY 
I  SHOWING r-ri SAMPLi 

FABRICS 
r  Write  me,  and  I'll  send  yon  this  big:  package  c 

actual  sample  fabrics  and  style  presentation 

J^SOLUTELY  FREE.  Yon'll  see  gror- 
geous,  newest  style  dresses — lovely 

^lingerie — hosiery,  men's  shirts  and 
^socks— all  at  LOW  PRICES. Take  orders  from  friends 

t  and  make  money  in  spare  time. 
CET  FREE  SAMPLESI 

I  Sendnomoneyforthtsbia-profit 
lineof  sample  fabrics. It^syoara free.  Rash  name, address  now. 

THE  MELVILLE  CO.*  Dept.  4199.   CINCINNATI  3,  OHIO 

Up  to  100%  profit  taking  easy  orders  from  friends, 
feilnw  workers,  Church  oi-gnnlsationa,  othera  for  new 
I94G  Christmns  and  yenr  'round  box  asjortments.  Amaz- 

ing values  bring  quick  antes.  Sensutional  Gift  Wrap- 
ping, Jewel  Xmas.  Religious,  Humorous  boxes  33<  up. 

Kequest  special  feature  $1.00  Christmas  assortment  on 
npprnvnl.  Extra  Bonus.  Send  today  for  FREE  samples 

   ot  our  fast  selling  50  for  $1.00,  25  for  $1.00  Personal 
Christmaa  Cords  and  Personal  Stationery  linos.  Special  Offers. 
NEW  ENGIAND  ART  PUBLISHERS,  North  Ablnston,  Mosf* 

Learn  Profitable  Profession 
in  QO  days  at  Home 
Many  Swedish  Massage  graduates  make  $50, 
S75  or  even  more  per  week.  Larsre  full  tim« 
Income  from  doctors,  hospltaJs,  sanato- 
riums.  clubs  or  private  practice.  Othera  make 

good  money  In  spare  time.  You  can 
Win  Independence  and  prepare  for 
future  security  by  training  at  home 
and  qualifylnK  for  Diploma.  Anatomy 

Charts  and  32-page  illustratea 
■  Book  FREE— Nowl 
THE  College  of  Swedish  Massaga 

ODt.6S9-L,  100E.OhioSt.,Chicago&l 

IN  60L0  OR  SILVER  RNISH 

The  latest  style  rave  In  brace- 
lets for  the  modem  glamour 

girl.  Graceful,  charming  and 
rich  in  appearance.  Adjustable, 
fits  any  wrist.  Order  yours  now, 
select  styles  and  finish. 
Send  no  money — pay  postman 
plus  few  cents  postage. 
THE      HOLLYWOOD      TWI8TLET 
1704   Lawrence   Ave.  Chicago, 

pCCHRISTMnSCBRDS.l" L  J  WITH  SCMOERS   NAME  >■  • S;;- 
Smartly  styled.  Super  Values.  Everybody  buys.  Others  to 
S2.50.  56  desig-ns.  Sell  Nationally  Famous  21  CtiHatmas 
folders  SI.  Costs  50c.  Currier  &  U-es,  Grandma  Moses.GIlt. ter.  Oilette  Boxes.  Gift  Wraps.  Everydays.  Personal  Line.  21 
Ass't  and  Sunshine  Notes  on  approval.  FREE  S^PLES  of Imprint  Lines.  No  Investment.  Start  today.  SUNSHINE 
«RT   STUDIOS,    lis   Fulton   St..   Depl.    MA.    New   York   City 

''How  to  Make  Money 
With  Simple  Cartoons" A  book  eveiyone  who  likes  to  diaw  should 
hare.  It  is  free;  no  obligations.  Simply  addiess 

CARTOONISTS'  EXCHANGE 
Dept  599  Pleasant  -Hill,  Ohio 

^CHEHTOWtl^ 

>  Extra  Large 
Absorbent 
Lintless 

Extra  Soft 

Relieve  ITrU 
Misery  of  1 1  bll p I  I  Relieve  itching  caused  by  eczema, 
athlete's  foot,  pimples — other  itch- ing troubles.  Use  cooling,  medicated 
O.D.D.  Prescription.  Greaseless,  stain- 

less. Quiets  itching  fast.  35c  tiial  bot- 
r^  .  tie  proves  it — or  money  back.  Ask 
g^^^lg^  your  druggist  for  D.D.D.  Prescription. 

FALSE  TEETH 
KLUTCH  holds  them  tighter 

KLUTCU  forms  a  comfort  cushion;  holds  dental  plates 
30  much  firmer  and  snugger  that  one  can  eat  and  talk  with 
greater  comfort  and  security;  in  many  cases  almost  as 
well  as  with  natural  teeth.  Elutch  lessens  the  constant 
fear  of  a  dropping,  rocking,  chafing  plate.  25c  and  SOc  at 
druggists.  ...  If  your  druggist  hasn't  It  don't  watte 
money  on  subatituteM,  but  send  US  lOc  and  We  will 
mail  you  a  generous  trial  box.  ©I.  P.  INC. 

KLUTCH  CO.  Box  4&86-I  ELMIRA,  N.  Y. 

and  when  we  went  to  the  dormitory  I 
was  ahnost  in  tears.  Not  wanting  the 
children  to  see  my  weakness  I  told  them 
to  kneel  down  beside  their  beds  for 
prayers  instead  of  clustering  aroxmd  my 
knees  as  they  usually  did,  and  just  re- 

peat the  Lord's  Prayer.  I  was  going  to stand  in  the  hall  outside  their  door. 
As  I  was  standing  there  with  my  eyes 
closed  and  my  head  bowed,  tears  run- 

ning down  my  cheeks,  I  thought  I  felt 
a  slight  movement  at  my  feet.  Open- 

ing my  eyes  I  was  surprised  to  see  that 
fifteen  little  girls  had  crept  to  my  feet 
and  were  touching  my  dress  or  shoes, 
any  place  where  they  could  put  their 
hand,  trying  to  comfort  me.  Do  you 
think.  Papa  David,  there  could  ever  be 
any  doubt  in  my  mind  that  life  could 
be  beautiful? 
When  I  had  to  resign  on  account  of 

illness  in  my  family,  the  children  from 
all  departments  met  in  the  big  dining 
room  and  sang  songs  to  me  and  pre- 

sented me  with  a  pair  of  inexpensive 
lamps  which  they  purchased  with  their 
pennies.  These  are  my  most  treasured 
possession. Mrs.  H.  M. 

Strangers    Had   Faith 
Dear  Papa  David: 
My  mom  died  when  I  was  eleven.  I 

lived  with  Dad  and  Harvey  until  I  was 
thirteen.  I  was  taken  to  a  home  for 
delinquents  until  I  was  fifteen.  I  was 
put  out  in  a  private  home  to  live.  I 
went  to  school  and  stayed  with  that 
family  four  months  then  was  sent  to 
another  family.  There  I  met  my  future 
husband. 

The  people  were  old  and  very  cranky. 

They  wouldn't  even  allow  us  to  talk  to each  other  but  we  fell  in  love  and  ran 
away  to  be  married  with  $15.00,  all  we 
had  in  the  world.  We  went  to  Cin- 

cinnati but  couldn't  be  married  there. 
We  went  to  Covington  and  got  our 
marriage  license;  we  had  five  cents  after 
getting  our  license.  We  were  not 
married  and  didn't  know  a  soul. 
Through  a  chance  meeting  in  the  bus 
station  we  were  sent  to  a  justice  of  the 
peace  in  Covington.  He  married  us, 
got  me  a  job — house  work — and  sent 
us  out  to  meet  my  employer.  She  had 
a  wedding  supper  for  us  and  brought  us 
back  to  town.  The  Justice  gave  us 
money  for  a  room  for  the  night  and 
food  next  day.  He  gave  Chester 
references  and  money  for  carfare  to 
hunt  work.  He  was  not  successful  but 
the  Justice  never  gave  us  up  as  most 
would  have.  He  paid  our  room  rent 
and  helped  out  on  food  for  three 
months.  When  we  tried  to  thank  him, 
he  only  said,  "Do  the  same  for  some 
other  young  couple  next  time  you  get 

the  chance." All  of  the  constables  were  swell.  One 
of  them  and  his  wife  invited  us  to  din- 

ner and  took  us  swimming  and  for 
long  rides.  We  have  never  been  able 
to  repay  any  of  their  kindness  to  two 
homesick  kids  but  God  willing  we  will 
always  try  to  help  make  life  beautiful 
for  others  as  these  people  did  for  us. 

We  now  have  our  home,  three  lovely 
children  and  each  other  and  we  owe  it 
all  to  the  kind  friends  in  Covington. Mrs.  B.  H. 

Helping  Someone  Else 
Dear  Papa  David: 

I  had  never  been  particularly  in- 
terested in  the  drab  little  woman  who 

came  every  week  to  do  my  cleaning. 
She  was  always  pleasant  and  conversa- 

tional and  had  told  me  her  only  son 
was  in  the  service  in  the  South  Pacific. 
One  day  when  she  came  to  clean  I 
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Physicians  wlio  Icnow  will  tell  you  Stork 

Castile  is  safe,  non-irritating.  It's  made 
especially  to  take  better  care  of  babies ! 

...AND  LOOK lO 

•  Now,  at  home,  you  can  quickly  tint  telltale  gray  to 
natural-appearing  shades — from  lightest  blonde  to  dark- 

est black.  Brownatone  and  a  small  brush  does  it — or  your 
money  back.  Approved  by  thousands —Brownatone  la 
guaranteed  harmless  when  used  as  directed.  No  skin  test 
needed.  The  principal  coloring  agent  is  a  purely  vege- 

table derivative  with  iron  and  copper  salts  added  for  fas6 
action.  Cannot  affect  waving  of  Jialr.  Lasting — does  not 
wash  out.  Just  brush  or  comb  it  in.  One  applicatlou 
Imparts  desired  color.  Simply  retouch,  as  new  gray  ap- 

pears. Easy  to  prove  on  a  test  lock  ot  your  hair.  608 
and  51.65  at  druggists.  Get  BROWNATONE  now,  or 

Write  for  FREE  TEST  BOTTLE 
Mention  natural  color  ot  your  hair.  Send  a  post  card 
today— BROWNATONE,  Dept.  289.  COVINGTON,  KY. 
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^tute  of  tke  ivlontk  L^tub  ̂ 

Fashion  Judges  Select  This  IVIonth's 
New  Slenderizing  Girdle  Supporterl 

Special 
Get 

Acquainted  ̂ ^ 
Price        MMi 
Onfy 

$298 
SEE  THESE  IMPROVEMENTS  IN  YOURSELF 
WITHIN  10  DAYS  ...  OR  YOUR  MONEY  BACK! 
•  Helps  You  look  Slender  at  Once!  •  Helps  You  Look  and 
Feel  More  Youthful!  •  Helps  Your  Bustline!  Takes  in 
stomach  and  expands  chest.  •  You  appear  TaMer  and 
Attain  Poise!   Correct  posture  gives  you  full  height. 

Takes  In  Inches  Where  You  Need  It  Most ! 
Why  bulge  all  over  and  lack  appeal?  Be  desirable!  Help  youreeif  to  a  more 
slender,  youthful  figure  as  thousande  of  aatiefied  women  have  with  the 
remarkable  "SLEND-R-FORM"  girdle  supporter.  So  light,  yet  firm.  .  .  . 
YOU  forget;;  you  have  it  ONI  Walk.  Bit.  bend  with  comfort!  On 
and  off  in  a  jiffy.  Elastic  two-way  etretch.  Reinforced  waietline  and 
FIRM  ELASTIC  GARTERS  help  to  prevent  curling  on  top  and  bottom! 
Wear  amsller  size  dresBes!  Only  $2.98.  Worth  more.  ORDER  NOW 
WHILE  THEY  LASTI  SEND  NO  MONEY!  Just  mail  coupon!  This 
order  enrolls  you  ao  a  member.  Entitles  you  to  future  free  gift  o^era  and 
savings  on  advance  styles  without  obligation  or  membership  coat! 

FD  C  C     SECRETS    
OF 

If  II  C    BEAUTY    AKD    CHARM! 
Packed  with  priceless  secrets  by  Dr. 
Bowers,  well  known  authority^ 
on  beauty  and  personality,  i 
Shows  you  how  to  easily  and  ' safely  grain  or  lose  weight, 
clear  complexion,  brighten 
eyes,  beautify  hair,  speak 
charmingly,  develop  person- 

ality and  many  more  valu- able secrets.  This  full-size 
book  sold  for  $1.98  alone. 
But  now  it  is  yours  FKEE 
with  the  order  of  the 
"SLEND-B-FORM"  Girdle 
Supporter.  LIMITED  COPIES 
—ORDER  NOWI M 
WEAR  WIfl-iOUT  BUYING! 

Ft 
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STYLE  OF  THE  W 
13  Astor  Place, 
Rush  to  me  in 
Girdle  Supportej 
man  on  delive' Guaranteed  if 
enrolls  me  as .  ̂ 
tion.  J5 
a  HIP  SIZE 

CLUB,  INC.,  Dept.  GI8-K 
|Tork  3,  N.  T. 

apper  the    "SLEND-B-FORM" FREE  Book.  I  will  pay  post- 
plus    postage.     Money    Back 

,ed    in    10    daysl      This   order 
^r  without  added  cost  or  obllga- 

....    D    WAIST   SIZE   

NAME   :   

ADDRESS   

CITY  &ZONE   STATE   
n  check  here  if  you  wish  to  save  postage  by  enclosing 
$2.98  with  the  coupon.  WAIST  SIZES  40  AND  UP 

$3.98. 

could  see  she  was  excited  about  some- 
thing and  she  told  me  that  her  son 

would  be  at  home  for  Mother's  Day. But  the  next  week  when  she  came,  I 
knew  that  something  was  wrong,  for 
her  face  was  pale  and  drawn.  When 
she  started  to  work  I  asked,  "When  do 
you  expect  your  son  to  arrive?"  She 
hesitated  for  a  moment.  "He  won't  be 
coming  home  for  Mother's  Day,"  she 
said.  "I  had  a  letter  telling  me  that  his 
malaria  was  very  bad.  He  will  have  to 
stay  in  the  hospital  in  San  Diego  for 

months.  So  I  won't  get  to  see  him." Her  voice  was  brave,  she  straightened 
her  shoulders  and  went  on  working. 

After  she  had  finished  and  left  for 
her  home  I  got  to  thinking.  I  had  some 
unexpected  money  which  I  had  been 
tempted  to  use  to  buy  a  new  bedroom 
suite  which  I  could  easily  get  along 
without.  So  early  the  next  morning  I 
knocked  at  the  door  of  the  shabby 

apartment  where  she  lived.  "I  want 
you  to  go  to  San  Diego  and  spend 
Mother's  Day  with  your  soi).,"  I  said. She  as  first  refused  to  accept  such  a 
favor  but  I  made  her  see  what  it  meant 
to  me  to  do  a  really  unselfish  thing  for 
the  first  time  in  my  life.  It  also  taught 
me  that  only  by  helping  someone  else 
can  life  be  beautiful. 

Mrs.  E.  C.  N. 

Life  Begins  Again 
Dear  Papa  David: 
When  war  was  declared  on  Germany 

by  England  I  was  living  with  my  family 
in  a  large  seaport  city.  We  were 
bombed  day  and  night.  Our  home  was 
wrecked.  I  lost  my  job  because  a  bomb 
hit  the  store,  friends  were  killed,  and 
finally  the  young  pilot  I  had  been 
married  to  for  only  a  few  weeks  was 
killed  on  a  bombing  mission  over 
Germany.  I  hated  the  world,  there  was 

no  God,  I  said;  I  hadn't  asked  for  the 
war,  why  should  I  lose  everything  I 
loved?  For  two  years  I  nursed  my 

grudges.  I  didn't  want  any  new  friends. 
I  wanted  to  be  left  alone — if  I  stayed 
this  way  I  couldn't  lose  anything  else. 
Then  it  happened.  I  was  returning 

alone  from  a  show,  when  a  young 
American  boy  started  to  walk  beside 
me  and  talk  to  me.  I  tried  to  ignore 
him,  but  he  was  so  friendly  and  polite 
that  I  soon  found  myself  telling  him 
my  name,  and  inviting  him  into  my 
home  to  meet  my  family. 

He  became  a  regular  visitor,  and  my 
family  liked  him  very  much.  He  was 
the  first  person  I  unburdened  myself 
to,  and  how  lovely  it  was  to  receive 
words  of  comfort,  and  to  feel  those 
friendly  arms  around  me.  Life  took 
on  a  new  meaning.  He  said  he  wanted 
me  to  come  to  America  to  be  his  wife. 
Over  two  years  had  to  pass  before 

we  met  again,  but  the  waiting,  although 
filled  with  worry  for  his  safety,  was  a 
happy  time.  We  had  our  letters  and 
our  memories.  Such  wonderful  letters 
he  sent  me,  full  of  hope  and  courage. 

I  have  been  in  your  country  six 
months.  We  were  married  three  days 
after  my  arrival.  Luck  was  with  us 
and  we  found  a  little  apartment,  and 
furnished  it,  and  one  day  we  hope  to 
have  a  family  and  home  of  our  own. 

What  more  could  two  people  want? 
G.  J.  B. 

The  Edge  of  Tragedy 
Dear  Papa  David: 

This  is  without  a  doubt  the  hardest 
letter  I  have  ever  had  to  write.  Yet, 
I  believe  it  should  be  written,  for  it 
may  serve  to  set  some  youngster  on  the 
road  to  straight  thinking. 

I  was  an  average  girl  of  fifteen  who 

"S^'' 
NOW  you  can  lose 

up  to  15  pounds  — 
"1^    in  a  single  month! 

And  you  can  do  it  easily, 

quickly,  safely,  the  Com- mon Sense  Way!  Whether 
you    are    overweight,    or 
merely  want  to  rid  your- self of   overly  large  hips, 

heavy  thighs,  legs  or  an- 
kles, Sylvia  of  Hollywood 
gets    right    to    the 
root  of  your  figure 
faults  in  her  amaz- 

ing book,  No  More Alibisl 

No  Harmful  Drugs 

No  Starvation  Diets 

No  Applionces  Needed —  when  reducing  the 
Common  Sense  Way! 

If  You're  Too 
Fat  In  Spots 

In  No  More  Alibis!  you'll  learn  how  you  can 
reduce  any  part  of  your  body.  Let  Sylvia  ex- 

plain how  to  make_  those  biimps  and  bulges 
vanish  in  double  quick  time.  Just  picture  how 
you  would  look  if  your  hips  were  not  so  broad 
— if  your  legs  and  thighs  were  not  so  heavy — 
your  ankles  so  thick.  Picture  how  you  would 
look  if  you  could  lose  5  pounds,  10  pounds, 
15  pounds. 

By  following  Sylvia's  method,  the  Common 
Sense  Way,  you  can  mold  your  figure  into 
alluring,  graceful  proportions,  look  years 
younger,  feel  100%  better  in  just  no  time  at 
all — and  without  the  use  of  starvation  diets, 
harmful  drugs  or  any  appliances  whatsoever! 
Below  are  listed  just  a  few  of  the  subjects 

covered  in  No  More  Alibisl  Don't  delay — send  for  your  copy  TODAY. 

Partial  eentenfs — When  Fat  is  Localisred  •  If 
You're  Thin  in  Spots  •  Reducing  for  the  Anemvc 
•  People  Who  Sit  All  Day  •  The  l»-Between 
Figures  •  A  Firm  Lovely  Face  •  Acquire  Poise 
and  Grace  •  Advice  For  the  Adolescent  •  The 
Woman  Past  Forty  and  much  more. 

More  than    100,000 

copies  sold  at  $1 — —only   25< 

NOW- 

The  identical  information 
formerly  contained  in  the 
higher  priced  book,  now 
available  in  this  sturdy 
paper  bound  volume.  128 
pages  and  over  40  illustra- 

tions posed  ̂   the  author. 
We    pay    postage    charges 

Bartholomew  House,  Inc.,  Dept.  RM-946 
205  East  42nd  Street,  New  York  17,  N.  Y. 
Send  me  postpaid  a  copy  of  No  More  AlibU 
by  Sylvia  of  Hollywood.   I  enclose  25c. 

Name   :   ^ . . . . 
(Pleas*  Print) 

Address   

City    State   
ahe  2Sc  PriM  of  thU   Book  applies  to  U.   S.  enly) 

\ 
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EVEREST  t  JENNINGS 
WHEEL   CHAIRS 

for  Travel!  WorkI  Playl 

rOUD  OE->tEli  CAN  SUPPIV  VOU 

OK  WHITE 

EVEREST  &  JENNINGS 
7748    R   SANTA    MONICA    BLVD.,    LOS  ANQELES  46,    CALIF. 

^2//^^  CASH  FOR  YOU \iy\^>^.         SHOWING     NEWEST        k     ' 

l^^^Christmas  Cards  ii MAKE  MONEY— loU  of   it— between  new  and 
Christmas.  Amazing  values  in  PERSONAL  IM- 

PRINTED CARDS  including  2S  for  Jl.  Also  fast- 
selling  BOXES  including  our  outstanding  "BLUE^ 
EUBBON"  ASSORTMENT.  Eicoptional  sift  wrappings,  etch- ings. RetiKioos  AsBortments.  Samples  sent  on  approval. 
Mo  expariwice  neK»%*ary.  CHAS.  A.  BELZ  CO. 
Dept.  M-2  914  Walnut  St.,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 

SHORTHAND  in 
^   Weeks  at  Home 

Famous  Speedwriting  system.  No  signs  or 

symbols:  uses  ABC's.  Easy  to  learn,  easy 
to  write  and  transcribe.  Fast  preparation  for  a  job.  Sur- 

prisingly low  cost.  100,000  taught  by  mall.  Used  in 
leading  offices  and  Ci?il  Service.  Write  for  free  boolslet. 

Speadwriting,  Dept.  609-6.  55  W.  42  St..  N.  Y.  18 
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•^OEft, 

u^'^'V'"'  Kills  the  fleas 
'N'Si^^^r-rr-^  QUICKLY! 

/P' Guaranteed by*^  •<««?«  Others  oH VCood Housekeepiniy  for  days ! 
SjslS^S^  Still  25«  and  50* 

Amaz/ng  CHRISTMAS 
CARD ...N'^  Take  easy  orders . . .  get 

21^  big  profits.  Showsensa- '^^^'^tional  new  line  with  21- 

„   ,  ,^  cardSr 'Feature"  assort 
r^JXmept.  Dazzling  "Diamond  Dnst"  f* 
*■  "^  tnre  sells  on  sijrht.  Bii?  line  Personal Christmas  CEirdB.  25  forSl  up.  Also  Religloas, 

HomoroDs,  Everyday  cards.  Gift  Wrappintrs, 
Stationery .  man?  other  assortments.  No  expe- 

rience needed.  Write  for  sampleE;  on  approval. 
PROCESS  CORP.,  19S4  S.  Troy  St. 
DEPT.  C-IS  CHICAGO  23,  ILUNOIS 

Gt/aM/ffee(f  to  make  pink  plates 
m  PERFECTLY  PERMAHEHUYI 
•  NOW,  at  home,  you  can  quickly  and  safely  reline  youi-  dentures 
with  PLASTI-LINER — the  original,  professionally  developed  reliner 
that  refits  your  plates  perfectly  and  permanently.  Unlike  ordinary 
reliners  that  last  for  only  a  few  months,  PLASTI-LINER  is  guar- 

anteed to  last  for  the  life  of  your  plate!  PLASTI-LINER  is  NOT  a 
powder  nor  a  paste;  but  a  strip  of  genuine,  fullv  guaranteed  dental 
plastic.  PROVEN  CONCLUSIVELY  BY  DENTISTS!  PLASTI- 
LINER  (Methyl  Methacrylate)  consists  of  the  same  ingredients  as 
that  used  by  many  dentists.  Properly  applied,  you  too  will  get  pro- 

fessional results  QUICKLY  — ECONOMICALLY!  SAFE  —  EASY 
TO  APPLY  .  .  .  Pure,  non-toxic,  harmless,  non-irritating,  odorless, 
tasteless,  smooth,  molds  to  mouth.  WILL  NOT  HARM  PLATES — 
no  heat  necessary.  Praised  by  thousands  of  satisfied  users.  Mr.  H. 

McF.  says — "I  find  that  there  is  just  nothing  to  compare  with  it . . , 
PLASTI-LINER  is  \m%  all  right." 

SEND  NO  MONEY  •  ORDER  BY  MAIL  TODAY 
$1  for  upper  or  lower— $2  for  both.  Sold  on  money-back  guarantee 
Save  C.O,D.  charges  by  enclosing  money.  PLASTI-LINER  CO, 
DEPT,  /flA   908  WALBRIDCE  BUILDING,  BUFFALO  2,  N.  Y. 

came  from  a  normal  and  happy  home. 
Like  too  many  people,  however,  ma- 

terial things  meant  much  more  to  me 
than  they  should  have. 
My  parents,  at  that  time,  were  not 

doing  too  well.  The  things  I  thought 
so  essential  had  to  be  denied  me.  After 
attending  a  school  football  game,  a  girl 
friend  and  I  went  through  some  stores 
to  pass  what  was  left  of  the  afternoon. 
It  suddenly  occurred  to  us,  that  to  have 
these  things  without  paying  for  them 
would  be  a  simple  matter. 

We  shoplifted  such  items  as  stockings, 
kerchiefs  and  even  went  so  far  as  to 
stuff  a  jumper  apiece  in  a  bag  we  were 
carrying.  We  had  a  considerable  amount 
of  goods  when  we  were  picked  up  out- 

side a  store  by  a  detective. 
We  were  sent  to  a  detention  home. 

The  matron  talked  to  each  of  us  and  we 
were  not  told  what  was  to  be  done  with 
us.  Two  days  went  by  in  slow  agony. 
My  mind  was  dazed  and  I  was  ashamed 
and  humiliated  by  what  I  had  done. 
Still  there  was  no  word  of  any  kind, 
about  our  parents  or  our  judgments.  We 
were  both  trembling  with  fear  and  re- 

gret for  what  we  had  done. 
When  the  lights  went  out  in  our 

small  room,  I  fell  to  my  knees  on  the 

floor  beside  my  bed;  and  asked  God's mercy  and  forgiveness  for  what  I  had 
done.  I  don't  know  how  long  I  prayed, 
but  into  my  heart  came  a  lovely  peace 
that  I  had  never  felt  before,  and  I  fell 
into  a  peaceful  and  blessed  slumber. 

I  dreamed  that  I  was  home  again; 
happy  and  contented.  When  I  awoke  I 
knew  that  the  dream  had  been  God's 
answers  to  my  prayers.  I  knew  that 
somehow,  for  some  reason,  I  would  be 
given  another  chance. 

In  a  few  hours  I  was  asked  into  the 

matron's  office.  My  parents  sat  there. 
Mother  had  been  crying.  Again,  I  felt 
such  humiliation  for  what  I  had  done 
that  I  could  not  speak,  only  hang  my 
head.  They  talked  about  what  I  had 
done.   I  scarcely  heard  a  word. 

At  last  I  was  asked  to  tell  them  all,  if 
it  was  worth  the  risk  to  let  me  go  free 
again.  For,  the  matron  told  me,  if  I  ever 
repeated  such  an  act  and  was  caught  it 
would  be  necessary  to  put  me  in  a 

home  permanently.  I  don't  remember 
what  my  reply  was,  but  they  were  con- 

vinced that  I  had  learned  my  lesson. 
Since  it  had  been  my  first  offense,  the 
matron  was  lenient.  The  girl  who  was 
with  me  was  allowed  to  go  free  also. 

I  was  never  so  happy  to  leave  a  place 
in  my  life  as  I  was  that  home. 
My  own  home  seemed  like  heaven  to 

me.  It  has  never  stopped  symbolizing 
real  happiness.  Mother  and  dad  were 
wonderful.  Never  a  word  of  reproach 
for  what  I  had  done,  and  never  a  sign  to 
show  how  greatly  they  had  been  hurt. 
It  was  then  that  I  realized  that  happi- 

ness depends  so  much  on  loving  and 
being  loved.  My  values  had  been  all 
wrong.  My  parents  had  shown  me  by 
their  forgiving  attitude  that  they  had 
not  neglected  to  give  me  anything  that 
was  really  needed  for  happiness.  Love, 
generosity  and  tolerance  are  all  that 
can  give  it.  The  others  are  of  no 
lasting  value.  They  only  deceive  the 
very  young. 
My  life  now  is  complete.  I  am 

twenty-four  years  old  and  have  a  won- 
derful husband  and  two  adorable  little 

girls.  My  life  would  not  be  what  it  is, 
if  justice  had  not  snapped  me  into  line. 
I  hope  that  I  can  teach  my  children  to 
be  honest  and  forthright  in  all  they 
say  and  do. 

If  this  experience  can  help  me  do  it, 
I  am  glad  it  happened. B.  C. 

It's  a  NEW 

FORMULA,  boss 

kills  fleas 

safe  f( or  me 
•  The  new  Sergeant's  SKIP-FLEA  Pow- 

der has  DDT,  Boss,  and  a  combination 
of  other  important  ingredients  that  work 
together  to  kill  fleas  . . .  without  bother- 

ing me.  The  Sergeant  folks  worked  for 
years  to  perfect  the  formula  and  it  has 
been  thoroughly  tested  on  dogs  ...  it 
doesn't  stir  up  the  fleas  ...  it  simply  kills 
them  fast,  and  sure.  Come  on,  let's  get 
it  now  at  the  drug  store.  We  can  get 
SKIP-FLEA  Soap  there,  too. 

SeTqeanVs 
SKIP-FLEA  POWDER 

r-rm  SELL     CHRISTMAS     CARDS 
I  %°pi  I  and  PERSONAL  STATIONERY ■  PKOrIT  ■  Ejtra  money  Belling  outstandixig 

^■■■^^■^1  $1.00  Chrietmae  card  assortment to  frieuda.  Costs  you  50c  up  per  box.  Also  Reli- 
gious, Gift  Wrapping.  Birthday  assortments  35c 

up.  Extra  Bonus.  Remiest  sample  $1.00  Christ- mas box  on  approval.  FREE  sample  SO  for  $1.00, 
25  for  $1.00  Peraooa!  Christmas  card  and  Sta- 

tionery Portfolios.  Special  Offers. 
ELMIRJI  GREETING  CARD  CO.,  llepl.M-103,Dmira,  N.  T. 

FREE  SAMPLES 

50FORSI.OO 

25FaRSI.0ll 
PERSONAL 

XMAS  CARDS 

HEYffflOM!  Don't  be  a  Diaper  Drudge! 
Dennison  Diaper  Liners  reduce  unpleasant- 

ness in  changing  and  washing  my  diapers.  Just 
fold  a  Liner  inside  diaper  next  to  my  skin. 
When  soiled,  flush  away.  No  hard  scrubbing. 
Sanitary.  Helps  prevent  diaper  rash.  Costs 
only  a  few  cents  a  day.  BABYPADS:  200  for 
$1.  DOWNEE-SOFT:  200  for  69^. 
M^  FREE  . .  .To  get  one  full  day's  supply  of 

Diaper  Liners  write  to  Dennison,  Dept.  J- 145,' Framingham,  Massachusetts. 

DIAPER  LINERS 
Wherever  Baby  Goods  Are  Sold 
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MORE    ATTRACTIVE 

SKIN  wff/i  SIMPLE  CARE 
Your  skin  must  meet  the  punishing  demands  of  busy 

days  and  still  have  that  alluring  look.  Skin  needs 

special  core  to  measure  up  to  these  requirements, 
let  that  core  be  Mercolized  Wax  Cream  which 

will  help  to  obtain  a  lovelier,  more  youthful  looking 

complexion.  It  gives  on  appearance  of  new  skin 

beauty  aglow  with  natural  loveliness'^  Start  using Mercolized  Wax  Cream  tonight.  It  will  aid  in  re- 

toining  the  firmness  and  freshness  of  your  com- 
plexion beyond  your  fondest  dreams.  Mercolized 

Wax  Cream  will  help  to  make  your  skin  look  as 

young  and  lovely  as  your  skin  can  look. 
Use  only  as  directed. 

OILY  SKIN?  USE  SAXOIITE  ASTRINGENT.  Just 
dissolve  Saxolite  Powder  in  one-half  pint  witch 
hazel  and  pat  it  on  the  skin  several  times  a  day. 
It  subdues  excess  surface  oil,  tightens  soft  skin 
tissue  by  temporary  contraction,  and  leaves  th« 
skin  feeling  deliahtfully  refreshed. 

Sold  at  Cosmetic  Counters  Everywhere. 

PSO  I  AS  S 
PSORIASIS  SUFFEBEBS:  Has  everything  failed  to  bring 
even   temporary   relief   from   scales,   lesions   and  Itching? 
Then  write  today  for  FBEE  important  information.     You 
needn't  Invest  one  centl 
PIXACOL  CO.,  Dept.   MW-2,  Box  3583,  Cleveland,  Ohio 
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Got  o  second*  That's 
oil  it  takes  to  whbk  off 

your  old  make*up  with  o 

QUICKIE— yes,  even  cake 

make-upl  Suddenly,  you 

look  clean  and  radiantly 

fresh  again— your  skin 
feels  soft  and  smooth. 

QUICKIES  an  the  new 

lotionized  pads  for  quick 

make-vp  changes  wher< 

«ver  you  are.  Kwp  the- 

fiandy  QUICKIB  com- 

pocf  in  your  pur$e  or  dtik 

drawer  always. 

Big  jar  with  compact  $1 
at  drug  ond  dept.  stores 

Facing   the   Music 
(Continued  from  page  4) 

retrenchment.  Guy  Lombardo,  Dinah 
Shore,  Fred  Waring,  Phil  Spitalny  are 
but  a  few  unattached  and  there's  a 
possibility  others  like  Hildegarde  will 
not  be  renewed.  One  of  the  more 
fortunate  is  Ginny  Simms.  She  was 
repacted  by  her  sponsor  before  the 
summer. 

*  *        * 

Disturbing  rumors  are  circulating 
about  the  famed  Lombardo  clan  with 
some  whispering  of  an  imminent 
breakup.  Trouble  was  evidently  caused 
by  the  alleged  inequities  of  the  profits, 
Leader  Guy  and  brother  Carmen  have 
enjoyed  more  of  the  spotlight  than 
brothers  Victor  and  Leibert.  Even  sis- 

ter Rose  Marie  has  gotten  more  public 
acclaim  than  the  last  named  brothers. 
Royal  Canadian  well  wishers  hope  that 
the  gossip  is  untrue. *  *         * 

One  of  the  most  popular  American 
bands  abroad  is  the  one  headed  by 
Sam  Donahue.  While  Sam  was  in  Eng- 

land last  year  with  his  U.  S.  Navy 
jazzists,  they  did  more  than  200  B.B.C. 
broadcasts  and  rolled  up  plenty  of  fan 
mail.  Donahue  can  be  heard  here  over 
the  ABC  network. 

*  *         * 

Latest  trick  of  the  modern  day 
swooner  is  to  revive  popular  songs  first 
introduced  by  the  daddy  of  swooners, 
the  late  Russ  Columbo.  Most  of  the 
bobby  sock  baritones  clicked  with 
"Prisoner  of  Love."  Now  you'll  be 
hearing  them  croon  another  Columbo 

click,  "You  Call  It  Madness." *  *         * 

Count  Basie  is  celebrating  his  10th 
anniversary  as  a  bandleader.  Benny 
Goodman  discovered  the  dusky  pianist 
a  decade  ago  in  the  Reno  Club,  a 
Kansas  City  honky  tonk.  Since  that 
time  Basie  has  made  remarkable  prog- 

ress. A  month  ago  he  and  his  band 
received  $12,500  a  week  at  the  New 
York  Roxy  theater. 

*  *         * 

Famous  singers  and  bandleaders,  who 
lend  their  names  (at  a  profit)  to  west 
coast  gambling  casinos  and  resorts  are 
making  serious  mistakes.  One  of  our 
more  famous  swooners  almost  suc- 

cumbed to  this  easy  money  but  his 
radio  sponsor  clamped  down.  For  any 
of  them  to  do  this  would  nullify  all 
the  gocJd  work  done  by  many  of  them 
in  the  field  of  juvenile  delinquency. 

*  *         ■(< 
The  most  important  new  Fall  show 

in  our  book  will  be  the  new  Phil 
Harris -Alice  Faye  show  scheduled  for 
NBC.  But  Phil  will  need  a  bicycle  to 
get  from  the  Jack  Benny  show  to  his 
own.     They  follow  each  other. 

*  *         * 

There  are  now  300-odd  recording 
companies  with  every  singing  Johnny- 
Come-Lately   signing   a   disc   contract. *  *         * 

Johnny  Desmond  will  appear  in  the 
new  movie  based  on  the  life  of  Glenn 

Miller.  It  will  be  called  "In  The  Mood." *  *         * 

Perry  Como  having  plenty  of  hud- 
dles with  his  sponsor  to  determine  his 

radio  plans  for  1947.  It  is  understood 
that  Perry  wants  to  broadcast  perma- 

nently from  Hollywood  and  on  a  half- 
hourly  once-a-week  basis. «         *         * 

Efforts  to  build  a  weekly  radio  show 

starring  Bing  Crosby's  kids  failed  when 

the    Groaner    said    no    to    all    invites. 
*  *         * 

Radio  orchestra  leaders  who  double 
as  movie  studio  maestros  have  to  de- 

cide which  work  they  prefer.  The  film 
moguls  insist  they  cannot  do  both. 4i  *  * 

Victor  records  are  grooming  blonde, 
pretty  Betty  Rhodes  as  their  disc  threat 
to  competitor  Columbia's  Dinah  Shore.. 
The  attractive  Calif  or  nian  is  getting  aj 

very  heavy  promotion  campaign.  ' *  *  ♦ 
One  great  singing  personality  who 

has  contempt  for  radio  and  pictures  is 
Ethel  Merman.  The  veteran  Broadway 
star  is  the  toast  of  the  town  in  the 
smash  musical  hit  "Annie  Get  Your 
Gun"  and  frankly  doesn't  care  if  she 
never  sees  a  mike  or  a  camera. *  *         * 

Blond,  six-feet-tall  Charles  Trenet 

made  singing  history  at  New  York's Embassy  Club.  This  engaging  Parisian 
is  spearheading  a  French  invasion  that 
includes  singer  Roger  Dannes,  whose 
singing  is  beginning  to  attract  notice, 
and  a  possible  visit  by  the  incomparable 
Chevalier  later  this  year. 

NEW   RECORDS 

Ken  Alden's  Favorites  for 
the  month: 

EDDY  HOWARD  (Majestic)  The 
smooth-voiced  Chicagoan  has  a 

juke  box  winner  in  "She's  Funny 
That  Way"  and  "Rickety  Rick- 

shaw Man." ALVINO  REY  (Capitol)  "Sepul- 
veda"  is  a  Los  Angeles  artery  and 
here's  a  fast  paced  musical  tribute 
to  it.  "Bumble  Boogie"  is  on  the reverse. 
FRANKIE  CARLE  (Columbia) 

Piano  magic  applied  to  "One 
More  Tomorrow"  and  "I'm  Gonna 
Make  Believe."  A  pleasant  plat- 
ter, 
VAUGHN  MONROE  (Victor) 
The  he-man  of  the  jukes  spins 
two  new  tunes,  "It's  My  Lazy 
Day"  and  "Who  Told  You  That 
Lie,"  the  last  partly  penned  by Eddie  Cantor. 
GINNY  SIMMS  (ARA)  Richly 

interprets  Irving  Berlin's  latest 
"They  Say  It's  Wonderful"  and 
"What  Could  Be  Sweeter." 
MIGUELITO  VALDES  (Musi- 
craft)  It's  Latin  American  with 
an  authentic  way.  Rumba  ad- 

dicts will  like  "Babalu"  and 
"Rumba  Rhapsody." 
KAY  KYSER  (Columbia)  Takes 
a  ride  on  "Love  on  a  Greyhound 
Bus"  and  "All  the  Time."  The 
former  time  is  also  splendidly 
chirped  by  the  Sisters  Dinning 
(Capitol.) 
BETTY  RHODES  (Victor)  Here's a  blonde  who  sings  as  well  as  she 
looks.  Listen  to  her  make  music 

with  "What  Has  She  Got"  and 
"I'd  Be  Lost  Without  You." 
WOODY  HERMAN  (Columbia) 
One  of  the  top  bands  mixes  sweet 

and  swing  with  "Svirrender,"  a torchy  ballad,  and  the  torrid 
"Good  Earth." 
PEGGY  LEE  (Capitol)  The 
soothing,  infectious  stylist  gets 
another  platter  winner  with 

"Baby,  You  Can  Count  On  Me" 
and  "Linger  In  My  Arms." 
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.Charm -Kurl  your  hair 

to  new  COLD  WAVE 

Beauty  in  2  to  3         ■^  bt 

hours... at  home 

it  s  easy. ..  it  s  tun  and 

so  economical,   too,  with 

featured  in  "The  Last 

Crooked  Mile" 
a  Republic  picture 

the  Ni ew 

Supreme    COLD    WAVE 

By  tonight,  thrill  to  a  new  Charm-Kurl  Supreme  Cold  Wave  Permanent. 

Enjoy  soft,  flowing  waves  and  natural-like  curls  which  sparkle  with  enticing 

highlights  and  "romance  inviting"  allure.  Your  Charm-Kurl  Supreme  Cold  Wave 

will  be  the  envy  of  your  friends— and  will  last  months  and  months. 

The  new  Charm-Kurl  Supreme  is  heatless,  machineless— yet  "takes"  on  any  type 

of  natural  hair.  Children's  soft,  fine  hair  responds  marvelously. 
The  result  must  compare  with  any  beauty  shop  wave  costing  up  to 

$15.00  or  more,  or  your  money  back  on  request.  No  wonder 

Charm-Kurl  Supreme   outsells  the   combined  total  of  all  other   brands. 

Get  a  kit  today,  thrill  to  new  found  beauty  tonight. 

For  sale  at 

•  Drug  Stores 
•  Cosmetic  and 
•  Notions  Counters 

EACH  CHARM-KURL  SUPREME  KIT  con- 

tains everything  needed  to  give  yourself 
a  gorgeous  COLD  WAVE  Permanent. 

C 

Plus  14c  Tax 

Price  in   Canaaa  $1.35 
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GIRL:  Okay,  Cupid.  What  could  the 

pumpkin  teach  me?  How  to  be  a  pie? 

CUPID:  How  to  be  a  Mantrap,  my  dateless 

darling.  To  smile.  Don't  you  know  what 
even  the  plainest  girl  can  do  if  she's  got  a  sparkling  smile? 

GIRL:  Sure.  //  she's  got  a  sparkling  smile.  But  what  happens  to  me, 
when  I  brush  my  teeth,  is  a  smile  full  of  no  smile. 

CUPID:  And  "pink"  on  your  tooth  brush,  perhaps? 
GIRL:  So? 

CUPID:  Listen,  my  airy  friend,  that  "pink"  happens  to  be  an 
urgent  warning  to  see  your  dentist!  Let  him  decide  whether 

it's  serious  or  whether  it's  simply  a  case  where  today's 
soft  foods  have  been  robbing  your  gums  of  exercise. 

If  so,  he  may  very  well  recommend  "the 

helpful  stimulation  of  Ipana  and  massage." 

about  1 
la.  Massage.  Dentist.  So  what's 
nile  you  were  talking  about? 

CUPID:  Precisely  why  I  am  here.  Sparkling 
smiles  call  for  sound  teeth.  And  sound  teeth  for 

healthy  gums.  And  Ipana's  designed  not  only  to  clean 
teeth  but,  with  massage,  to  help  gums.  Let  your  dentist  decide 

whether  you  need  this  famous  dental  routine -gentle  massage  with 
Ipana  after  you  brush  your  teeth.  Check  on  it,  Cinderella . . .  and 

start  on  a  smile  that'll  have  you  "man-haunting"  come  Hallowe'en! 

'Ot/ 
Uijif^mJlSju IPANA  AND  MASSACE 
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Thanksgiving's  coming,  and  with 
it  a  special  holiday  story.  Built 

around  CBS's  Big  Sister,  it's  as 
warm  and  inspiring  as  the  season 
out  of  which  it  grows. 

Notice  the  new  kind  of  story  on 

page  44  of  this  issue — the  picture 
adaptation  of  a  Front  Page  Far- 

rell  mystery?  Next  month  we're 
doing  the  same  thing  with  an 
exciting  story  from  the  files  of 

the  CBS  network's  Crime  Doctor 
— a  series  of  on-the-spot  photo- 

graphs to  take  you  swiftly  from 
the  beginning  of  one  of  his  fas- 

cinating tangles  to  its  triumphant 
conclusion. 

And  in  Living  Portraits,  NBC's 
Right  to  Happiness:  Carolyn 
Kramer,  in  brilliant  full  color,  and 
pages  that  open  the  door  into  her 
family  life. 
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(jUhats  cookin' at"  your  house  f" PERRY  COMO 
Siar  of  NBCs  Famous  "Supper  Club" 

queries 

"Whatever's  on  your  dinner  menu,  I  bet  it  isn't 

grass  soup,  raw  tree  bark,  or  bread  that's  made  with 
sawdust.  That's  what  plenty  of  our  friends  around 
the  world  have  had  to  call  food  these  past  few  years. 

"Lucky  us !  We  don't  have  to  starve  ourselves  to 
send  food  a-plenty  to  Europe  and  Asia.  We  can  just  eat  a  little  less, 

waste  a  little  less,  grow  a  little  more.  And  we'll  enjoy  what  we  do  eat 
all  the  more,  knowing  our  small  'sacrifice'  has  been  the  bread  of  Ufe 
itself  for  some  fellow  human  being." 
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By   ELEAIVOR   HARRIS 

WANT  to  meet  the  dizzy,  daffy  and 

delightful  Corliss  Archer  of  CBS' 
Meet  Corliss  Archer?  "Well,  step 

up  and  meet  her — but  first  erase  two 
of  those  adjectives.  For  Corliss  Archer 
in  real  life  is  Miss  Janet  Waldo;  and 

Janet  Waldo  is  only  delightful.  She's five  feet  three  and  110  pounds,  with 
lovely  brown  eyes  and  chestnut  brown 
hair.  All  of  this  beauty  is  usually  en- 

cased in  bright  peasant  clothes  or  in 
dressmaker  suits — and  she  has  one 
foible  by  which  you  could  place  her 
anywhere:  she  never  removes  her 

grandmother's  diamond  engagement 
ring  from  her  right  hand.  "It's  my  good 
luck  piece,"  she  explains. Janet  lives  in  a  house  much  like  the 
one  imaginary  Corliss  herself  lives  in 
— a  big,  rangy,  two-story  house  in  Los 
Angeles.  Under  the  same  shingles  live 
her  mother,  who  was  a  coloratura  so- 

prano before  she  married,  and  her 
father,  who  is  a  retired  railroad  execu- 

tive. Also  present  is  her  sister  Eliza- 
beth, a  concert  violinist — once  she  was 

a  member  of  Leopold  Stokowski's  All- 
American  Youth  Orchestra;  now  when- 

ever the  Waldo  fainily  wants  to  see 
her  of  an  evening,  they  get  seats  for  the 
Los  Angeles  Philharmonic  Orchestra. 

Originally  Janet  and  her  talented 
family  hailed  from  Grandview,  Wash- 

ington. There  Janet  was  born  on  a 
fruit  farm,  and  had  a  pet  sheep, 
which  ran  with  the  dogs  squawking 
"Baa"  whenever  they  barked.  She 
learned  to  swim  (beautifully)  in  an 
irrigation  ditch,  learned  to  love  moun- 

tain trails,  snowstorms,  and  howling 
winds.  "Some  day,"  she  says,  "I'll 
write  a  book  about  my  childhood." 

RADIO  MIRROR,  published  monthly  by 
MACFADDEN  PUBLICATIONS.  INC..  New  York,  N.  Y. 

General  Business.  Editorial  and  Advertising  Offices;  205 
East  42nd  St.,  New  York  17,  N.  Y.  O.  J.  Elder.  President; 
Harold  Wise,  Senior  Vice  President;  S.  O.  Shapiro.  Vice 
President;  Herbert  Drake,  Vice  President:  Meyer  Dworkin, 
Secretary  and  Treasurer;  Edward  F.  Lethen,  Advertising:  Di- 

rector. Chicago  Office:  221  North  La  Salle  St.,  Leslie  R.  Gafjre. 
Mgr.  Pacific  Coast  Offices;  San  Francisco,  420  Market  Street; 
Hollywood,  8949  Sunset  Blvd.,  Lee  Andrews,  Manager.  Re- entered as  Second  Class  matter  March  15,  1946,  at  the  Post 
Office  at  New  York,  N.  Y.,  under  the  Act  of  March  3.  1879. 
Subscription  rates;  U.  S.  and  Possessions.  $1.80  per  year. 
All  other  countries,  $3.00  per  year.  Price  per  copy;  15c 
in  the  United  States,  25c  in  Canada.  While  Manuscripts, 
Photographs,  and  Drawingrs  are  submitted  at  the  owner's  risk, every  effort  will  be  made  to  return  those  found  unavailable 
if  accompanied  by  sufficient  first  class  postage  and  explicit 
name  and  address.  Contributors  are  especially  advised  to  be 
sure  to  retain  copies  of  their  contributions;  otherwise  they 
are  taking  unnecessary  risk.  The  contents  of  this  magazine 
may  not  be  reprinted  either  "wholly  or  in  part,  without  per- mission. 

(Member  of  Macfadden   Women's   Group) 

Some  +bm^s  you  Just 

can't  mask,  R^eon  j 
CUTE  COSTUME,  slave  girl.  And  you  go 

so  well  inside  it. 

But  what  good  is  your  masquerade  if  un- 

derarm odor  gives  you  away?  Don't  ever 
take  chances  with  your  charm.  Put  your 
trust  in  Mum. 

Tonight's  bath  was  fine  ...  for  washing 

Product  efSnstal-Myers 

away  past  perspiration.  But  to  stay  sweet 
and  nice  to  be  near  ...  to  guard  against 
the  risk  of  future  underarm  odor  . .  .  play 
safe— use  Mum! 

r^  betfer  because  its  ̂  
1.  Safe  for  skin.  No  irritating  crystals. 
Snow-white  Mum  is  gentle,  harmless  to 

skin. 
2.  Safe  for  clothes.  No  harsh  ingredients 
in  Mum  to  rot  or  discolor  fine  fabrics. 

3.  Safe  for  charm.  Mum  gives  sure  pro- 
tection against  underarm  odor  all  day  or evening. 

Mum  is  economical,  too.  Doesn't  dry  out 
in  the  jar  —  stays  smooth  and  creamy. 

Quick,  easy   to  use  —  even   after   you're dressed.  Get  Mum  today! •  •  • 
For  Sanitary  Napkins— Mum  is  gentle,  safe, 
dependable . . .  ideal  for  this  use,  too. 



Allen,  Benny  and  Roches- 
ter, no  musicians,  sit  in  with 

the  King  Cole  Trio  and 
Maurice   Rocco,   good    ones. 

Jon    Cart,    MBS    conductor,    re- 
hearses  before  a  responsive  audience. 

w^ 
By   KEN    ALDEN 

ON    CART 

IF  YOU'VE  dialed  The  Carrington  Playhouse, Saturday  Night  Revue  and  a  flock  of  other  Mutual 
network  shows,  the  name  of  Jon  Gart  should  be  a 

familiar  one.  He  is  one  of  radio's  busiest  men  of 
music  despite  the  fact  that  he  got  into  radio  by 
accident. 

Jon  came  over  to  this  country  from  Poland  with 
his  father,  who  was  scheduled  for  a  concert  tour. 
The  elder  Gart,  a  fine  baritone,  was  determined  to 
conquer  America.  Although  his  son  had  been  study- 

ing at  the  Imperial  Conservatory  in  Kiev  he  was 
still  far  from  being  a  polished  Polish  pianist.  Ac- 

companying his  famous  father  was  strictly  a  happy 
holiday. 

New  York's  traffic  changed  this.  The  third  day  in 
Gotham,  Gart's  father  was  struck  down  by  a  cab. 
Although  he  was  not  seriously  injured,  the  tour  had 
to  be  postponed.  Jon  had  to  get  a  job  and  he  did, 
as  pit  maestro  for  the  Loew  theater  chain.  This  was 
still  the  era  of  silent  films  and  the  young  foreigner 
provided  musical  accompaniment  for  the  muted 
screen  stars. 

After  one  year  of  this  work,  Gart  was  persuaded 
to  try  this  new-fangled  radio.  He  joined  a  now- 
forgotten  radio  station,  WFBH.  Gart  still  remem- 

bers those  pioneer  days  vividly. 
"We  had  only  one  room  and  no  way  of  setting  up. 

We  had  to  do  it  while  the  show  was  on.  Musically, 
those  early  programs  must  have  been  ridiculous. 
We  tiptoed  in  while  a  singer  or  lecturer  was  on  the 
air,  put  our  instruments  anywhere  we  could  so  long 
as  we  were  quiet,  and  then  took  the  air  just  like 
that.  If  our  music  was  too  loud  or  too  low,  an 
announcer  came  up  to  me  while  I  was  conducting, 
pecked  at  my  sleeve,  mouthed  a  stage  whisper.  Can 

you  imagine  that  informality  today?" 
Don't  tell  Gart  about  outraged  critical  reaction 

when  some  venerated  classic  is  jazzed  up.  He  thinks 
he  may  have  started  it  back  in  the  crystal  set  era 
when  he  syncopated  such  choice  items  as  "By  The 
Waters  of  Minnetonka,"  and  the  love  duet  from 
"Samson." 

In  addition  to  his  Mutual  chores,  Jon  has  contri- 
buted many  a  musical  backdrop  to  Superman,  Big 

Frank  Jr.  and  Nancy  get  early 
music   training    from    Dad 

Sinatra,  who's  heard  Wednes- 
days at  9  P.M.  EST,  CBS. 

Town,  EUery  Queen,  and  the  CBS  Workshop  series. 
He  envies  Hollywood  musicians. 

"An  average  picture  runs  some  two  hours.  The 
scenarist  can  lead  up  to  a  tense  scerie  for  fifteen  or 
twenty  minutes  and  finally  give  the  musicians  their 
chance  to  heighten  the  tension  or  enhance  the  drama. 
A  radio  show  takes  thirty  minutes.  The  musician 
has  to  get  in  his  blows  in  ten  or  fifteen  seconds. 

It's  a  tough  job." Jon  likes  to  recall  the  days  when  he  conducted  a 
dance  band  in  an  obscure  night  club.  There  was  a 
vocalist  there  who  wanted  none  of  the  corny  ar- 

rangements which  girl  singers  of  the  day  seemed 
to  favor.  She  was  independent  and  knew  what  she 
wanted. 

"I've  never  forgotten  that  girl.  Her  name  was 

and  is  Dinah  Shore." A  modest,  retiring  person,  Gart  shies  away  from 
comedy  shows.  He's  timid  about  reading  lines  with 
jokesters  and  still  remembers  a  harrowing  experi- 

ence from  his  vaudeville  days.  The  great  pan- 
tomimist,  Jimmy  Savo,  used  to  get  a  laugh  by 
reaching  down  in  the  orchestra  pit  and  snatching  off 
leader  Gart's  tie.  At  one  performance  this  failed  to 
get  a  laugh.  So  the  buffoon  decided  to  work  on  the 
embarrassed  musician's  shirt,  coat  and  pants.  Mid- 

way through  this  early  strip  {Continrnd  on  page  74) 
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MAYBE  a  blonde  can  get  away  with 
it  for  a  little  while  .  .  .  but  a 

brunette — never!  Those  telltale  flakes 

and  scales  show  up  all  too  plainly  and 

people  begin  whispering  "infectious 
dandruff"  and  draw  away. 

Liook  Out,  Lady! 

If  you  have  the  slightest  evidence  of 
infectious  dandruff — flakes,  scales,  or 
itching— better  start  at  once  with  the 
delightful  treatment  that  has  helped  so 
many  .  .  .  Listerine  Antiseptic  and  mas- 

sage. Make  it  a  part  of  your  regular 
hair  washing  routine. 

Remember,  infectious  dandruff  is 
nothing  to  fool  with  .  .  .  and  women  as 
well  as  men  can  contract  it. 

Kills  "Bottle  Bacillus" 

Early  and  regular  Listerine  Antiseptic 
]    treatment  may  often  head  off  the  infec- 

tion or  relieve  its  severity.  Here's 
why: 

Listerine  Antiseptic  gives  the 
scalp  and  hair  an  antiseptic  bath. 
Right  away  it  kills  millions  of 

"bottle  bacillus"  (Pityrosporum 
ovale),  the  ugly  little  germ  that 
many  a  noted  dermatologist  looks 

upon  as  a  causative  agent  of  in- 
fectious dandruff. 

It's  Easy . . .  It's  Delightful 

There's  no  mess,  no  bother, 
no  smell,  no  grease  about  the 

Listerine  Antiseptic  treatment.  It' s 
easy  .  .  .  it's  delightful  .  .  .  and 
you  simply  have  no  idea  how  fresh , 
clean  and  exhilarated  it  makes 

your  scalp  feel.  You  will  be  delighted 
also,  to  see  how  quickly  embarrassing 
flakes  and  scales  begin  to  disappear. 

Get  in  the  habit  of  using  Listerine 

Pityrosporum  ovale, 

the  strange  "bottle bacillus"  regarded  by 

many  leading  author- ities as  a  causative 

agent  of  infectious dandruff. 

The  TREATMENT 

Women  iParthair,  all  over  thescalp, 

and  apply  Listerine  Antiseptic  with 
finger  tips  or  cotton.  Rub  in  well. 

Carefully  done,  it  can't  hurt  your 
wave.  Men:  Douse  full- strength 
Listerine  Antiseptic  on  the  scalp 
morning  and  night.  Follow  with 
good,  vigorous  massage.  Listerine 
Antiseptic  is  the  same  antiseptic 
that  has  been  famous  in  the  field  of 
oral  hygiene  for  over  60  years. 

Antiseptic   as   a  part  of  your  regular 
shampoo.  It  pays. 

Lambert  Pharmacal  Co.,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 

Ai  the  firsf  sign  of  Infectious  Oandruff  ...LISTERINE    ANTISEPTIC 

^>V^^ 
X 



Anne   Shephei'd,   who   acts 

in  many  a  f-adio  drama   (MBS' Bulldog  Drummond  among 
them)  starts  with  a  lovely  skin, 

does  a  make-up  job  that's 
precise,      subtle — and      lasting. 

^^^^ 

IF  your  make-up  assembly-line  in- cludes a  powder  foundation,  lipsticks, 
powder,  mascara,  rouge,  eyebrow  and 

possibly  an  eyebrow  pencil — all  in 
shades  that  suit  you  to  a  "T"  and  if  you 
use  them  consistently,  adeptly,  don't 
read  further.  The  following  is  a  short- 
short  on  make-up  for  the  Timid  and 
the  Uninitiated.  Or  it's  a  refresher  for 
any  girl  who  hasn't  had  a  pep-talk  on 
make-up  in  the  last  six  months. 
The  right  make-up  can  make  a  new 

you  of  you.  But  it's  doomed  to  semi- effectiveness  unless  you  start  with  skin 

that's  clean  .  .  .  free  of  old  make-up. 
Every  girl  to  her  own  method — soap  and 
water  and/or  cream.  If,  till  now,  you've 
harbored  any  old-hat  inhibitions  about 
powder  foundation,  get  rid  of  them  now. 
Whether  you  use  the  cake  type  or  a 
creamy  liquid  base,  your  skin  takes  on 
a  clear,  smooth  glowing  evenness  that 
makes  you  look  rested,  happy,  lovely. 
Foundation  helps  hide  circles  under 

eyes,  blends  in  freckles  if  you  don't  hap- 
pen to  like  them,  gives  a  glow  to  sallow 

or  muddy  skin,  tones  down  minor  blem- 
ishes. Use  only  a  shade  that  matches 

your  skin  or  is  a  trifle  darker. 
The  same  is  true  in  your  choice  of  face 

powder.  Too  light  a  shade  gives  a 
ghostly,  unnatural  effect  that  is  most 
unflattering.  Dust  powder  onto  the  skin, 
don't  scrub  it  in,  squint,  or  push  your 
face  around  when  applying.  Powder 
puffs  should  be  kept  clean,  obviously. 
Sanitary  reasons.  But  that's  not  all.  A 
clean  new  puff  powders  better. 
Most  girls  look  fresher,  sweeter  if 

they  wear  a  little  rouge,  but  remember 
— a  little.  Where  Nature  puts  the  pink, 
so  should  you,  unless  your  face  needs 
make-up  modeling.  Applied  in  a  soft 
triangle,  rouge  for  the  thin  face  should 
be  blended  toward  the  outer  curve  of 
the  cheek  but  toward  the  inner  curve 

for  the  face  that's  chubby. 

ti'W'O IW   i   B   »  ©   » H    O    M    m 

Lucky  you  if  you  have  nice  ample 
eyebrows.  They're  a  modem  sign  of 
beauty,  so  pluck  only  wayward  hairs. 
Eyeshadow  is  a  party  thing  and  on  big 

occasions  or  small  should  be  used  spar- 
ingly and  blended.  For  most  girls  eye- 

cream,  lanolin,  or  vaseline  spread  light- 
ly over  the  lids  is  enough — is  all  that's needed. 
Unless  your  eyes  are  framed  with 

dark  lashes  as  long  as  daisy  petals,  you 

probably  need  mascara,  for  everyone's eyelashes  are  paler  at  the  tips.  Blondes 
and  most  redheads  need  mascara  par- 

ticularly, for  light  eyes  can  look  life- 
less without  emphasis  and  the  framing 

job  that  dark  lashes  give.  Hoist  your 
eyelid  with  one  finger  if  you  want  to 
sweep  mascara  on  the  full  length  of 
your  lashes.  This  helps  you  avoid,  too, 
poking  yourself  in  the  eye  with  the 
brush.  An  only  slightly  dampened 
brush  conveys  more  color  but  please 
don't  try  for  beadwork  on  your  lashes 
like  an  old-time  vamp.  Another  taboo  is 
wearing  mascara  on  your  lower  lashes. 
It  diminishes  the  size  of  your  eyes 
amazingly.  Like  your  hairline,  and  your 
eyebrows,  the  lower  lashes  should  be 
brushed  free  of  powder  but  that's  all. 

You'll  never  have  a  prettier  mouth 
than  when  you  apply  your  base  coat  of 

lipstick  with  a  tiny  fine  brush.  It's  a 
make-up  trick  to  master  if  you  want 
your  mouth  to  "stay  put"  and  keep  its 
firm  outline  in  spite  of  hot  coffee  and 
"chicken  in  the  rough."  It  may  cost  a 
dollar  but  a  lipstick  brush  is  an  econ- 
omy. 

Spread  your  lips  firmly  over  your 
teeth  and  start  with  the  brush  at  the 
center  of  your  upper  lip.  Do  the  out- 

line, then  fill.  The  first  layer  of  lip- 
stick should  be  dusted  lightly  with 

powder  and  blotted.  Repeat  the  whole 
thing;  your  lovely  mouth  should  last 
for  hours  and  hours. 
As  time  goes  by,  lips  lose  their 

roundness.  When  that  times  comes  for 

you,  don't  imagine  for  a  second  that, a 
load  of  vivid  lipstick  will  make  you  look 
younger.  Make-up  for  the  older  woman 
should  be  kept  soft,  ever  so  subtle  to 
really  look  young  and  pretty.  But  no 
matter  what  your  age,  keep  this  in  mind. 
Make-up  can  be  like  a  perfume  that 
you've  worn  often  for  a  long  time.  You can  become  so  accustomed  to  it  that 

you're  not  aware  that  you're  wearing 
any.  That's  when  too  many  of  us  make 
the  fatal  mistake  of  using  more  than 
we  need  for  a  lovely  effect. 

6    ' 



0£  all  leading  brands  ^^e  tested  .  •  • 

m  oim  mmmj^ STOPS     PERSPIRATION 

AND    ODOR    SO    EFFECTIVELY,    YET    SO    SAFELY! 

To  protect  your  precious  clothes  against 

perspiration  ...  to  prevent  embarrassing  odor 

.  .  use  the  new,  improved  Postwar  Arrid! 

Our  laboratory  comparisons  of  Arrid  against 

all  other  leading  brands  show  Arrid  is 

more  effective  in  stopping  perspiration  and 

odor  with  safety  to  skin  and  clothes. 

Arrid  gives  you  the  utmost  safe  protection. 

Guards  your  clothes  against  perspiration. 

Prevents  embarrassing  odor.  You'll 
adore  the  new,  improved  Postwar  Arrid! 

M^stwar   Arrid  pa
ckages 

S„..»*abov.*.P""- 

Only  safe,  gentle  Arrid 

gives  you  this  tborough  5 -Tray  protection  i 

1.  No  other  deodorant   tested  stops   perspiration    and 
odor  so  effectively,  yet  so  safely. 

2.  More  effective  in  stopping  perspiration  than  any  other 
leading  deodorant  cream,  according  to  our  tests. 

3.  Does  not  harm  fabrics.  Does  not  irritate  the  skin. 
Antiseptic. 

4.  Soft,  smooth,  creamy  .  .  .  easy  to  apply.  Greaseless 
and  stainless,  too. 

5.  Awarded  the  Seal  of  Approval  of  the  American  Insti- 
tute of  Laundering  for  being  harmless  to  clothes. 

39^  plus  tax  Also  10^  and  59^ 

Romantic  Dress,  of  black  sUk  brocade!  Hip  bustles,  tied  underneath,  accentuate  the 
tiny  waistline  and  snug-fitting  bodice  with  its  graceful  neckline.  Underarm  perspiration 
can  easily  ruin  this  type  of  dress.  Rely  on  the  new,  more  effective  Arrid!  Arrid  gives 
utmost  protection  against  perspiration  and  odor  with  safety  to  skin  and  clothesl 

%ur  Sml)rwvd']kwtiiii  i%  R  R  I 
Some  of  the  many  Stars  who  use  Arbid:  J)iana  Barrymore  .  Jane  Froman  .  Gertrude  Niesen  .  Connee  JBoswell  .  Beatrice  lAllie  .Joan  McCrncken 



WALTER  THORNTON 

Pin-Up  GIRL 
uses  Glover's  Famous 

3-WAY  MEDICINAL  TREATMENT 
for  Beautiful  Hair 

Lovelier  Hair 
for  You,  too! 

You  don't  have  to  wait  week  after  week 
— try  just  one  application  of  the 
Glover's  3-Way  Medicinal  Treatment 

tonight — and  tomorrow  you'll  see  the  differ- 
ence I  Compare  the  lovelier,  natural-looking 

color  tones — the  fresh  radiance — the  spark- 
ling highlights  and  clear,  soft,  exquisite 

beauty  of  your  hair.  Get  all  three  today — 
Glover's  Original  Mange  Medicine — GLO- 

VER Beauty  Shampoo — Glover's  Imperial 
Hair  Dress — and  use  separately  or  in  one 
complete  treatment.  Ask  for  the  regular 
sizes  at  any  Drug  Store  or  Drug  Counter — 
or  mail  the  Coupon  for  FREE  application! 

Glover's with  massage,   for  DANDRUFF.  ANNOYING 
SCALP    and    EXCESSIVE    FALUNC    HAIR 

SEND  COUPON  for  all 

three  products  in  her- 
metically-sealed bottles, 

with  complete  instruc- 

tions for  Glover's  3-W'ay Treatment  and  useful 

FREE  booklet.  "The Scientific  Care  of  Scalp 

and  Hair." 

GLOVER'S,  101  West  31st  St. 
Depl.  5510,  New  York  1,  N.  Y. 

f  Send  Free  Trial  Application  package  in  plain  wrap- 
I  per  by  return  mail.,  co^tainin^  Glover's  Mange  Medi- 
I  cine.  GLO-VER  Shampoo  and  Glover's  Hair  Dress. 
I  in  3  heriiiclically-sealed  bottles,  with  FREE  booklet. 
I  1  enclose  10c  to  cover  cost  of  packaging  and  postage. 

■  Namfi               

Address.^ 

City^   

Latest  addition  to  the 
husband -and -wife    pro- 

grams    is     the     Jinx 
Falkenburg      and      Tex 

McCrary  combination, 
heard  mornings  on  MBC 

WHiT'S  MW from 

mm  to  COAST 
Stuart  Erwin  and  Florence  Lake 
have  telephone  troubles  galore 
on  CBS's  Phone  Again,  Finnegan. 

By 

DALE 

BANKS 

COMMERCIAL  radio  is  still  branching  out  over  the  globe. 
Awhile  back,  we  reported  on  the  efforts  being  made  to 
set  up  a  commercial  radio  station  in  Europe.  Now  comes 

word  that  the  first  commercial  broadcast  station  has  been 
established  in  the  Bermuda  Islands — Station  ZBM.  ZBM  has 
joined  the  Mutual  network,  bringing  the  number  of  Mutual 
stations  up  to  the  grand  total  of  323. 

*         *         * 

Television  broadcasting  is  also  expanding.  The  American 
Broadcasting  Company  is  out  in  front  of  the  field  with,  at 
the  moment,  five  stations  in  its  television  line-up,  having 
added  station  WBKB,  in  Chicago  to  its  list  of  outlets.  ABC 
regularly  presents  television  shows  over  WABD,  New  York; 
WPTZ,  Philadelphia;  WRGB,  Schenectady;  and  by  coaxial 
cable  to  WTTG,  Washington,  D.   C. 

*  *         * 

By  the  time  you  read  this,-  veteran  radio-ite  Louella  Par- 
sons will  be  back  on  the  ABC  air  at  her  regular  time  (9:15 

P.M.  EST) ,  recovered  from  her  recent  illness,  ready  with 
first-run  news  fresh  out  of  Hollywood. 

*  *         * 

Here's  a  note  of  warning  to  veterans.  Many  vets  have  had 
a  nibble  at  radio  and  radio  performing  in  an  informal 
way  during  their  days  in  the  service  and  many  of  them  have 
developed  a  yen  to  continue  in  this  field.  As  a  result,  there 
has  been  a  great  increase  in  the  demand  for  special  training 
in  the  various  phases  of  radio.  The  catch  is  that,  as  seems 
to  be  usual  whenever  a  new  demand  arises,  many  so-called 
radio  schools  have  sprung  up  all  over  the  country,  making 
particular  appeals  to  ex-servicemen. 

Veterans  should  check  very  carefully  on  the  credentials 
of  any  schools  they  intend  to  attend,  before  plunking  down 
their  enrollment  fees.  Otherwise,  they  are  liable  to  be 
rooked  for  their  money  and  get  little  {Continued  on  "page  10) 



WHICH  WAS  SHE  ? 
To  the  wor/d,  she  was  o  charming,  charifab/e  woman 
.  .  .  Buf  fo  8  men — her  father,  husbands,  sons,  /ov- 

ers— she  was  o  shame/ess  and  passionate  she-devi// 

THE 

Stion^etilemaM/ 
•    BEN  AMES  WILLIAMS'  Sensational  TOO-Page  Best-Seller 

And  Million-Dollar  Hunt  Stromberg-United  Artists  Production 

Starring  the  Lovely,  Exotic  HEDY  LAMARR! 

JENNY  HAGER  was  so  fascinating  to 
all  men  that  when  she  was  only  four 

years  old  she  caused  dashing,  gay-Lothario 
Lt  Caruthers  to  elope  with  her  mother! 
She  drove  her  father,  Big  Tim  Hager,  to 
drown  himself  in  rum,  in  fear  of  his  own 

unholy  desire  for  her!  But  as  a  child-like 
bride,  she  brought  banker  Isaiah  Poster 
a  new  zest  for  living — for  all  his  seventy 

years!  To  Ephraim  Poster,  Isaiah's  son, 
she  showed  her  true  nature,  shameless  and 
merciless!  For  why  would  she  taunt  Eph 

to  kill  his  father — ^then  jeer  at  him  for  a 
coward  when  he  accidentally  caused  the 

old  man's  death? 

"Every  Woman  is  a  Wanton!" 
Yes,  she  was  more  than  a  match  for 

Ephraim,  who  once  boasted  to  his  friend 
John  Evered  that  he  saw  a  wanton  in 
every  pretty  woman  he  met  and  usually 
found  it,  too!  Eph  tried  to  tell  John  the 
truth  about  Jenny.  But  John,  too,  fell  un- 

der her  witch-like  spell.  Who  wouldn't — 
after  he  had  saved  her  from  a  ship- 

wreck— and  then  spent  a  winter's  night 
under  a  Cape  Cod  haystack  with  her? 

In  The  Strange  Woman  you'll  meet  an 
utterly  amazing  human  character  at  the 
heart  of  a  rich,  gaudy,  full-bodied  novel — 
a  character  you'll  long  remember,  now 
being  immortalized  on  the  screen  by 
HEDY  LAMARR! 

MEMBERSHIP  IN  THE  BOOK  LEAGUE  IS  FRCE! 
It  costs  nothing  to  join  "America's  Biggest  Bar- 

gain Book  Club."  And  every  month  you  receive 
a  best  seller  by  an  author  like  Ben  Ames 

Williams,  John  Steinbeck,  or  Ernest  Heming- 

way— selling  for  $2.50  and  up  in  the  publisher's 
edition. 

IN  ADDITION,  for  every  two  Selections  you 

accept,  you  get — FREE — a  BONUS  BOOK,  a 
masterpiece  by  Shakespeare,  Poe,  Balzac,  Dumas, 

Zola,  etc.  These  BONUS  BOOKS  are  handsome- 
ly and  umiorinly  bound;  they  grow  into  an  im- 

pressive lifetime  library. 
You  Do  NOT  Have  to  Take 
Every    Monthly   Selection 

The  best-seller  selected  each  month  sells  at 

$2.50  and  up  in  the  publisher's  edition.  But  you 
can  get  it  for  only  $  1 .49 !  * 

You  do  NOT  have  to  accept  each  monthly 
Selection;  only  six  of  your  own  choice  during  the 

year.  Each  month  the  Club's  "Review"  describes 
a  number  of  other  popular  best-sellers;  if  you  pre- 

fer one  of  these  to  the  regular  Selection,  choose  it 

instead.      No  membership  dues;  no  fiirther  cost 
or  obligation. 

Mail  coupon  without  money,  and  receive — for 
just  that  3c  stamp — The   Strange  Woman.   You 
will  ALSO  receive,  as  your  first  selection,  your 
choice  of  any  one  of  these  3  best-sellers: 
The  Foxes  of  Harrow — 650,000-copy  best-seller 
of  flaming  passion  in  wicked  Old  New  Orleans. 
Before  The  Sun  Goes  Down — The  amazing  best- 

seller that  won  $145,000  in  cash  prizes! 
The  Black  Rose — Magnificent  romantic  thriller  of 
love  and  adventure — 2  MILLION  COPIES  sold! 

Send  coupon  without  money — just  enclose  a  3c 
stamp.  Read  The  Strange  Woman  for  five  days. 
If  you  are  not  then  convinced  that  this  IS 

"America's  Biggest  Bargain  Book  Club,"  return 
the  book;  pay  nothing.  Otherwise,  keep  it — 
your  3c  stamp  will  be  considered  full  payment; 
your  subscription  will  begin  with  the  selection 
you  choose  in  the  coupon.  Mail  coupon  NOW! 
BOOK  LEAGUE  OF  AMERICA,  Dept.  MWG-10, 
Garden  City,  N.  Y. 

HEDY     LAMARR     in 

the  movie,  The 
Strange  Woman,  a 
Hunt  Stromberg 

Production,  produced 

by  Jack  Chertok  and released  through 
United   Artists. 

Mail   this   Coupon   to 
BOOK  LEAGUE  OF  AMERICA 
Dept.  MWG-10,  Garden  City,  N.Y. 
1  enclose  a  3c  stamp.  Please  send  me  The  Strange  Woman. 
Within  5  days  I  may  return  it  if  I  wish,  without  cost  or 
obligation.  Otherwise.  I  will  keep  it.  and  the  3c  stamp 
will  be  considered  full  payment.  Then  I  will  continue  to 
receive  fortlicoming  new  monthly  selections — at  only  SI. 49, 
plus  few  cents  postage.  Also  send  me.  as  mv  first  selection. the  hook   T   have  checked   helow: 

□  Foxes  of  Harrow    n  Before  the  Sun  Goes  Down 

n  Black  Rose For  every  two  monthly  selections  1  accept,  i  will  re- 
ceive free,  a  BONUS  BOOK.  However.  I  do  NOT  have  to 

accept  each  month's  new  selection;  only  six  of  my  own choice  during  the  year  to  fulfill  my  membership  require- 
ment. Each  month  I  will  receive"  the  Club's  "Review" describing  a  number  of  other  popular  best-sellers;  so  that 

if  I  prefer  one  of  these  to  the  regular  Selection,  I  may 
choose  it  instead.  There  are  no  membership  dues  for  me 
to    pay:    no   further  cost   or  obligation. 

MR.     ) 

MRS.  [■   

MISS  1 

(Please  print  plainly) 

Zone  No. 
CITY   (If  any)  ....    STATE. 

If  under  21 
Occupation       age,  please     

Slrijhtiy  hiiiher  »n  Canada.  Addreaa   105  BOTvi  St.     Toronto  Z.  Canada 



The 

Name  You  Know- 
The  QuaHty 

Baby  Deserves 

Ho.  2      1[ 

GUARDED    COILS 

{.Contxnmd  from  page  8)  or  nothing 
in  return  for  it.  It's  nasty,  but  it 
happens. 

We  liked  Gabriel  Heatter's  story  of 
the  French  Deputy — mainly  because  it 
contains  the  germ  of  an  idea  which 
might  be  put  to  excellent  use  in  the 
halls  of  our  own  Congress  on  occasion. 
Heatter  told  about  this  French  Deputy 
submitting  a  bill  for  five  dollars  for 
the  repair  of  his  umbrella.  The  deputy 
claimed  that  he  was  entitled  to  be  re- 

imbursed by  the  government,  because 
his  umbrella  was  broken  in  the  service 
of  his  government.  Simply,  he  had  used 
it  to  fell  a  fellow  member  of  the  cham- 

ber, who  had  spoken  for  nine  hours. 
One  way  to  break  a  filibuster? 

Maybe  you  think  a  good  way  to  get 
a  watch  is  to  go  shopping  for  it,  plunk 
down  your  money  and  carry  it  out  of 
the  store.  Not  so  Tuffy  Goff— Abner  of 
the  Lum  'n'  Abner  show.  Tuffy  has  a 
very  fine  stop  watch  in  a  beautiful  gold 
case — and  he  didn't  buy  it.  Nor  was  it 
a  present  from  an  admirer. 

Seems  Tuffy  was  a  spectator  at  Santa 
Anita,  when  a  strange  young  man  ap- 

proached him  for  a  loan  of  $60,  and 
insisted  on  leaving  his  watch  as  secur- 

ity. Tuffy  thought  at  first  it  was  a 
dodge.  But  the  young  man  looked  hon- 

est— and  the  gold  watch  was  obviously 
no  phony,  although  Tuffy  had  no  idea 
of  the  value  of  the  watch.  He  decided 
to  trust  the  young  man  and  forked  over 
the  money.  That  young  man  never  came 
back — which  could  have  made  Tuffy 
suspicious  But  when  Tuffy  had  the 
watch  cleaned,  he  was  told  that  it  was 
a  very  valuable  timepiece,  worth  many 
times  the  amount  of  the  loan. 

Bernardine  Flynn  is  busy  arranging 
for  music  lessons  for  her  eight-year-old 
son,  Anthony.  The  discovery  that  Tony 
had  musical  talent  was  quite  accidental. 
Bernardine,  who  plays  Sade  on  the  Vic 
and  Sade  show,  had  to  take  Tony  to 
a  rehearsal  with  her  one  day  and,  while 
the  cast  was  busy  going  over  its  lines, 
Tony  wandered  around  the  studio  until 
he  came  across  the  electric  organ.  The 
kid  sat  himself  down  and  tore  off  a  few 
tunes  that  were  definitely  recognizable. 
It  was  when  everyone  complimented 
Bernardine  on  her  son's  talent  that  it came  out  her  son  had  never  been  near 

an  organ  before  much  less  studied  it. 
Another  talented  youngster  is  Geral- 

dine  Kay's  small  son.  He  takes  piano 
lessons  to  develop  his  talent,  and  he's not  too  crazy  about  that  aspect  of  the 
music.  The  other  day,  Gerry  was  sur- 

prised to  hear  him  practicing  his  les- 
sons when  she  opened  the  door.  Think- 

ing that  a  new  era  had  set  in,  Gerry 
praised  her  son  for  his  diligence  and 
asked  him  how  long  he'd  been  at  the 
piano.  She  got  the  startlingly  honest 
answer,  "Since  I  heard  you  coming  in 
the  front  door."  Gerry  plays  Mrs.  Boyd on  Those  Websters. 

Rita  Ascot  proves  herself  a  fine  ac- 
tress on  Tales  of  the  Foreign  Service. 

Her  artistry  as  a  cook,  however,  leaves 
much  to  be  desired.  But  Rita  tries  and 
tries — sometimes  with  comic  results. 

There's  one  recipe  for  a  hamburger- 
rice  dish,  which  is  her  husband's  fav- 

orite and  which  Rita  hasn't  ever  been 
able  to  make  properly.  It  happens  to 
be  a  recipe  distributed  by  the  Edison 
Home  Service  and  Rita  took  to  writing 
them  letters,  asking  for  advice  and  re- 

porting her  unsatisfactory  results  after 
each  new  attempt.  Finally,  Rita  got  a 
short  note  from  the  Service  which  read: 
"Our  only  other  suggestion  is  that  your 
husband  learn  to  like  the  dish  the 

way  you  make  it." 

Any  day  now,  Alec  Templeton  will  be 
introducing  listeners  to  a  new  per- 

former on  his  show.  Back  in  July, 
Alec's  wife  gave  him  a  talking  Mynah 
bird  and  Alec's  been  training  the  little 
black  creature  to  do  imitations  in  the 
almost   inimitable   Templeton   manner. 

Genevieve  Rowe,  soprano  on  An 
Evening  With  Romberg,  is  happy  to 
be  able  to  sing  under  her  own  name 
again.  Last  year,  when  she  was  ap- 

pearing regularly  on  two  network 
shows,  Genevieve  was  asked  to  use  a 
pseudonym  on  one  of  them.  She  was 
both  Irene  Hill  and  Genevieve  Rowe. 
"It's  hard  enough  to  try  to  build  up  a 

reputation  under  one  name,"  Genevieve 
says.  "But  have  you  ever  tried  to  carve 

two  careers,  at  once?" 

Much  has  been  written  about  artists 
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Jll  Brass  .  .  Won't  Rust 

Quarded  Coils  .  .  IVon't  Catch 

With  a  citation  com- 
mending her  radio 

work  in  war  and  in 

peace,  Kate  Smith  is welcomed  by  Dorothy 

Lewis  as  the  one- 
thousandth  member 
of  radio's  Association 
of  Women  Directors. 
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Linda  Johnson  is  behind  those  ter- 

rified  screams  on  CBS's   Suspense. 

who  have  risen  to  success  in  spite  of 
afflictions,  but  little  has  been  said  about 
those  who  used  those  very  afflictions 
and  turned  them  into  deciding  factors 
for  the  big  time.  To  anybody  else,  a 
wart  on  the  larynx  would  have  spelled 
doom  to  a  singing  career — but  not  Bing 
Crosby — it's  given  him  that  special 
whatzis  that's  been  the  envy  as  well  as 
the  model  for  dozens  of  would-be  imi- 

tators. .  .  .  Andy  Devine's  throat  con- 
dition gave  him  a  unique  place  among 

comedians.  .  .  .  That  nasal  twang  so 
identified  with  Fred  Allen  is  the  result 

of  a  deviated  septum.  .  .  .  Jackie  Kelk's 
sinus  is  responsible  for  the  peculiar  in- 

tonation he's  able  to  give  in  his  charac- 
ter of  Homer  on  the  Aldrich  Family 

.  .  .  An  accident  in  the  Navy  kept  Danny 
O'Neil  voiceless  for  months,  but  when his  vocal  chords  mended,  his  tenor 
voice  picked  up  an  additional  half  oc- 

tave. .  .  .  Jane  Froman's  speech  impedi- 
ment made  it  necessary  for  her  to  speak 

slowly,  and  her  measured  cadences  in 
song  are  the  result.  .  .  .  Hildegarde  had 
a  Milwaukee  accent  which  she  couldn't 
lose,  so  she  put  it  to  use,  played  it  up 
and  it  became  the  "Continental"  accent 
which  zoomed  her  to  success.  .  .  .  Yvette 

has  a  speech  defect — she  can't  pro- 
nounce her  "R's"  clearly,  they  roll.  She 

capitalized  on  them  and,  with  a  build- 
up based  on  a  French  setting,  has  done 

very  well. 

Bob  Dixon,  emcee  of  CBS's  Cinder- 
ella, Inc.,  is  in  the  Navy,  but  it  doesn't 

mean  a  thing  in  the  way  of  sea  duty. 
Bob  has  received  a  citation  from  Ne- 

braska's Governor  Griswold,  making 
him  nothing  less  than  an  "admiral"  in 
the  "Nebraska  Navy."  The  rank  carries 
with  it  nothing — because  all  the  mem- 

bers are  admirals.  The  Nebraska  Navy 
bears  a  strong  resemblance  to  the  Swiss 
fleet. 

Ordinarily,  there's  seldom  a  dull five  seconds  for  sound  effects  men  on  a 
network  dramatic  show.  It  worked  out 
just  the  opposite  for  soundman  Harry 

Are  you  in  the  know  ? 

when  you  don't  know  the  routine,  would  you— 

□  Try  it  anyway 

n   Say  your  feet  hurt 

□  'Fess   up  frankly 

Why  lumber  through  a  rumba — or  spoil  a 

jitt-bug's  "shine?"  If  you  aren't  hep  to 
the  step,  say  so.  'Fess  up  frankly.  Droons 

rush  in  where  smoothies  fear  to  tread. 

But  at  "certain"  times,  there's  one  fear  a 
smooth  girl  can  forget  (with  Kotex) :  the 

fear  of  telltale  outlines.  That's  because 
Kotex  has  fiat  tapered  ends  that  prevent 
revealing  outlines.  And  you  can  dance  the 
hours  away  in  comfort,  for  Kotex  is  made 
to  stay  soft  while  wearing. 

For  camouflaging   freckles,  do  you  — 

n    Take   the   cake 

□   Apply  lemon  juice 

n    Wear  a   dotted  veil 

Freckle-heckled?  To  camouflage  the  sum- 
mer's sun  spots — take  the  cake  (makeup, 

that  is)  and  apply  with  wet  sponge.  Blot 
surplus  with  a  Kleenex  tissue;  blend  well 
with  fingertips  while  damp.  Then  let  dry 

— and  you've  got  'em  covered!  It's  easy, 
when  you  know  how.  Like  keeping  dainty 

on  problem  days.  You'll  know  how  to  stay 
dainty,  charming,  when  you  let  Kotex  help. 
Each  Kotex  napkin  contains  a  deodorant — 
locked  inside  so  it  can't  shake  out! 

How  would  you   give  your   order? 

□  To   the   waiter 

n    To  your  escort 
□  Let  your  date  choose   yoor  dinner 

If  you're  a  menu  mumbler — speak  up,  sis! 
Choose  what  appeals  to  you  (without  blitz- 

ing his  allowance),  then  tell  it  to  your 

escort;  he'll  pass  it  on  to  the  waiter.  Be sure  of  how  to  order  and  be  safe  from 

embarrassment.  That's  one  for  your  mem- 
ory book.  It's  something  to  remember,  too, 

when  choosing  sanitary  protection.  Choose 
Kotex,  because  Kotex  has  an  exclusive 
safety  center  that  gives  you  plus  protection, 

keeps  you  extra  safe  —  and  confident! 

Afcpz-e  ivome/7  c/toose  /COTEX^ 
//fa/7  a//  o//fet  sa/7/fary  na/?hhs 

A    DEODORANT    IN    EVERY    KOTEX    NAPKIN    AT    NO    EXTRA    COST 
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"Sensible  girl,"  you  say?  "And 
practical,  too,"  we  add!  For here  is  another  woman  who  has 

discovered  that  Midol  can  help 
see  her  through  the  menstrual 
period  physically  and  mentally 
carefree.  One  who  has  learned 

that  by  taking  Midol,  much  of 

menstruation's  functional  pain is  often  avoided. 

Midol  tablets  are  offered 

especially  to  relieve  functional 
periodic  pain.  They  contain  no 
opiates,  yet  act  quickly  in  these 
three  ways  bringing  fast,  needed 
relief  from  pain  and  discomfort: 

Ease  Cramps — Soothe  Headache — 

Stimulate  mildly  when  you  re '  'Blue. ' ' 

Try  Midol  next  time — at  first 

sign  of "  "regular"  pain — see  how 
comfortably  you  go  through 
those  trying  days.  Ask  for  Midol 
at  your  drugstore. 

PERSONAL  SAMPLE— In  plain  envelope. 
Write  Dept.  N-106,  Room  H18, 

J,l  East  A2nd  St.,  New  York  17,  N.  Y. 

CHAMPS -H£ADACH£- BLUES' 

Essman  the  other  night  on  the  Encore 
Theatre  show.  For  24  minutes,  Harry 
relaxed  in  a  comfortable  chair  beside  a 
pair  of  old  shoes  resting  on  two  large 
blocks  of  wood.  Suddenly,  Essman 
reached  for  the  shoes,  put  them  on, 
stood  up  and  for  exactly  five  seconds 
produced  the  sound  of  walking  on 

wood.   Then  his  night's  work  was  over. 

More  about  sound  effects  men.  The 
manager  of  a  New  York  department 
store  was  no  little  perturbed,  recently, 
when  Jim  Goode,  sound  effects  man  on 
True  Detective  Mysteries,  started 
breaking  up  china  during  a  search  for 
crockery  that  cracked  up  with  the 
proper  acoustic  effect.  Jim  dropped  a. 
few  samples  on  the  floor  to  test  the  ring 
and  placated  the  hastily-arrived  mana- 

ger with  the  biggest  single  order  for 
china  ever  sold  by  the  store — and  all  of it  for  breaking. 

Eddy  Duchin,  pianist -emcee  on 
Kraft  Music  Hall,  has  a  peculiarity 
that  tends  to  drive  radio  engineers 
slightly  batty.  He  has  an  irresistible 
urge  to  sing  while  he  plays  the  piano — 
which  is  all  right  unless  there's  a  highly sensitive  microphone  picking  up  his 
singing.  Since  one  recent  broadcast, 
during  which  engineers  aged  ten  years 

trying  to  tune  out  Duchin's  voice,  with- out killing  his  piano  performance,  too, 
engineers  and  Duchin  have  a  gentle- 

men's contract.  Duchin  will  not  sing — 
except  at  rehearsals. 

Puzzle  ....  Robert  St.  John  is  still 
trying  to  figure  out  how  come  he  got 
two  fan  letters  from  Ireland  a  couple 

of  weeks  ago.  St.  John's  daily  Facts 
and  Faces  program  isn't  carried  by  any short  wave  stations,  and  New  York 
local  station  WEAF  is  a  full  3,000  miles 
from  the  Emerald  Isle. 

Radio  business  is  in  a  dither.  It's  esti- mated that  over  ten  million  dollars 
worth  of  talent  will  be  leaving  the  air- 

Sydney  Smith  is  the  swashbuck- 
ling Richard  Lawless  over  CBS. 

Often  a  bridesmaid  is  Diane 
Courtney,  singer  on  the  NBC 
Honeymoon  in  New  York  show. 

lanes  this  fall.    That's  quite  a  figure! 

Quiz  shows,  we  hear,  are  cutting  out 
stunts  which  involve  food  until  the 
present  shortages  are  over.  A  pie  in 

the  face  isn't  funny,  when  there's  no 
bread  on  the  table.  We  have  long  won- 

dered whether  it  was  so  darned  funny 
— even  when  everything  was  plentiful. 

Probably  checking  up  on  income 
tax — we  can't  think  of  any  other  reason 
for  sitting  down  and  figuring  it  out — 
but  Ed  Begley,  busy  actor  about  New 
York  town,  reports  that  during  1942-43 
he  appeared  on  more  than  a  thousand 
radio  shows,  which  he  thinks  might  be 
some  kind  of  a  record. 

Did  you  know  that  Stuart  Erwin  and 

Bud  Collyer  are  related?  Yep.  Bud's sister  is  the  former  movie  star,  June 

Collyer  and  June  is  Stu's  ever-loving wife. 

Bob  Novak,  a  producer-director  of 
Mutual  Network  programs,  is  the  only 
radio  director  who  uses  what  looks 

absolutely  like  a  musical  conductor's 
technique  to  get  the  effects  he  wants. 
He  weaves  musical  background,  sound 
effects,  narration  and  action  into  a 
smooth  pattern,  with  a  series  of  arm 
and  hand  gyrations  that  look  for  all  the 
world  like  a  symphony  conductor  ex- 

tracting the  last  tender  note  from  a 
passage  marked  con  amore.  But  then, 
there's  a  strong  note  of  amore  in  most 
of  the  shows  he  directs. 

Lloyd  Shaffer  has  been  waiting  for 
this  chance  for  a  long  time.  Seems  the 
music  biz  is  just  as  cut-throat  as  any 
other  and  sometimes  you're  on  one  side 
of  the  game  and  sometimes  on  the  op- 

posite. For  years,  Lloyd's  been  finding excellent  musicians,  training  them  and 
then  having  them  lifted  out  of  his  band 
by  rivals  who  had  more  to  offer.  Now 
he's  getting  his  own  back  with  a  little 
fancy  raiding  of  his  own.  There's  a reason,   of  course.     The   Supper  Club 



program  is  broadcast  five  nights  a  week, 
with  repeat  broadcasts  for  the  West 
Coast  and  long  rehearsals.  A  man  work- 

ing in  the  Supper  Club  orchestra  has  a 
chance  to  pick  up  a.  nice  piece  of 

change.  Besides,  there's  the  added  at- 
traction of  staying  in  New  York  and 

no  one  night  stands,  long  bus  hauls  and 
general  discomfort.  Latest  recruit  to 

Shaffer's  ranks  is  Bernie  Previn,  former 
trumpeter  with  Benny  Goodman. 

Joan  Alexander,  who  plays  Lois  Lane 
on  the  Superman  show,  is  really  quite 
a  girl.  In  radio,  she  has  shuttled  be- 

tween roles  of  80-year-old  women  to 
young  ingenue  leads.  She's  also  ap- peared on  Broadway  in  dramatic  plays 
put  on  by  the  esteemed  Theatre  Guild, 

Randy  Stuart  bought  a  new  gabar- 
dine suit  to  celebrate  her  second 

season  with  the  Jack  Carson  Show. 

as  well  as  frolicked  in  musical  revues. 

She's  busy  as  a  citizen,  too,  being  an active  member  of  the  Independent  Citi- 
zens Committee  of  the  Arts,  Sciences 

and  Professions,  for  whom  she  is  always 
willing  to  go  out  on  a  speaking  date — 
and  her  speeches  are  good  and  make 
good  sense.  Hollywood  has  crooked  the 
finger  at  her  some  dozen  times,  but 
she's  turned  all  offers  down.  She  doesn't 
want  to  be  separated  from  her  husband, 
a  New  York  businessman. 

Stars  are  steeled  to  getting  all  kinds 
of  mail  from  their  fans,  but  James 
Melton  is  still  chuckling  over  a  missive 
from  a  gentleman  in  Philadelphia.  The 
man  suggested  that  Melton  hire  him  for 
the  job  of  signing  Melton's  name  to  his 
pictures.  He  went  on  to  explain  that 
he  was  quite  a  forger  and  could  easily 
reproduce  Melton's  autograph  after  an 
hour's  practice.  Lest  Melton  think  this 
was  the  offer  of  some  mere  amateur, 
the    correspondent    cited    two    prison 

Wring  a  mop  and  still  have 

white  hands?  Yes,  it's  possible! 
Of  course,  housework  is  hard  on  your  hands  . . .  but 

that's  no  reason  for  having  unattractive  red  hands! 
Try  Pacquins . . .  this  fluffy-light  fragrant  cream  brings 

a  look  of  fresh  beauty  to  rough  hands.  They'll  seem 
whiter,  softer,  smoother.,. Mm-mm— so  sweet  to  hold! 

Doctors  and  Nurses  use 
this  extra-rich  cream! 
Pacquins  was  originally  formulated  for  Doctors  and 
Nurses.  They  have  to  scrub  their  hands  30  to  40  times 

a  day.  To  keep  hands  soft  and  smooth  . . .  they  need  a 

cream  that's  super-rich  in  skin-softening  ingredients. 

And  that's  just  what  Pacquins  is!  Use  Pacquins  your- 
self . . .  See  if  your  hands  don't  look  soft  and  lovely! 

AT   ANY   DRUG,   DEPARTMENT,   OR   TEN-CENT   STORB 
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Tout  of  lO  tissue  users  say 

Of  all  brands 
I  like  Kleenex 

14 

One  tissue  stands  far  ahead  of  all  other 

brands  in  public  preference  .  .  .  and  that 
one  tissue  is  Kleenex ! 

In  a  certified  nation-wide  poll  of  thou- 
sands of  tissue  users,  7  out  of  every  10 

went  on  record  to  say:  "Of  all  tissues.  Hike 
Kleenex  best!" 

7  out  of  10.  Such  overwhelming  prefer- 
ence shows  there  must  be  a  real  difference 

between  Kleenex  Tissues  and  other 

brands.  A  special  process  used  only  for 
Kleenex  keeps  this  tissue  luxuriously  soft, 

dependably  strong.  That's  why  others 
can't  be  "just  like  Kleenex." 

And  only  Kleenex  of  all  tissues  gives 

you  the  handy  Serv-a-Tissue  Box.  Yes, 

*T.M.  Reg.  U.S.Pat.  Off. 

MORE  KLEENEX 

being  made  than  ever  before,  ' So  keep  asking  for  it! 

only  with  Kleenex  can  you  pull  a  tissue 
and  have  the  next  one  pop  up  ready  for 
use. 

So  keep  asking  for  Kleenex — America's 
favorite  tissue.  Each  and  every  month 
there'll  be  more  and  more  Kleenex  Tissues 
for  you. 

terms  he  served  for  forgery — as  refer- 
ence. 

*         *         * 

So  impressed  were  members  of  Fel- 
lovi^ship  House  in  Philadelphia,  when 
Kate  Smith  spoke  before  them  on  the 
need  for  tolerance — international,  racial 
and  religious  tolerance — that  they  be- 

stowed on  Kate  the  title  "Miss  Amer- 
ica." Asserting  that  Kate  exemplifies 

the  principles  intrinsic  in  that  title,  the 
organization  said  further  that  there 

would  be  only  one  "Miss  America"  to them  for  all  time — Kate  Smith. 

Odd  bits  that  turn  up  on  unrehearsed 
shows.  .  .  .  the  information  about  one  of 
the  ex-GI's  who  appeared  on  the 
Honeymoon  in  New  York  show. 
Marine  Cpl.  Hugh  Lowery  of  Fairplay, 
Md.,  used  to  shear  sheep  while  he  was 
an  undergraduate  at  the  University  of 
Maryland — so  what  did  the  Marines 
assign  him  to  when  he  went  into  the 
service?    To  barbership  duty! 

GOSSIP  AND  STUFF  FROM  ALL 
OVER  ....  Richard  Widmark,  heard  on 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  North  and  Mystery 
Theatre,  will  desert  radio  for  awhile. 
He's  playing  the  male  lead  in  the  road 
company  of  "Dream  Girl,"  which 
reaches  Chicago  September  2. . .  .Radio's Crime  Doctor  branching  out.  A  new 
mag,  "Max  Marcin's  Crime  Doctor 
Magazine,"  is  hitting  the  stands  this 
September.  Each  issue  will  contain  a 
fiction  version  of  one  of  the  Crime  Doc- 

tor broadcasts,  as  well  as  stories  by  top- 
flight mystery  writers.  .  .  .  Henry  J. 

Taylor,  commentator  and  economist  for 
Mutual,  has  written  a  book  which  is  just 
out.  Called  "Men  and  Power".  .  .  . 
Hildegarde  is  also  authoring  a  book  of 
memoirs  ....  Robert  Merrill  of  the 
thrilling  voice  has  been  invited  to  sing 
at  the  famous  Milan  Opera.  He  hopes 
he  can  make  it,  but  too  many  commit- 

ments stand  in  the  way  at  the  moment 
....  Paul  Lavalle  is  hoping  to  be  able 
to  get  enough  musicians  together  who 
are  willing  to  leave  the  country  to 
make  a  tour  of  the  world. 

Mother  and  Father  Barbour  of 
One  Man's  Family — Minetta 
Ellen  and  J.  Anthony  Smythe. 



Bill  Hahn,  Knight  of  the  Breakfast 
Table,  is  heard  every  morning  at 
8:15   on  WNAC-Yankee  network. 

c^nitaJiu CLfta f 

BILL  HAHAI 

Up  in  New  England  they  call  Bill 
Hahn  the  "Knight  of  the  Breakfast 

Table,"  because  in  his  chats  over  the 
coffee  cups  he's  such  a  friendly  host  on Breakfast  with  Bill. 
Born  in  Rockford,  Illinois,  twenty- 

two  years  ago.  Bill  first  came  east  to 
study  at  Harvard  University  where  he 
majored  in  American  history  and  lit- 

erature. After  having  lived  in  Boston 
for  the  past  six  years,  he  is  almost  as 
New  England  as  Main  Street. 

Bill  got  his  start  in  radio  by  selling 
bonds  in  his  home  town  with  a  group 
known  all  over  Illinois  as  Commandos 
of  the  Home  Front.  He  was  such  a  good 
salesman  that  WROK  asked  him  to  do 
special-events  shows  for  them  on  war 
bond  selling. 
With  his  recent  election  to  the  Ad- 

visory Board  of  IBS  he  now  ranks  with 
radio  leaders  such  as  David  Sarnoff, 
of  RCA  Victor,  and  Nathan  Strauss,  of 
Station  WMCA,  New  York,  who  also 
serve  on  the  board. 
His  friendly,  sincere  manner  and 

homey  philosophy  between  records  on 
the  Breakfast  with  Bill  show  have  won 
for  him  thousands  of  loyal  fans  from 
Maine  to  Connecticut.  Highlight  of  his 
morning  program  is  the  "Thought  for 
the  Day"  for  which  he  gives  away  a 
dollar  bill  for  the  most  clever  saying 
sent  in  by  a  lucky  listener. 
New  Englanders  like  the  variety  of 

tunes,  including  novelty  arrangements, 
old-timers,  popular  ballads  and  semi- 
classical  numbers,  which  he  serves 
them  on  Breakfast  with  Bill.  They  also 
learn  the  weather,  time,  historic  hap- 

penings of  the  day. 
Mrs.  Hahn  is  the  former  Betty  Berry. 

She  is  a  bride  of  a  year  and  met  her 
husband  at  WNAC,  Yankee's  key  sta- 

tion, when  she,  too,  was  a  disc  jockey, 
building  record  shows  for  Yankee's 
ET  department.  She  is  one  wife  who 
really  understands  her  husband's  busi- 

ness and  Bill  says  that  she  is  his  se- 
verest and  best  critic. 

^gAND^aE, 

made  With  SUNSWEET  ''Tenderized"  Peaches  or  Apricots 
Looks  good !  You  bet  it  does !  It's  real,  too.  No  f anqr  painting  this !  No-siree !  It's 
a  real  portrait  of  a  pie,  photographed  just  after  the  whipped  cream  finish  went  on! 

And  it's  as  good  as  it  looks.  A  pie  you  can  really  get  excited  about ! 
SuNSWEET  Peaches  and  Apricots  are  always  in  season . . .  and  always  full-ripe  with 

the  fine  rich  flavor  that  only  full-ripe  fruit  can  have.  You  can't  dry  green  fruit  or 
half -ripe  fruit  to  Sunsweet  quality.  It  has  to 

be  full-ripe.  That's  why  Sunsweet  Peaches 
and  Apricots  make  such  fine-tasting  pie.  And 

that's  why  you  should  always  look  for  the name  Sunsweet  on  the  package. 

They're  rich  in  vitamins  and  valuable  min- 
erals, too.  "Tenderized"  for  quick-cooking. 

Sealed  in  foil  for  perfect  protection.  Packed 
and  guaranteed  by  the  growers  themselves. 

Your  grocer  has  'em  or  can  get  'em  for  you. 

HOW  TO  MAKE   IT 

Rinse  and  drain  2I/2  cups  SuNSWEET  "Ten- 
derized" Peaches  or  Apricots.  Add  3  cups 

water,  bring  to  a  boil,  and  continue  boiling 
about  20  minutes.  Add  1^4  cups  granulated 
sugar,  l/f  teaspoon  salt,  2  tablespoons  but- 

ter, and  V2  teaspoon  cinnamon  and  bring 
to  a  boil  again.  Add  4  tablespoons  corn- 

starch moistened  in  V2  cup  of  cold  water 
and  cook  and  stir  about  5  minutes.  Pour 
into  baked  pastry  shell;  cool.  Decorate 
with  whipped  cream  and  additional  cooked, 
sweetened  Sunsweet  "Tenderized"  Peaches 
or  Apricots.  Serves  6  to  8. 

9  For  free  illustrated  recipe  book,  address 
Sunsweet,  Box  K,  San  Jose  5,  California. 

SUNSWEET 
'Tenc/eWzec/" 
PEACHES 

"Tenderized" 
APRICOTS 

Tenc/erized" 
PRUNES 

Pure  Natural 
PRUNE  JUICE 

k 
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^V  H  A  T NEW   FROM    COAST    TO    COAST 

Murray  Forbes,  of  Today's Children  and  Ma  Perkins, 

has  published  a  first  novel. 

It  was  Fred  Allen's  birthday,  so  the  cast  of  Allen's  Alley  sent 
him  a  cake,  complete  with  their  pictures.   Portland  helps  cut  it. 

Eleanor  McAdoo  is  chairman 

of  CBS's  daily  Women's  Club. 

Lovely  Lesley  Woods  plays 
Ann  William,  girl  reporter, 

on  CBS's  Crime  Photographer. 

More  gossip  and  stuff  ....  Dennis 
Day  has  signed  a  contract  to  record 
exclusively  for  RCA  Victor  Records 
....  Burl  Ives,  after  iiis  success  in 
"Smoky,"  looks  like  a  permanent  fixture 
in  Hollywood.  20th  Century-Fox  has 
signed  him  for  the  lead  in  "The  Holly- 

wood Story"  and  right  now  he's  busy 
on  a  Disney  film,  "How  Dear  to  My 
Heart"  ....  Beatrice  Kay  will  be  back 
on  Broadway  this  fall  in  a  musical 
based  on  life  on  the  Barbary  Coast 
....  Sponsors  are  dickering  with  model 
mogul  Harry  Conover  for  his  half-hour 
show  idea  called  Adventure  in 

Beauty  ....  Wonder  what  radio's 
really  going  to  be  like  in  the  near  fu- 

ture? Things  going  off  the  air  and 
other  things  coming  on — looks  like  lots 
of  changes  are  going  to  be  made.  Well, 
we'll  hear.  A  couple  of  new  ones — but 
not  so  new  that  they  haven't  had  time 
to  find  out  whether  they're  good  or  bad 
— are  on  Mutual,  the  place  where  a 
whole  lot  of  good  shows  start.  They're 
Juvenile  Jury,  on  which  a  collection  of 
thoughtful  youngsters  answer  their 
contemporaries'  problems,  and  Jonathan 
Trimble,  Esquire,  which  mirthfully 
turns  the  pages  back  to  the  'teens  of 
this  century.  There  are  some  other  good 
ones,  but  these  two  particxxlarly  rate 

your  listen-in. 

The  French  Touch  reigned  in  New 
York's  swank  Embassy  night  club, 
where  the  ropes  held  back  eager  cash 
customers  swathed  in  furs  and  jewels 
and  expensive  suitings,  and  all  acting 
like  bobby  sockers  crashing  the  Para- 

mount when  a  Sinatra  or  Como  is  ap- 
pearing "in  person."  The  magnet  for 

this  sophisticated  adulation  is  no  new 
American-made  microphone  threat  to 
these  box  office  baritones.  He's  a  six- 
foot,  blond,  blue-eyed  Parisian  named 
Charles  Trenet.  And  unless  expert  show 
business  prognosticators  are  wrong, 
"Le  Fou  Chantant"  (The  Singing  Fool) 
is  going  to  be  in  our  midst  a  long,  long 
time. 
Radio  and  picture  offers  for  Trenet 

are  pouring  in  but  his  importers,  the 
veteran  talent  agents,  William  Morris, 
are  calmly  and  patiently  weighing  them 

before  determining  just  when,  where, 
or  how  millions  of  Americans  can  meet 
up  with  the  French  star.  One  possibility 
is  that  the  31-year-old  ex-poet  will  be 
on  the  air  next  Fall  with  Joan  Davis. 

Trenet  has  a  magic,  continental  touch. 
He  is  a  stylist  who  one  minute  can  sing 
as  romantically  as  Sinatra  and  then 
crush  his  funny-looking  felt  hat  and 
become  a  Gallic  facsimile  of  Danny 
Kaye.  A  composer  and  lyricist  in  his 
own  right,  Charles  relies  on  his  orig- inal material. 

Trenet  was  bom  in  Narbonne,  a  small 
city  in  southwest  France.  He  made  his 
professional  debut  in  a  Parisian  Music 
Hall  in  1935  and  was  an  overnight 
sensation. 

By  1937  he  was  one  of  France's  reign- ing stars  of  stage,  screen  and  radio. 
When  France  went  to  war  in  1939,  Tre- 

net enlisted  in  the  Air  Corps  and  was 

an  airman  until  his  country's  fall.  His 
time  during  the  occupation  was  spent  in 
avoiding  the  Boche  and  entertaining 
prisoners-of-war.  When  the  Allies  lib- 

erated his  country  he  was  put  to  work 
singing  for  our  fighting  men  in  Belgium 
and  at  Paris'  famed  Club  Etoile. 
When  he  isn't  singing,  Charles  is 

busy  learning  English,  and  learning, 
highly  useful  American  show  business 
tehniques. 

Another  import  is  young  Roger  Dan- 
nes,  also  a  Parisian.  He  was  just  start- 

ing to  make  the  grade  in  his  home  city 
when  war  broke  out.  He  was  captured 
early  in  the  war  and  spent  some  dark 
days  in  a  Nazi  prison  camp.  He  bided 
his  time  brushing  up  on  English  (a 
language  he  learned  in  a  British  school) 
and  praying  for  his  release  and  even- 

tual trip  to  America.  Dannes  is  not  as 
experienced  as  Trenet  of  whom  he 

speaks  almost  reverently.  "Oh,  he,"  he 
said,  "is  a  big  star,  a  very  big  star." 
And  just  to  add  to  the  French  sing- 

ing "invasion"  the  daddy  of  them  all, 
the  incomparable  Maurice  Chevalier,  is 
expected  here  soon,  straw  hat  and  all. 
Chevalier  is  almost  sixty  but  those  who 
saw  him  recently  in  Paris  insist  he  has 
lost  none  of  his  vitality.  After  the 
liberation  of  France  many  were  sus- 

picious of  his  political  leanings  but  he 
was  subsequently  cleared. 

A 
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cr^//  ttadyU  cm  a 

LARRY   CARR 

r  ARRY  CARR,  the  young  Texan  bari- 
'-'  tone  who  has  just  achieved  stardom 
on  his  own  coast-to-coast  show,  Songs 
by  Larry  Carr  (CBS,  Monday  through 
Friday,  6:30  PM,  EDST),  has  been  a 
long  time  getting  there.  About  twenty 
years,  in  fact.  The  long  climb  to  star- 

dom started  when  Larry  was  twelve — 
a  climb  during  which  he  has  been  sing- 

ing steadily  on  the  radio,  except  for  an 
eighteen-month  hiatus  in  the  Army — 
where,  of  course,  he  sang,  too. 

In  1938,  Larry  went  to  Hollywood, 
where  he  played  at  all  the  top  flight 
night   clubs. 

In  1943,  the  Army  beckoned.  Larry 
was  sent  touring  for  eighteen  months 
with  the  "Hey,  Rookie!"  show,  a  tour 
which  took  him  through  North  Africa, 
Sicily  and  the  CBI  Theater.  In  Naples, 
his  number  almost  came  up.  When 
enemy  planes  appeared  and  started 
dropping  their  deathly  "eggs,"  Larry 
ducked  under  a  truck.  The  attack  over, 
Larry  crawled  out  to  discover  that  he 
had  been  hiding  under  a  truckload  of 
TNT. 

Larry  had  a  rather  lost  feeling  when 
he  was  discharged  from  the  service 
in  February  of  1946  and  landed  in 
New  York  City.  He  had  no  job  pros- 

pects and,  if  some  friends  hadn't  taken 
him  into  their  house,  he  wouldn't  even have  had  a  home.  He  did  have  lots  of 
ambition,  but  not  much  direction,  at  the 
moment. 
Then,  when  he  least  expected  it, 

Larry  got  his  big  break.  At  a  party, 
Larry  was  asked  by  the  host  to  sing, 
which  he  was  only  too  happy  to  do. 
It  so  happened  that  there  was  a  CBS 
executive  at  the  party.  That  did  it. 
Larry  impressed  the  executive  so  well 
that  the  next  step  was  a  program  of 
his  own — coast-to-coast.  Immediately 
after  that,  Larry  won  an  assignment  at 
the  "Blue  Angel,"  one  of  New  York's 
swanky  night  spots. 

Larry  Carr's  distinctive  and  intimate 
style  of  singing  has  won  him  much 
admiration  from,  people  lik§  Frank 
Sinatra  and  Charles  Trenet — and  from 
many  fans  on  the  distaff  side.  Never- 

theless— and  quite  inexplicably — Larry 
is  still  single.  His  hobbies  are  painting 
— all  that's  left  of  his  years  of  art  school 
training — collecting  records  and, 
secretly,  composing. 

FRANCES   GIFFORD.  .  .  Acreara   u 
liomn  complexioii  makes — a  honey  of  a  gal!  Give 

your  skin  this  tempiiiig  sweet  tone  .  .  .  witli 

Woodbury  RACHEL  Powder.  Exciting  and  color-full 

.  .  .  lor  it's  Film-Finish  blended,  exclusive  with 
Woodbury!  As  perfect  on  your  skin  as  in  the  box. 

More  bewitching  than  the  powder  you're  wearing 

— just  compare!  Woodbury's  velvet  veil  clings 
color-fresh  .  .  .  covers  tiny  flaws.  Eight  Star  shades. 

Glow!  Pat  on  WOODBURY  Creampuff  POWDER 

BASE.  Perfect  blend  with  any  powder  shade. 

VVoo<\\yuy /,l2/^^,^ 
er YOUR  MATCHED  MAKE-UP 

I.  Big  $1  box  of  Film-Finish  Powder 

2.  S'ar  lipstick  .  .  ,  your  jusl-right  shade 

3.  Matching  rouge  .  .  .  right  for  you 

FREE...  8    POWDER    SHADES!  ...  MAKE-UP    CHART! 

Try  all  eight  .  .  .  find  your  most  exciting  stiade!  Mal<e-up  chart 
shows  your  own  skin  type  .  .  .  and  the  powder  shade  that  flatters 
it  .  .  .  selected  for  you  by  Hollywood  experts!  Moil  coupon  to 
John  H.  Woodbury,  Inc.,  332  Valley  St.   Cincinnati  22,  Ohio 

NAME. 
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Ilio  other  skampoo 

leawes  ̂ our  hair 
so  lustrous,  ̂ et  so 

eas^  to  ma  nam 
iqe. 

Shimmering,  lustrous  hair,  whether  dark 

or  fair,  always  strikes  a  responsive 
masculine  chord.  And  to  be  sure  that 

your  hair  is  at  its  gleaming,  glamorous 

best  use  Drene  Shampoo  with  Hair 

Conditioning  action.  "Hair  that  is 
satin-smooth  and  alive  with  all  its 

natural  lustre  is  one  beauty  asset  Til 

treasure  for  keeps,"  says  lovely 
Magazine  Cover  Girl  and  Drene  Girl. 

Jean  Lord.  "Here  are  my  favorite  hair 
styles.  Try  them  at  home  or  ask  your 

beauty  shop  to  duplicate  one  after  your 

next  Drene  Shampoo."  No  other 
shampoo,  only  Drene  Shampoo  with 

Hair  Conditioning  action  leaves  your  hair 

so  lustrous,  yet  so  easy  to  manage! 

THE  RIGHT  NUMBER  is  Jean's 
day-time  "do". . .  her  bright  Drene-lovely 
hair  arranged  in  this  simple  center-part 
witli  shining-smooth  turned  up  roll. 
"Never  let  dandruff  spoil  the  sleek 

beauty  of  yo\ir  hair,"  warns  Jean.  See how  Drene  removes  imsightly  dandruff 
the  very  first  time  you  use  it. 

.^Jr 
'. -jiaa«;&-aK*Mtf ̂  

JUST  THE  RIGHT  NOTE  to  draw  admiring  glances  . . .  charming  Jean  Lord's 
Drene-lovely  liair  gleams  in  upswept  flattery.  Because  Drene  is  not  a  soap  shampoo, 
it  never  leaves  any  dulling  film  on  hair  as  all  soaps  do  . . .  actually  reveals  up  to 

33  percent  more  lustre!  "And,"  says  Jean,  "It's  easy  to  keep  shining  curls  and  rolls 
in  place  when  you  use  Drene  Shampoo  with  Hair  Conditioning  action." 

Guaranteed  b^j  '*^ 
L  Good  Housel(eeping  J 

ihampoo  with  Hair  Conditioning  /tction  ̂ '^di^wS^ 



notlier  Milestone- 
EDITING  a  magazine  makes  the  years  fly  swiftly  by.    Thirteen 

:  of  them  have  flown  by  since  the  first  isstie  of  Radio  Mirror 

went  on  sale — thirteen  of  what  have  been  very  pleasant,  lucky 
years  for  us,  spiced  with  the  rewarding  results  of  hard  work. 

Those  thirteen  years  have  seen  mjrriad  changes  in  their  swift 

passage.  There  have  been  changes  in  our  method  of  printing,  in 
the  way  the  magazine  is  designed,  in  the  content  itself.  Important 
changes,  many  of  them.  But  none  so  important,  we  are  sure,  as  the 
change  which  comes  Avith  this,  the  October,  1946  issue.  For  this 
month,  Radio  Mirror  brings  you,  for  the  first  time,  yictures  of  your 
radio  favorites  in  full,  natural  color!  Not  only  for  the  first  time  in 

Radio  Mirror,  but  for  the  first  time  in  any  magazine,  anywhere, 
devoted  to  radio. 

These  are  pictures  which  are  fuU  of  the  excitement  of  vibrant 

color — the  next  thing  to  seeing  these  radio  favorites  of  yours  in 
person.  Not  only  are  these  illustrations  presented  to  you  in  color, 

but  you'll  see  your  radio  friends  just  as  they  are  in  the  programs 
which  you  hear  on  the  air — ^pictures  taken  as  they  go  about  their 
daily  lives,  in  their  homes,  their  oflBces,  with  their  children. 

In  this  issue  of  Radio  Mirror,  for  instance,  you'll  find  Joan  Davis, 
of  When  a  Girl  Marries,  on  page  31.  Turn  to  pages  34  and  35  and 
there  are  Sunday  and  Lord  Henry  Brinthrope  along  with  a  hving 
portrait  gallery  of  your  other  friends  of  Our  Gal  Sunday.  And  on 

page  38  you'll  find  radio's  beloved  Ma  Perkins,  shown  in  her  own 
home  in  RushvUle'  Center.  Next  month  there'll  be  more  of  these 
pictures  in  the  matchless  reality  of  full  color — ^next  month,  and 
every  month  hereafter. 

As  you've  followed  Radio  Mirror's  progress  the  past  few  months, 
you've  doubtless  become  acquainted  with  many  new  features,  de- 

signed to  give  you,  with  every  issue,  an  increasingly  interesting, 

exciting  magazine  .  .  .  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful,  Between  the  Book- 

ends,  new  picture  stories,  "how  they  live"  stories,  to  mention  just 

a  few.  And  now,  as  Radio  Mirror's  thirteenth  birthday  present  to 
you,  we  give  you  the  best  of  aU — the  glory,  the  aUveness,  of  color. 
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Gene  Autry  could  see  that  young  Joe  knew  a  lot  about  horses. 

But  he  didn't  know  much  about  something  more  important — -himself     , 

1GOT  to  thinking  about  love  stor- 
ies the  other  day.  You  read  them 

in  magazines  and  books,  you  see 

them  in  the  movies,  you  hear  them 

on  the  radio.  Now  I  don't  know  too 
much  about  June  moons  and  soft 

talk  and  orange  blossoms.  But,  I 

thought,  there  are  other  kinds  of 

love  besides  the  kind  that  you  usual- 
ly think  of  in  connection  with  June 

moons  and  soft  talk.  There  is  the 
love  between  a  man  and  his  son. 

There  is  the  love  of  a  man  for  his 

horse.  There  is  the  love  you  feel  for 

good  companions — for  the  people 
you  work  with  and  talk  to,  day  after 
way. 

That's  the  kind  of  love  story  I 
want  to  tell  you  about  today.  There 

aren't  any  June  moons  in  this  story, 
but  there  are  a  man  and  his  son  and 

a  horse.  And  I  don't  think  I'll  ever 
forget  either  the  man,  or  his  son,  or 
the  horse. 

It  all  started  one  day  just  after 

we'd  finished  playing  an  afternoon 

rodeo  show  near  St.  Louis,  Missoui-i. 

It  was  a  pretty  hot  day  and  I'd  gone 
to  my  quarters  to  take  ray  boots  ofT 
and  get  cleaned  up  before  supper.  I 
had  one  boot  off  and  was  working  oh 
the  other  one  when  Shorty,  one  of 

the  wranglers,  stuck  his  head  in  the 
door. 

"Hey,  Gene,"  he  said,  "there's  a 
kid  out  here  wants  to  see  you." 

"A  kid?"  I  asked.  "What  kid?" 
"I  don't  know.  Just  a  kid.  Says  he 

wants  to  talk  to  you." 
"Well,  I'm  not  so  darned  important 

that  I  have  to  avoid  people  who  want 
to  talk  to  me,  even  kids.  So  I  told 
Shorty  to  send  him  in.  And  that  was 

my  first  glimpse  of  Joe  Smith. 

He  wasn't  much  to  look  at.  He  was 

about  fourteen  or  fifteen,  l'  figured, 
but  small  for  his  age.  His  hair  was 
brownish,  his  eyes  were  blue,  his 
nose  was  sort  of  snubbed  at  the  end, 
and  he  had  freckles  that  started  up 
on  his  forehead  and  kept  going  down 
to    his    chin.     His     clothes    looked 

By 

GENE 

AUTRY 

Gene  Autry,  whom  'you  se«  on 
his  owTt  horse  in  the  picture  oppo- 

site, stars  in  a  variety  pro- 

prrann  every  Sunday  at  7  to  7:30  P.M. 
EST,  on  the  Columbia  network. 
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oretty  worn  and  shabby,  but  I  no- 
:iced  that  he  kept  his  chin  up  and 
lis  shoulders  back,  and  when  he 

jpoke,  he  looked  me  right  in  the 
;yes. 

"Mr.  Autry,"  he  said,  and  I  knew 

right  away  that  he  wasn't  from  Mis- 
souri, but  from  some  place  back 

East,  "I'd  like  a  job  with  your  out- 

it." 
I  wasn't  surprised  at  that.  Lots  of 

youngsters  would  like  to  have  a  job 

with  a  rodeo  show.    "Well,  I'll  tell 

you,  son,"  I  said,  "I've  got  all  the 
cowboys  I  need  right  now.  And  be- 

sides, you're  kind  of  young  to  be 

looking  for  a  job  in  a  rodeo,  aren't 

you?" 

"I'm  old  enough,"  he  said  shortly. 

"And  I  didn't  want  a  job  as  a  cow- 

boy, although  I  don't  think  it  would 
take  me  long  to  catch  onto  the  work. 

I'd  like  a  job  around  the  stables, 

looking  after  the  horses.  I'm  pretty 

handy  with  horses." 
I  didn't  need  another  stable  hand, 

either,  but  I  was  beginning  to  be 
kind  of  interested  in  this  youngster 

who  looked  me  right  in  the  eye  and 

asked  for  a  job  as  though  there  were 

no  doubt  in  his  mind  that  I'd  give  it to  him. 

"What  do  you  know  about  horses?" 
I  asked. 

"Well,"  he  said,  "I  noticed  for  one 

thing  that  you're  not  using  the  best 

horse  on  your  string.  He's  just 
standing  there  in  the  stable  and  I 

don't  think  (Continued  on  page  54) 

Wooster  tried  everything  he  knew  to  make  his  son  like  and  trust  him. 
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In  this  new  Corliss  Archer 

story  written  especially  for 
Radio  Mirror,  the  visiting 
poet  is  welcomed  by  Corliss 
(Janet  Waldo)  and  her 
mother  (Irene  Tedrow), 
observed  by  Mr.  Archer 
(Fred  Shields)  and  just 
endured  by  young  Dexter 
(Sam  Edwards,  on  the 

floor)  who  can't  see  an- 
other man  taking  up  Cor- 
liss' time.  Meet  Corliss 

Archer  is  a  CBS  program, 
Sundays,     9     P.M.,     EST. 

THE  two  girls  and  the  boy  saun- 
tering away  from  the  school 

grounds  were  in  no  particular 

hurry.  The  sun  was  pleasantly  relax- 

ing, lessons  were  over  for  the  day — and 
who  knew  what  troublesome  task  their 

mothers  might  think  up  for  them  when 
they  reached  home? 

".  .  .  and  then  Betty  said  her  mother 
said  she  could  have  that  simply  drooly 

red  dress  in  Swanton's  window.  The 
one  you  Uked  so  much,  Corliss.  And 

then  Betty  said  it  was  much  too  sophis- 
ticated for  you.  She  said  you  were  the 

healthy  type — the  cat!"  Mildred  was 
loyal. 

"Nuts!  All  you  girls  think  about  is 
clothes!"  Dexter  snorted. 
"And  then  I  told  her—  Corliss!  You 

haven't  heard  a  word  I've  said!"  Mil- 
dred turned  indignantly  on  the  girl  in 

the  middle.  But,  since  Corliss  con- 

tinued walking,  her  eyes  staring  into 

space,  Mildred  fovmd  herself  talking 
to  the  back  of  her  curly  hair,  spreading 
fan- wise  over  her  shoulders. 

"She  hasn't  heard  anything  I've  said 
for  two  days!"  Dexter  complained. 
"What's  the  matter  with  you,  anjrway, 
Corliss  Archer?  The  way  you've  been 
going  around  dreamy-eyed  lately!  You 

aren't  worried  about  me  getting  hurt 
in  football  practice,  are  you?  Are  you?" 
His  voice  rose,  hopefully. 

"Clothes.  Football."  Corliss  sighed 
deeply  and  scornfully.  "'When  I  con- 

sider how  my  light  is  spent,  Ere  half 

my  days  in  this  dark  world  and  wide — ' 
.  Milton,"  she  added  in  sweet  and  tol- 

erant explanation  to  their  astonished 

faces.    "Yes,  I  suppose  I  am  dreamy- 

1 

eyed — all  poets  are  dreamy-eyed.    It's 

the  psyche  at  work." "Poets!" 

"Psyche!"  This  last  from  Dexter  who 

followed  it  with  a  groan.  "Here  we  go 
again!  Gee,  Corliss — are  you  going  into 

this  poetry  spin  again?  And  what's  this 

psyche  business?" "Psyche  is — well,  psyche  is — you 

know,  the  thing  that's — it's — it's  the 
real  me.  That's  what  it  is,  my  real 
innermost  self."  Seeing  the  blankness 

of  their  eyes,  she  hurried  on.  "Let  me 

explain.  All  my  life  I've  been  looking 
for  the  way — I  mean,  the  medium — ^in 
which  to  express  myself.  What  I  really 
thought  about  and  how  I  felt  about  life 

and  love  and — " "Huh.  Any  time  you  want  to  express 
yourself  to  me  about  life  and  love,  you 

don't  need  to  make  up  verses  about 

June  and  moon  and  croon,"  said  Dex- 
ter, plaintively. 

But  Mildred  was  more  enthusiastic. 

"Oh,  Corliss — I  think  it's  wonderful! 
Maybe  you  can  get  to  be  poet  laureate 
of  our  class  this  year  and  Mrs.  Thack- 

eray wiU  publish  your  poem  in  the 

year  book,  instead  of  Betty's." "I  don't  know."  From  being  skep- 
tical, Dexter  had  progressed  to  suspi- 
cion. He  had  found,  often  to  his  sorrow, 

that  Corliss'  ideas  had  a  way  of  bounc- 
ing back  and  hitting  you  in  the  face. 

"What  started  you  being  a  poet,  this 
time?  You  don't  know  any  poets  .  .  . 
the  nearest  thing  we  have  to  poetry  in 
this  town  is  that  stuff  old  Mrs.  Blane 
sends  in  to  the  Herald-^Chronicle  about 

her  peonies." "Mrs.  Blane! — how  can  you  call  her 
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a  poet?  How  can  you  mention  her 
name  in  the  same  breath  with  a  man 

like  Byron  Warwick?" 
Dexter  wasn't  conscious  that  anyone 

had  mentioned  Byron  Warwick  in  any 

breath,  but  practice  told  him  he  was 

getting  to  the  bottom  of  things.  "I 
never  heard  of  Byron  Warwick  and 

what's  he  got  to  do  with  your  behaving 

like  a  walking  zombie?" 
"Byron  is  just  the  most  famous  poet 

in  the  world,  I  guess!"  Corliss  defended 
enthusiastically,  if  not  quite  accurately. 

"He's  the  Last  of  the  Bohemians — that's 
wnat  the  biography  I  read  of  him  said. 
He  spent  his  early  years  on  the  Left 
Bank  in  Paris  where  he  was  in  love 

with  a  model  and  sat  around  in  cafes 

sipping  aperitifs!  And  he's  so  romantic- 
looking — "  she  pulled  a  much-creased 
and  worn  newspaper  clipping  out  of  her 

pocket  and  showed  it  to  them. 
Dexter  and  Mildred  saw  a  young  man 

with  flowing  black  locks  and  soft  shirt 

open  at  the  throat,  the  better  to  show 
off  the  slim  neck  and  classic  profile,  a 

meerschaum  pipe  clenched  in  white 
teeth.  The  eyes  gazed  soulfuUy  into 
space.  Quite  iinreasonably,  perhaps, 
Dexter  hated  the  portrait  on  sight. 

"You're  right,"  Mildred  breathed,  "he 

is  dreamy-eyed!" 
"As  soon  as  I  saw  his  picture,  I  knew 

I  had  found  a  kindred  spirit,"  Corliss 

informed     them.     She     sighed    again 

"How's  he  going  to  know  about  your 
being  a  kindred  spirit,  with  him  on  the 
Left  Bank  in  Paris  and  you  on  the 

North  side  of  Hay  worth  Street?" 
"Because — "  Corliss  interrupted  dra 

matically,  " — ^because  he's  coming  here! 
The  Women's  Reading  Club  has  invited 
him  to  be  a  guest  speaker  next  week 
at  their  Wednesday  evening  meeting! 
"Oh—!"  Dexter  groaned  miserably, 

"Why  couldn't  that  old  Reading  Club 
stick  to  Forever  Amher?  Why  do  they 

have  to  go  out  of  their  way  to  mako 

trouble  in  my  life?" Possibly  if  Mr.  Archer  had  known 

what  Dexter  did,  he  would  have  con- 
demned the  Reading  Club  just  as  ve- 

hemently that  evening  at  dinner  table 
but  all  he  knew  was  that  Corliss  was 

acting  very  strangely.  He  had  leamec 
to  anticipate  shocks  from  his  daughter 
but  at  least  he  had  the  right  to  expec 
her  to  talk  English. 

"Corliss,  this  is  the  third  time  I've 
spoken  to  you.  Will  you  pass  the 

pickles,  please?" 
She  turned  unseeing  eyes  upon  him, 

"Angel?" 

"Corhss!  Can't  you  answer  me?  . 

I'm  asking  for  the  pickles!  Can't  yoi 
talk?"  A  tinge  of  purple  mounted  ir 

Mr.  Archer's  cheeks. 

"Oh,"    sighing.    "Sorry,  JJaddy— '. 
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would  that  my  tongue  could  utter 

the  thoughts  that  come  up  in  m,e — ' " 
"That  arise  in  me,  dear,"  her 

mother  said,  gehtly.  "Isn't  that 

Tennyson?" 
"Yes  .  .  .  one  of  the  Inmiortals." 

She  caught  sight  of  her  father's  face 
and  hurriedly  passed  the  pickle  dish. 

"Forgive  me.  Angel.  I'm  so  distrait. 
Poetry  is  running  through  my  head 

and  I  can't  seem  to  think  about  any- 
thing else.  Art  is  a  selfish  task- 

master, you  know." 

liJR.  ARCHER  sank  back  in  his 

chair.  "Corliss,  are  you  turning 
poet  again?  If  you  are,  just  remem- 

ber that  I'm  not  going  to  have  you 
running  barefoot  around  in  the  dewy 

grass  for  inspiration,  the  way  you 
did  last  time.  All  the  inspiration 

you  got  out  of  that  -was  a  tempera- 
ture and  a  sneezy  nose  and  I  got  the 

doctor's  bill." 

"I  was  just  a  child  then,"  CorUss 
repUed,  indignantly.  "I  should  think 
you  would  take  more  interest  in  my 
desire  for  the  better  things  of  life. 
I  may  be  poet  laureate  of  our  class 

this  year — even  if  Mrs.  Thackeray 

says  I  can't  scan."  She  lapsed  into 
sUence.  Her  eyes  grew  dreamy 
again.    Her  lips  moved  silently. 

"What  are  you  doing  now?"  Mr. 
Archer  asked  suspiciously. 

"I'm  creating.  Ldsten! — Tho'  some 
have  said  I  cannot  scan — I  know  I 

can!  I  know  I  can!  There — ^what  do 

you  think  of  that?" 
From  her  place  at  the  table  Mrs. 

Archer  leaned  over  and  patted  her 

husband's  hand,  comfortingly.  "Per- 

sonally, I  don't  think  we  have  a  thing 
to  worry  about.  Anyway,  I  have 
something  really  important  to  dis- 

cuss with  you,  Harry.  We  will  be 
having  a  house  guest  next  Wednes- 

day and  I  want  you  to  be  polite  to 

him,  I  know  how  you  feel,  but  it's 
my  turn  to  entertain  the  visiting  lec- 

turer for  the  Women's  Reading  Club 
tiiis  month,  and  it  wiU  only  be  for 

one  day  and  night." 

Mr.  Archer's  sour  expression  might 
have  come  from  the  pickle  he  was 
eating. 

"Who's  the  social  Uon  this  time?" 
"A  Mr.  Byron  Warwick." 
"Byron  Warwick!"  With  a  crash 

Corliss  was  out  of  the  clouds.  "Byron 
— oh,  no.  It  couldn't  be!  Mother,  do 
you  mean  to  sit  there  so  calmly  and 
tell  me  Byron  Warwick's  going  to  be 
here,  in  the  (Continued  on  page  86) 
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NBC's  Great  Gildersleeve   (played   by  Harold 
Peary),  with  the  doubtfnl  aid  of  Leroy 

(Walter    Tetley)     weathers    a     crisis    created 

especially  for  Radio  Mirror.    For  more  ad- 
ventures, tune  in  Wednesdays,  8:30  P.  M.  EST. 
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THE  warm  late-September  night  was  an  insidious, 
tempting  invitation  to  sit  on  the  front  porch,  rocking 
gently  and  considering  the  way  of  the  universe,  but 

Gildersleeve  nobly  ignored  all  such  pleasant  distrac- 
tions. He  bent  over  the  desk  in  the  living  room,  pen 

in  hand,  sheets  of  paper  spread  before  him,  frowning 

darkly.  Leroy,  his  nephew,  who  was  seated  on  the  other 
side  of  the  room  near  the  radio,  kept  one  anxious  eye 
on  Gildersleeve,  the  other  on  the  clock.  In  a  scant  ten 

minutes  it  would  be  time  for  Zeke  Muldoon,  Gang 

Smasher,  his  favorite  radio  program,  and  if  Unc  hadn't 
finished  by  then  he  would  miss  it.  He  had  already  tried 
to  turn  on  the  radio  once,  only  to  be  asked  sternly  how 
he  thought  his  uncle  was  going  to  concentrate  with  all 
that  racket  going  on? 

Leroy  wished  fervently  that  someone — anyone — other 
than  J.  Throckmorton  Gildersleeve  had  been  asked  to 

deliver  the  principal  address  at  the  annual  Founders' 
Day  banquet.  For  a  week  now  Unc  had  worn  a  por- 

tentous air  of  abstraction,  broken  at  times  by  periods 
when  he  would  murmur  soiHidlessly  to  himself,  purse 

his  lips,  shake  his  head,  and  go  off  into  another  gloomy 
silence.  And  Leroy  noticed  that 
the  paper  on  the  desk  was  as  clean 

as  it  had  been  last  night  and  the 

night  before.  So  far,  Unc  hadn't 
written  a  word  of  his  speech. 

Gildersleeve  cleared  his  throat. 

"Leroy,"  he  inquired,  "did  you 
learn  anything  in  school  about 
the  fellow  that  first  settled  this 

town — what's-his-name — Homer 

Quink?" 
"Sure,"  Leroy  said.   "Lots." 

"Well,  what  sort  of  a  man  was 
he?  I  mean,  did  hie  evennake  any 

speeches?" 
"Nope.  Had  a  farm  and  ran  a 

blacksmith  shop." 
Gildersleeve  sighed  and  said 

testily  he'd  known  that  much  him- 

Judge  Hooker  (Earle  Ross)  was  no  help! 

self.  Somehow,  Homer  Quink  didn't  seem  to  be  an 

inspiring  peg  upon  which  to  hang  a  Founders'  Day 
address.  The  truth  was  that  Gildy,  seldom  at  a  loss  for 

words,  was  suffering  from  stage-fright.  When  the  com- 
mittee had  first  asked  him  to  deliver  the  speech  he  had 

been  overcome  with  pride.  But  the  importance  of  the 

occasion  made  every  idea  that  entered  his  head  sound 
trifling.  Rising  to  his  feet,  resplendent  in  his  dinner 
jacket,  to  speak  to  the  assembled  nobility  of  the  town, 
he  felt  he  needed  a  subject  so  thrilling,  so  meaningful, 

that  it  would  bring  them  all  cheering  to  their  feet  at 
the  end  of  his  talk.  What  such  a  subject  would  be,  he 

hadn't  the  foggiest  notion. 
He  passed  a  weary  hand  over  his  brow  and  Leroy, 

noting  the  gesture,  said  shrewdly,  "Don't  you  think 
you  ought  to  knock  off  for  tonight,  Unc?  You  can't 

work  when  you're  tired." 
"Perhaps  you're  right,  my  boy,"  Gildersleeve  agreed, 

and  began  to  put  his  unsullied  white  paper  away. 
Leroy  reached  out  eagerly  for  the  radio  switch,  and 
at  that  moment  there  was  a  knock  on  the  front  door, 

accompanied  by  a  familiar  voice  calling,  "Gildy?  Are 

you  in?" 

"Aw!"  Leroy  muttered,  as  his 

uncle  stood  up  and  went  into  the 

hall,  crying,  "Right  here.  Judge. 
Come  in,  come  in!"  Judge  Horace 
Hooker  was  a  nice  old  guy,  Leroy 

thought  sadly,  but  he  always  stuck 
around  talking  for  hours,  and  he 
would  consent  to  sit  on  the  porch 

only  on  the  hottest  summer  nights. 
For  the  hundredth  time,  Leroy 

vowed  to  have  a  radio  of  his  own, 

up  in  his  room,  where  he  could 
listen  without  distraction. 

Judge  Hooker  came  in  and  low- 
ered his  thin  frame  into  the  most 

comfortable  chair  in  the  room. 

"Well,  Gildy,"  he  said,  "how's  the 

speech  coming?"  (^Con't.  on  p.  62) 

/4(l  o^  a  ̂ udeCe*t  it  tacu  ccfr  ta  (^IdcCef,  t&  settle  t^  6c^  «m^«  mcmofU^  ̂ cf^  — 
11 



New  poems  aad  old  to  enjoy  now,  and  to  add  l«  jour  poetry  bookshelf 

By  TED  M4L0NE 
Be  sure  to  listeu  to  Ted 

Malone's  moniing  program, 
Monday  through  Friday, 
11:45  A.M.,  EDT,  on  ABC. 

PLACES  REMEMBER 

Radio  Mirror's  Poem  of  tiie  Month 

Places  remember  all  that  once  occurred 

Within  their  shadow — every  joy-blown  hour. 
Each  love-won  midnight,  every  casual  word. 

The  stormy  interval,  the  bitter  flower. 

Events,  like  vibrant  chords  of  music,  grow 

Dim  with  the  years,-  yet  always  they  remain. 
Held  by  the  past,  forever  doomed  to  flow 

Where  first  rang  out  the  splendor  of  their  strain. 

For  us  attuned  to  listen,  comes  a  time 

When  tragedy,  or  wonder,  or  delight 

Breaks  through  the  silence  in  a  singing  chime 

Or  in  the  crashing  thunder  tones  of  might — 
And  in  that  instant  we  become  a  part 

Of  all  a  place  holds  to  its  secret  heart. 
— Esther  Baldwin  York 

QUERY Perhaps  it  is  not  you  I  love 
But  one  who   lies   behind   your  smile, 
Wise  as  a  witch,  calm  as  a  dove 
And  innocent  of  guile. 

Perhaps  it  is  not  you  I  kiss 
But  one  1  have  not  seen  at  all 
Who  lurks  behind  the  artifice 

By  which  you  draw  me  at  your"  call. 
If  I  be  utterly  undone. 

Is  it  by  love,  or  love's  disguise. 
Can  it  be  you  I  love,  or  one 

Who  hides  behind  your  laughing  eyes.!* 
— Sydney  King  Russell 

NOT  SO  DUMB 

"Study,  Rose,  as  Mollie  does  .  . 
The  family  did  beseech  'er 
Till  Mollie  won  the  scholarship 
And  Rosie  won  the  teacher! 

— Dorothy  B.  Elf  strom 

LOVE'S  SECRET 

Never  seek  to  tell  thy  love, 
Love  that  never  told  can  be; 

For  the  gentle  wind  doth  move 
Silently,  invisibly. 

I  told  my  love,  I  told  my  love, 
I   told  her  all  my  heart, 

Trembling,   cold,    in   ghastly   fears, 
Ah,   she  did  depart! 

Soon  after  she  was  gone  from  me, 
A  traveler  came  by, 

Silently,  invisibly: 
He  took  her  with  a  sigh. 

— William  Blake 

From     THANATOPSIS" 
So  live,  that  when  thy  summons  comes  to 

join 

The   innumerable  caravan,  which  moves 
To  that  mysterious  realm,  where  each  shall take 

His  chamber  in  the  silent  halls  of  death. 
Thou  go  not,  like  the  quarry-slave  at  night, 
Scourged    to    his    dungeon,    but,    sustained 

and  soothed 
By  an  unfaltering  trust,  approach  thy  grave 
Like   one   who   wraps   the   drapery   of   his 

couch 
About    him,    and    lies    down    to    pleasant 

dreams. 
— William  Cullen  Bryant 

GRANDMOTHER  AND  WEBSTER 

Grandmother  had  at  the  tip  of  her  tongue 
Phrases  that  she  had  combined. 
And  I  understood  each  time  she  spoke 
The  thought  thai  she  had  in  mind. 

One  thing  on  which  she  would  always  in^st 
Was  my  sticking  to  something  I  siorted. 
She  wotild  assign  the  task  to  be  done 
And  I  would  begin  half-hearted. 

Then  grandmother,  noting  my  restless  stance. 
And  knowing  the  iuvenile. 
Would  soy  as  her  needles  clicked,  neatly  away, 

"Just  situate  for  a  whilel" 

And  now  as  I  go  about  my  days 
I  thcmk  both  the  stars  and  fate 
That  grandmother  fashioned  the  fitting  phrase 

That  taught  me  to  "situate"! — ^Jessie  Faznham 
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for  pleasant  rediscovery  later 

y 

APOLOGY  TO  A  SPIDER 

I  know  I'm  a  vandal,  a  housebreaker,   thief; 
I  have  ruined  your  domicile, 
Caused  you  this  grief. 

But  please  do  believe  I'm  sincere  when  I  say 
I  have  reason  a-plenty  for  acting  this  way: 

Company's  coming  today — 

My  mother-in-law !  Her  middle  name's  formal ; 
But  after  she's  gone, 
We  can  get  back  to  normal; 

Once  more  our  respective  pursuits  we'll  begin 
My  dear  Mrs.  Spider  .  .  . 

I'll  sit,  while  you  spin. - — Clara  Dawson 

I  FLUNG  A  ROSE  TO  YOU 

I  flung  a  roSfe  to  you — 
My  one  fed  rose — 

Swiftly  I  flung  it,     eager,  reckless,  blind. 

My  life's  red  rose — 
You  caught  and  kissed  it 
And  were  only  kind. 

You  might  have   trampled  it. 
My  one  red  rose. 

Blest  it  with  death,  as  men  humanely  kill 
A  foolish,  hapless  thing. 

You  loight  have  crushed  it 
And.  been  kinder  still. 

— ^Mary  White  Slater 

LET  ME  LAUGH 

O  Lord,  let  me  laugh  al  myself 

For  the  blunders  I  make  every  day. 

And  not  keep  my  woes  on  the  shelf 

To  make  a  tear-ferking  display; 

Let  me  not  be  loo  deeply  concerned 

With  any  mistake  I  have  mode 

Except  for  the  lesson  I've  learned 
From  Life  in  the  primary  grade. 

Help  me  look  at  my  neighbor  and  smile 

When  he  does  a  silly  thing,  loo. 

For  it's  certain  that  after  a  while 

I'll  look  like  a  moron  to  you. 
Lord,  keep  me  a  regular  guy 

Who's  able  and  willing  to  see 

That  there's  no  one  so  expert  as  I 
At  making  a  monkey  of  me!     - 

— Cecile  Bonham 

UP-HILL 

Does  the  road  wind  up-hill  all  the  way? 
Yes,  to  the  very  end. 

Will  the  day's  journey  take  the  whole  long 
day? 

From  morn  to  night,  my  friend. 

But  is  there  for  the  night  a  resting-place? 
A   roof  for   when   the   slow   dark   hours 

begin. May  not  the  darkness  hide  it  from  my  face? 
You  cannot  miss  that  inn. 

Shall   I   meet   other   wayfarers   at   night? 
Those  who  have-  gone  before. 

Then  must  I   knock,  .or  call   when  just  in 

sight? They   will   not   keep  you   standing   at   that 
door. 

Shall  I  find  comfort,  travel-sore  and  weak? 
Of  labour  you  shall  find  the  sum. 

Will  there  be  beds  for  me  and  all  who  seek? 
Yea,  beds  for  all  who  come. 

— Christina  Georgina  Rossetti 

THERE  WAS  A  LITTLE  GIRL 

'There  was  a  little  girl,  she  had  a  little  curl 
Right  in  the  middle  of  her  forehead ; 

And  when  she  was  good,°she  was  very, 
very  good,  s^ 

And  when  she  was  bad,  she  was  horrid. 
■ — Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow 

RADIO  MIRROR  will  pay 
FIFTY  DOLLARS  each  month 

for  the  original  poem,  sent  in  by  a  reader,  se- 
lected by  Ted  Malone  as  the  best  of  that 

month's  poems  submitted  by  readers.  Five  dol- 
lars will  be  paid  for  each  other  poem  so  sub- 

mitted, which  is  printed  on  the  Between  the 
Bookends  page  in  Radio  Mirror.  Address  your 

poetry  to  "Ted  Malone,  Radio  Mirror,  205  East 
42nd  Street,  New  York  17,  N.  Y.  Poetry  sub- 

mitted should  be  limited  to  thirty  lines.  When 
postage  is  enclosed  every  effort  will  be  made 
to  return  unused  manuscripts.  This  is  not  a 
contest,  but  an  offer  to  purchase  poetry  for 
Radio  Mirror's  Between  the  Bookends  feature. 
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Joan  Davis  learns  that  sometimes  it's  wiser  not  to  mind  your 

own  business  in  this  new  When  A  Girl  Marries  story 

30 

I  THINK  it's  natural  to  want  to  help  people 
when  they're  in  trouble.  My  husband,  Harry, 

says  though  that  there's  a  very  fine  Bne 
between  helping  people  and  just  plain  med- 

dling in  their  affairs.  He  says  people  can 
usually  straighten  things  out  for  themselves 
and  will  like  you  better  if  you  leave  them 
alone.  Being  a  laAvyer,  I  suppose  he  ought  to 

know!  But  I  don't  always  see  eye  to  eye  with 
him  on  that.  When  things  go  wrong  for  people, 

I  have  the  feeling  that  it's  up  to  me  to  help 
out  as  much  as  I  can.  Harry  says  it's  going  to 

get  me  into  trouble  some  day,  but  I'll  prob- 
ably continue  to  reach  out  what  I'll  always 

think  is  a  helping  hand,  even  if  it  gets  slapped 

once  in  a  while!  And  I'll  think  of  little  Denny 
Benton  when  I  try  to  make  up  my  mind 

whether  or  not  to  reach  out  that  hand.  He'll 
always  be  a  sort  of  symbol  to  me,  I  guess. 

Deimy  was  visiting  us  for  a  couple  of  weeks 
some  months  ago.  There  had  been  an  epidemic 

of  whooping  cough  in  his  nursery  school,  and 

his  mother  was  at  her  wits'  end  wondering 
what  to  do  with  Denny  while  the  school  was 
closed  down.  Sue  supported  herself  and  her 

son  by  working  in  Stanwood's  largest  depart- 
ment store,  and  having  Denny  home  unex- 

pectedly for  a  few  weeks  was  a  big  problem 
for  her.  It  meant  having  to  hire  someone  to 
stay  home  and  look  after  him,  which  would 

have  been  a  drain  on  her  fairly  lean  pocket- 
book.  Anyway,  when  I  jEound  out  about  it,  I 
phoned  her  and  invited  Denny  to  stay  with  us 
on  the  farm  in  Beechwood  while  his  school  was 

closed.  He  and  my  son,  Sammy,  like  each 
other  and  he  would  be  no  trouble  for  us.  So 

Denny  came  along  to  the  farm  to  visit. 

Samrriy.  and  Denny  and  I  were  down  by  the 

creek  watching  some  of  the  village  boys  fish- 

ing when  we  "^rst  saw  the  soldier.  He  was 

leaning  against  a  ̂ ree  near  the  edge  of  the 

stream,  chuckling  avsthe  excitement  of  the 

boys  as  first  one  and  theil  another  pulled  in  a 
gleaming  flopping  fish. 

The  two  children  edged  over  toward  him  and 

he  spoke  to  them  casually.  "Look  at^that  big 

one  in  the  shadow  over  there,"  he  said,  "he 
must  be  the  grand-daddy  of  them  all."  , 
Sammy  and  Denny  looked.  "He  is  c*  "^S 

one,"  acknowledged  Denny  with  awe.  -  ̂"^^ 
look — he's  going  to  take  a  bite  at  the  ̂ >vorm 
on  that  hook.  He  did  it!  He  did  it!  He  ;5wal- 
lowed  the  whole  thing!  Look  at  him  trY  to 

get  away!"  He  was  dancing  up  and  down  in 

his  excitement,  and  the  soldier  looked  at  hu'ni and  grinned. 
He  had  a  nice  grin.  It  showed  clear  white 

teeth  and  brought  out  the  laugh  wrinkles 
around  his  eyes.  He  was  not  as  young  as 
the  majority  of  soldiers  you  see  nowadays. 
He  must  have  been  in  his  early  thirties.  His 
face  was  tan  and  rugged.  His  hair  was  light 
brown,  what  I  could  see  of  it  beneath  his 
overseas  cap,  but  his  eyebrows  were  jet  black, 

like  Denny's. 
He  was  offering  the  children  some  popcorn 

now  out  of  a  bag  he  held  in  his  left  hand. 
Sammy  helped  himself  and  thanked  the  soldier 
politely  and  then  Denny  plunged  his  hand 

into  the  bag,  not  waiting  for  a  second  invita- 
tion. I  saw  his  eyes  get  big  as  they  fastened 

on  the  soldier's  hand.  The  tip  of  the  soldier's 
Uttle  finger  was  missing.  With  the  forthright- 
ness  of  childhood,  Denny  asked  him  about  it. 
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Denny  was  happier  than 
ever  with  Lefty,  who 
treated  him  as  an  equal. 

"Gee,"  he  said,  his  eyes  on  that  little 

finger,  "did  that  happen  to  you  in 

the  war?" I  suppressed  a  gasp,  having  read 

a  lot  of  those  articles  in  the  maga- 
zines about  being  careful  not  to  ask 

veterans  about  their  experiences  or 
wounds.  But  the  soldier  took  it  in 

his  stride  as  a  natural  question. 

Thoughtfully,  he  lifted  the  finger  and 
looked  at  it. 

"Well,"  he  said  slowly,  "yes  and 
no.  I  got  it  while  I  was  overseas. 

I'd  like  to  be  able  to  brag  about  it 
and  say  it  got  shot  off  by  a  German 
bullet  or  sliced  off  by  a  German 

bayonet.  But  the  honest  truth  is  that 

I  was  doing  K.P.  one  day  .  .  ." 
"What's  K.P.?"  interrupted  Denny. 
"That's  Kitchen  Police.  It  means 

working  in  the  Army  kitchen." 
"Oh,"  said  Denny,  "and  what  hap- 

pened?" 

"So  I  was  doing  K.P. — peeling  po- 
tatoes— and  I  was  kind  of  sore  about 

it  because  I  figured  I  was  too  im- 
portant a  guy  to  be  peeling  potatoes, 

and  I  got  careless.  The  first  thing 

I  knew,  I'd  sUced  my  finger." 
"Did  you  cut  it  right  off?"  asked 

Denny  breathlessly. 

"No,  it  was  just  a  little  cut.  I  didn't 
even  bother  to  put  a  bandage  on  it. 

The  trouble  was,  it  got  infected  later 
on,  and  then  the  Doc  had  to  go  to 

work  on  it  so  the  infection  wouldn't 
spread.  It  just  goes  to  show  you  that 
you  have  to  take  care  of  yourself, 

even  with  little  things  like  cuts."  He 
looked  down  at  Denny  seriously. 

"You  haven't  got  any  cuts  you're 

neglecting,  have  you?" Denny  spread  out  both  his.  small 
hands  and  inspected  them  carefully. 

'No,  I  guess  I  haven't  today,"  he  said 
with  relief. 

"That's  good,"  said  the  soldier, 

"but  if  you  do  get  one,  you  be  sure 
to  wash  it  good  and  clean  and  put  a 

bandage  on.  Then  it'll  be  safe." 
"I'll  remember  about  that,"  said 

Denny  earnestly  and  shoved  both 
hands,  with  a  funny  little  important 
air,  deep  into  his  coat  pockets.  This 
soldier  was  treating  him  like  an 

equal — talking  to  him  man  to  man — 
and  Denny  enjoyed  it.  It  made  him 
strut  a  little.  It  pleased  me,  too. 

Usually  when  grownups  talk  to  chil- 

dren, it's  in  a  sickening  kind  of  baby 
talk.  Or  they  ignore  them  completely 

and  say  things  like — "What  a  pretty 
little  boy,"  or  "Has  he  learned  to 

read  yet?  He  looks  quite  bright." 
Denny  had  suffered  under  his  share 
of  such  insults,  I  knew,  and  it  was 
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only  natural  that  he  should  blossom 
tinder  the  kind  of  adult  treatment 

the  soldier  had  been  giving  him. 

Too  bad  more  grownups  couldn't  be 
like  that,  I  thought. 
He  must  have  felt  my  eyes  on  him, 

because  he  turned  slightly  and 

looked  squarely  at  me  and  smiled. 

"You  don't  mind  my  talking  to  the 

cliildren,  do  you?"  he  asked.  "It's  al- 
ways more  fun  when  you  have  some- 

one to  talk  to." 
I  smiled  back.  "Not  at  all,"  I  told 

him.  Of  coiirse  he  was  a  complete 

stranger,  but  on  the  other  hand  the 
fishing  hole  was  certainly  public 
enough  and  in  our  little  town  we 

aren't  too  cautious  about  being 
friendly  with  people — ^strangers  or 
not.  Besides,  the  soldier  seemed 

harmless  and  impersonally  inter- 
ested in  the  children,  and  there  could 

be  no  doubt  that  he  was  lonesome. 

So  many  people  in  this  world,  I 
thought,  are  just  plain  lonesome! 
Denny  must  have  been  thinking 

pretty  much  the  same  thing,  because 

he  suddenly  piped  up,  "He's  nice, 
Aunt  Joan — ^he's  real  nice."  He 
looked  up  at  the  soldier  and  smiled 
and  the  soldier  winked  back  at  him. 

They  had  already  become  good 

friends.  So  (Continued  on  page  78) 
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"Gee,"  he  said,  his  eyes  on  that  httle 

finger,  "did  that  happen  to  you  in 

the  war?" I  suppressed  a  gasp,  having  read 

a  lot  of  those  articles  in  the  maga- 

zines about  being  careful  not  to  ask 

veterans  about  their  experiences  or 

wounds.  But  the  soldier  took  it  m 

his  stride  as  a  natural  question. 

Thoughtfully,  he  lifted  the  finger  and looked  at  it. 

"Well,"  he  said  slowly,  "yes  and 

no.  I  got  it  while  I  was  overseas. 
I'd  like  to  be  able  to  brag  about  it 

and  say  it  got  shot  off  by  a  German 

bullet  or  sUced  off  by  a  German 

bayonet.  But  the  honest  truth  is  that 

I  was  doing  K.P.  one  day  .  .  ." "What's  K.P.?"  interrupted  Denny. 
"That's  Kitchen  Police.  It  means 

working  in  the  Army  kitchen." "Oh,"  said  Denny,  "and  what  hap- 

pened?" 

"So  I  was  doing  K.P.— peeling  po- 
tatoes— and  I  was  kind  of  sore  about 

it  because  I  figured  I  was  too  im- 
portant a  guy  to  be  peeling  potatoes, 

and  I  got  careless.  The  first  thing 

I  knew,  I'd  sliced  my  finger." 
"Did  you  cut  it  right  off?"  asked 

Denny  breathlessly. 

"No,  it  was  just  a  little  cut.  I  didn't 
even  bother  to  put  a  bandage  on  it. 

The  trouble  was,  it  got  infected  later 
on,  and  then  the  Doc  had  to  go  to 

work  on  it  so  the  infection  wouldn't 
spread.  It  just  goes  to  show  you  that 
you  have  to  take  care  of  yourself, 

even  with  little  things  like  cuts."  He 
looked  down  at  Denny  seriously. 

"You  haven't  got  any  cuts  you're 

neglecting,  have  you?" Denny  spread  out  both  his  small 
hands  and  inspected  them  carefully. 

"No,  I  guess  I  haven't  today,"  he  said 
with  relief, 

"That's  good,"  said  the  soldier, 
"but  if  you  do  get  one,  you  be  sure 
to  wash  it  good  and  clean  and  put  a 

bandage  on.  Then  it'll  be  safe." "I'll  remember  about  that,"  said 

Denny  earnestly  and  shoved  both 
hands,  with  a  funny  httle  important 

air,  deep  into  his  coat  pockets.  This 
soldier  was  treating  him  like  an 

equal— talking  to  him  man  to  man— 
and  Denny  enjoyed  it.  It  made  him 

strut  a  little.  It  pleased  me,  too. 

Usually  when  grownups  talk  to  chil- 
dren, it's  in  a  sickening  kind  of  baby 

talk.  Or  they  ignore  them  completely 

and  say  things  like— "What  a  pretty 
little  boy,"  or  "Has  he  learned  to 

read  yet?  He  looks  quite  bright." 
Denny  had  suffered  under  his  share 

of  such  insults,  I  knew,  and  it  was 
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only  natural  that  he  should  blossom 
under  the  kind  of  adult  treatment 
the  soldier  had  been  giving  him. 

Too  bad  more  grownups  couldn't  be 

like  that,  I  thought. He  must  have  felt  my  eyes  on  him, 

because  he  turned  slightly  and 
looked  squarely  at  me  and  smiled. 

"You  don't  mind  my  talking  to  the 

children,  do  you?"  he  asked.  "It's  al- 
ways more  fun  when  you  have  some- 

one to  talk  to." 
I  smiled  back.  "Not  at  all,"  I  told 

him.  Of  course  he  was  a  complete 

stranger,  but  on  the  other  hand  the 
fishing  hole  was  certainly  public 
enough  and  in  our  little  town  we 
aren't  too  cautious  about  being 

friendly  with  people — strangers  or 
not.  Besides,  the  soldier  seemed 

harmless  and  impersonally  inter- 
ested in  the  children,  and  there  could 

be  no  doubt  that  he  was  lonesome. 

So  memy  people  in  this  world,  I 
thought,  are  just  plain  lonesome! 
Denny  must  have  been  thinking 

pretty  much  the  same  thing,  because 

he  suddenly  piped  up,  "He's  nice. 
Aunt  Joan — he's  real  nice."  He 
looked  up  at  the  soldier  and  smiled 
and  the  soldier  winked  back  at  him. 
They  had  already  become  good 
friends.  So  (Continued  on  page  78) 

i,i^ 

^^3h|VT'V.  -    -'-'-/l^^ 

■  :UM0 

>-"*.' >^S 



mr/mMf: 

SIDAY 
CBS's  story  of  a  woman 

who  believes  that  you 

must  work  for  happiness 

OUR  GAL  SUNDAY  was  named  by  the 
two  old  miners  who  found  her — a  little 
baby — on  the  doorstep  of  their  cabin  in  j 
Silver  Creek,  Colorado,  years  ago.  Sun- 

day's charm  and  loveliness  captivated 
LORD  HENRY  BRINTHROPE,  and  they 
were  married.  As  Lady  Brinthrope,  Sun- 

day's courage  and  faith  have  been  put 
to  the  test  many  times,  for  her  circum- 

stances now  are  far  different  from  the  con- 
ditions under  which  she  was  brought  up. 

Lord  Henry,  a  tided  Englishman,  is 
everything  any  woman  could  wish  for  in 
a  husband.  The  years  have  proved  that 
he  and  Sunday  belong  together  in  spite 
of  the  differences  in  their  birth  and  up- 

bringing, and  for  him  the  sun  seems  to 
rise  and  set  on  iiis  beloved  young  wife. 

( Vivian  Smolen  and  Karl  Swenson ) 

Produced  by  Frank  and  Anne  Hummert,  Onr 
Gal  Sunday  is  heard  every  Monday  through 
Friday  at  12:45  P.M.,  EST,  oTer  Columbia. 
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LIU  FLORENZE  is  guided— 
and  spoiled — by  her  mother,  thf 
COUNTESS  FLORENZE,  from 
whom  she  inherits  her  sulky, 

temperamental  beauty.  Ari-o- 
gant  and  demanding,  the  Count- 

ess is  a  formidable  personalit>. 
who  has  plainly  shown  that  she 
will  not  allow  anything  or  any- 

body to  interfere  with  her  plans 
for  Lili.  Nothing  must  stand  in 
their  way!  (Lili  is  Inge  Adams; 
the    Countess    is    Ara    Gerald  ( 

LONNIE,  who  is  doing  some  of 
the  family  shopping  at  the  small 
country  store  owned  by  SUSIE 
ROBINSON  and  her  husband, 
is  the  adopted  oldest  child  of 
Henry  and  Sunday  Brinthrope. 
The  mutual  affection  that  exists 
between  Lonnie  and  the  rest  of 
the  family  is  as  strong  as  though 
he  had  been  born  into  it.  Lonnie 

is  a  constant  joy  to  his  foster- 
parents.  (Venezuela  Jones  is 
Susie;  Alastair  Kyle  is  Lonnie) 

IRENE  and  PETER  GALWAY. 
a  neighboring  couple,  have  a 
warm  and  sturdy  friendship  with 
the. family  at  Black  Swan  Hall. 

The  comforting  words  and  un- 
derstanding aid  of  the  Brin 

thropes  have  helped  Irene  and 
Peter  over  many  rough  spots, 
and  in  return  Sunday  and  Henry 
know  that  if  ever  they  are  in 
need  of  help,  the  Galways  would 
lie  ready  at  once  to  offer  it. 
(Fran    Carlon,   .loseph    Curtin) 



PEARL  TAGGART  and  SAINT- 
JOHN  HARRIS  are  two  young 
people  Sunday  worries  about  a 

great  deal.  "Sinjun"  is  an  art- 
ist, attractive,  as  unpredictable 

as  one  of  the  arrows  he  uses  in 
his  favorite  sport,  archery.  Pearl, 

a  girl  from  Sunday's  old  home 
town,  is  a  trial  to  Sunday  be- 

cause of  her  strange  conviction 
that  her  magnificent  hair  will 
get   her   everything  she  wants. 
(Anne  Shepherd,  John  Raby) 

STEVE  LANSING,  a  friend  of 

Sunday's  guardian  Jackie  from 
Silver  Creek,  is  the  sweetheart 
from  whom  Pearl  Taggart  ran 

away.  But  Steve  has  Sunday's 
encouragement,  because  she  un- 

derstands that,  while  he  is  not 
the  most  sophisticated  of  men, 
he  is  capable  of  making  Pearl 

happy.  Now  Sunday  is  endeav- 
oring to  get  the  confused,  wilful 

Pearl  to  realize  this  truth  for 
herself,  and  to  find  contentment. 

(John  McQuade) 
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Ma  Perkins  was  absolutely  sure  that  Connie  and  Quent 
4 

were  still  in  love.    The  trouble  was  that  they,  themselves,  didn't  know  it! 

WHEN  Connie  Myles  came  to  me  asking  for 

a  room,  I  couldn't  possibly  refuse  her.  The 
housing  shortage  had  struck  Rushville 

Center,  just  as  it  had  other  towns  and  cities 
all  over  the  United  States.  Besides,  she  was  a 

pretty,  appealing  little  thing — and  independent! 
She  had  lived  in  Rushville  Center  before  the 

war,  and  had  taken  a  course  in  beauty  culture. 

But  when  the  war  broke  out,  Connie  had  gone 
out  to  the  West  Coast  to  work  in  a  defense 

plant.  Now  she  was  back,  working  once  again 

in  one  of  the  local  beauty  parlors — working 
very  hard,  and  saving  her  money,  because,  she 

said,  she  wanted  to  buy  a  beauty  shop  of  her 
own.  She  was  a  normal  enough  girl,  it  seemed 

to  me — ordinarily  happy,  but  not  very  much 
interested  in  men,  or  in  clothes.  She  only 

wanted  to  save  money  for  that  beauty 

shop.   It  was  all  she  cared  about. 

And  then,  almost  overnight,  Connie  changed 

into  a  social  butterfly.  It  was  a  long  time  be- 
fore I  connected  the  change  in  Connie  with 

Quentin  Jonas'  homecoming,  but  I  finaUy  did. 
Quent  was  Rushville  Center's  orphan.  Every- 

body in  town  still  remembers  the  Jonas'  di- 
vorce— a  quarrel  between  two  stubborn  young 

people,  each  too  proud  to  take  the  first  step 

in  this  original  Radio  Mirror  story, 
thought  slie  knew,  now,  how  to  make  Connie  understand.    (Ma 

Perkins  played  bv  Virginia  Payne.    Heard  Monday  through 
Friday,  1:15  P.M.  EST,  on  CBS;  3:15  P.M.  EST,  on  NBC.) 

toward  making  up.  Both  parents  remarried 

later,  and  Quent,  when  he  was  a  child,  divided 
his  time  between  the  two  homes.  The  whole 

town  was  sorry  for  him,  and  the  whole  town 
took  him  to  its  heart. 

This  spring,  w^hen  Quent  came  home  from 
the  Army,  Shuffle  Shober  brought  him  over  to 
my  house  the  very  first  evening.  And  there 
he  met  Connie,  whom  he  had  known  before, 

of  course — as  young  folks  in  towns  like  ours 
always  know  one  another.  It  seemed  to  me 

that  that  meeting  between  them  held  a  lot 

of  constraint,  too  many  things  unspoken>.  But 
I  felt  it  was  none  of  my  business,  and  let  it 

pass.  It  was  right  after  that  that  Connie  began 

to  go  out  with  the  town  boys — not  with  Quent, 
but  with  practically  everyone  else.  Some  of 
them  certainly  not  the  nicest  boys  in  town, 

either.  I  was  worried  about  her — real  worried. 
Then  one  late  afternoon  I  came  home  from 

the  lumber  yard  and  heard  Quent  and  Connie 

quarreling  in  my  living  room.  My  head  whirl- 
ing, trembling  with  shock  and  dismay,  I  heard 

Connie  cry  out,  "I'm  not  proud  that  I  was  ever 

married  to  you,  Quent  Jonas — and  I  wouldn't 
be  again.  I  can  take  care  of  myself  and  my 

own;  I  don't  need  your  help  and  I  won't  stand 

for  your  interference!" 
Connie — married!  To  Quent  Jonas!  I  heard 

Quent  slam  out,  and  then  Connie  turned  and 

saw  me  in  the  doorway — realized  that  I  had 
heard.  Her  eyes  filled  with  tears,  pleading 

with  me  not  to  tell  anyone,  she  began  to  tell 
me  the  story.     ,  {Ccmtinued  oil  page  68) 
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When  George  and  Graeie  are  at  home  being  part  of  the 

Bnrnm  tamUg^theg're  the  hind  of  people  gon'd  love  to  have  next  door
 

"170U  can't  tell  from  the  outside  of 
■  houses  what  manner  of  people 
■■-live  in  them.  Take  the  formal 

white  house  in  which  George  Bums 

and  Graeie  Allen  live.  With  Sandra, 

twelve,  and  Ronnie,  eleven.  With 

Suzy  too — the  chic-est  little  toy 

French  poodle  you  ever  saw. 

It  stands  on  one  of  the  hest  streets 

in  Beverly  Hills,  the  Bums'  hovise, 
Viath  French  windows  on  either  side 

of   the  big   front  door  that  is   ap- 

proached by  a  brick  walk  bordered 

with  rose  trees.  It's  a  house  of  great 

charm  and  beauty  but  it's  also  con- 

ventionally  elegant   and   so  doesn't 
remotely  suggest  George  or  Graeie. 

This  isn't  too  strange.  The  Bumses 

had  nothing  to  do  with  this  house 

until  the  day  they  chanced  upon  it, 

in  the  very  neighborhood  they  had 

agreed  upon,  and  promptly  bought  it. 

It  was  Grade's  intention  to  pre- 
serve the  feehng  of  formality  which 

the  house  suggests  by  her  fin-nish- 
ings.   And  in  the  Hving  room,  to  the 

right  of  the  front  door  and  the  hall- 

way with  its  beautiful  circular  stair- 

way, she  has  remained  true  to  this 

purpose.  It's  done  in  soft  colors  and 

mirrors,  with  paste!  velvets  and  bro- 

cades, with  petit  point,  with  crystal 

and   china  lamps,  with  chairs  that 

sit  on  Utile  cvirved  legs,  with  inlaid 
tables — ^with  a  French  decor,  really. 

The  grand  piano  stands  in  this 

room  beside  one  of  ihe  damask -hung 
French  windows  which  overlooks  the 

formal  lawn  and  the  rose-bordered 

walk.  And  if  you  chanced  to  visit 

the  Bumses,  as  we  did,  before  Sandra 
and  Ronnie  were  to  play  in  a  piano 

recital,  you'd  trail  into  this  room 
with  George  and  Graeie  and  Suzy, 
who  follows  Graeie  everywhere,  to 

hear  them  play  Chopin. 

"Now,  this  is  a  good  opportunity 
for  you  children  to  come  on  just  the 

way  you  will  at  the  recital,"  Graeie said  in  an  Allenish  rush. 

"Ladies  and  Gentlemen,"  she  an- 

nounced, "the  next  two  numbers  on 
our  program  wUl  be  played  by  Miss 
Sandra    Bm-ns    and   Master   Ronnie 

"Come   again!"   say  George   and   Graeie, 
Ronnie    (who's  eleven)    and  Sandra 
(who's  twelve)    as  we  end  the  first  visit 
in  Radio  Mirror's  new  series,  which 
will  take  you  into  the  homes  and  families 

of  some  of  your  favorite  radio  per- 
sonalities.    Bums    and    Allen    are    heard 

Thursdays  at  8:00  P.M.  EST,  on  NBC. 
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When  George  and  Cracie  are  at  honte  being  part  of  the 

Burnn  famUg,  thegTre  the  hind  ot  people  gon'd  iove  to  have  next  door 

YOU  can't  tell  from  the  outside  of houses  what  manner  of  people 
live  in  them.  Take  the  formal 

white  house  in  which  George  Burns 
and  Gracie  Allen  live.  With  Sandra, 

twelve,  and  Ronnie,  eleven.  With 

Suzy  too — the  cliic-est  little  toy 
French  poodle  you  ever  saw. 

It  stands  on  one  of  the  best  streets 

in  Beverly  Hills,  the  Burns'  house, 
^^»ith  French  windows  on  either  side 

of  the  big  front  door  that  is  ap- 
proached by  a  brick  walk  bordered 

with  rose  trees.  It's  a  house  of  great 
charm  and  beauty  but  it's  also  con- 

ventionally elegant  and  so  doesn't 
remotely  suggest  George  or  Gracie. 

This  isn't  too  strange.  The  Bumses 
had  notliing  to  do  with  this  house 
until  the  day  they  chanced  upon  it, 
in  the  very  neigliborhood  they  had 
agreed  upon,  and  promptly  bought  it. 

It  was  Grade's  intention  to  pre- 
serve ti.\e  feeling  of  formality  which 

the  house  suggests  by  her  furnish- 
ings. And  in  the  living  room,  to  the 

right  of  the  front  door  and  the  hall- 
way with  its  beautiful  circular  stair- 
way, she  has  remained  true  to  this 

purpose.  It's  done  in  soft  colors  and 
mirrors,  with  pastel  velvets  and  bro- 

cades, with  petit  point,  with  crystal 
and   china   lamps,  with   chairs  that 

sit  on  little  curved  legs,  with  inlaid 
tables — with  a  French  decor,  really. 
The  grand  piano  stands  in  this 

room  beside  one  of  the  damask-hung 
French  windows  v/hich  overlooks  the 

formal  lawn  and  the  rose-bordered 
walk.  And  if  you  chanced  to  visit 
the  Bumses,  as  we  did,  before  Sandra 
and  Ronnie  were  to  play  in  a  piano 

recital,  you'd  trail  into  this  'room 
with  George  and  Gracie  and  Suzy, 
who  follows  Gracie  everj^where,  to 
hear  them  play  Chopin. 

"Now,  this  is  a  good  opportunity 
for  you  children  to  come  on  just  the 

way  you  will  at  the  recital,"  Gracie 
said  in  an  Allenish  rush. 

"Ladies  and  GentleTnen"  she  an- 
nounced, "the  next  two  numbers  on 

our  program  will  be  played  by  Miss 
Sandi-a   Burns   and   Master   Ronnie 

"Come    again!"   say  George   and    Gracie, 
Ronnie    (who's  eleven)    and  Sandra 
(who's   twelve)    as  we  end  the  first  visit 
in  Radio  Mirrop*s  new  scries,  which 
will  lake  yon  into  the  homes  a 
of  some  of  your  favorite  radi 
sonalitics.     Bums    and    Allen 
Thursdays  at  8:00  P.M.  EST, 

d  families 

>  pep- nrc    heard 
>n  IVBC. 
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Ronnie  and  Sandra  like  an  outdoor  life,  but  it  doesn't  interfere  with 
piano  practice — which  Grade  insists  on,  and  which  they  really  enjoy. 

Burns.  .  .  ."   And  everybody  bowed 
Both  Sandra  and  Ronnie  play  with 

the  crescendbs  and  the .  loud  pedal 
effects  as  well  as  the  rare  emotional 

quality  of  virtuosos.  They  well  de- 
served the  enthusiastic  applause  ir 

which  George  led. 

"I  want  you  to  get  there  early 

mama,"  Sandra  said,  "so  you  can  si' 

In  the  front  row."  Ronnie's  eyef 
made  it  clear  he  wanted  this  too. 

"Let's  go  back  to  the  other  room,' 

George  suggested.  "The  only  timt 
we  ever  come  in  here  is  to  hear  the 

kids  play.  .  .  ."  The  kids  dashec 
ahead  and  George  stepped  up  besidf 

Gracie.  "Look,"  he  said,  sotto  voce 

very  fast,  "you'U-have-to-cancel- 
ou  t  -  on  -  that  -  luncheon  -  Gracie  -  or  - 

you'll  -be  -late  -to  -that  -recital  -and  - 
they're  -both  -counting  -on  -you  -up 

front-like-they-said."  Gracie's  eye; 
got  twice  as  big  and  twice  as  blue  a; 

they  always  are.  "But  of  course 
George!"  she  told  him. 

Leaving  the  living  room,  you  realiz' 

that  Gracie's  plan  to  keep  the  hous( 

elegant  and  dignified  throughout  wa; 
short-lived.    (Continued  on  page  76 

Breakfast  isn't  official  till  Variety — 
and   chic  little   Suzy — arrive  in  bed. 



ItV  instinct  with  the  Burnses  not  to  be  satisfied  with  any- 
thing amateurish.  Even  when  the  young  ones  dance  for 

fun,  they  put  on  as  good  a  performance  as  they  know  how. 

l:lt"^^ 

Favorite  household  gathering-places:  the  kitchen,  where 
the  good  food. comes  from,  and  the  dining-table,  where 

it's  eaten  by  candle-light  while  everyone's  views  are 
aired   and   everyone's  activities   come   in   for   discussion. 





Ronnie  and  Sondra  like  an  outdoor  life,  bul  it  doesn't  interfere  with 

piano  prnctirc — which  Gracie  insists  on.  and  which  they  really  enjoy. 

Burns.  .  .  ."   And  everybody  bowed.  I 
Both  Sandra  and  Ronnie  play  with 

the  crescendbs  and  the ,  loud  pedal 
effects  as  well  as  the  rare  emotional 

quality  of  virtuosos.  They  well  de- 
served the  enthusiastic  applause  in 

which  George  led. 
"I  want  you  to  get  there  early, 

mama,"  Sandra  said,  "so  you  can  sit 

in  the  front  row."  Ronnie's  eyes 
made  it  clear  he  wanted  this  too. 

"Let's  go  back  to  the  other  room," 

George  suggested.  "The  only  time 
we  ever  come  in  here  is  to  hear  the 

kids  play.  .  .  ."  The  kids  dashed 
ahead  and  George  stepped  up  beside 

Gracie.  "Look,"  he  said,  sotto  voce, 

very  fast,  "you'11-have-to-cancel- 
out  -  on  -  that  -  luncheon  -  Gracie  -or- 

you'U  -be  -late  -to  -that  -recital  -and  - 

they're  -both  -counting  -on -you -up- 

front-like-they-said."  Grade's  eyes 
got  twice  as  big  and  twice  as  blue  as 

they  always  are.  "But  of  course, 
George!"  she  told  him. 

Leaving  the  living  room,  you  realize 

that  Grade's  plan  to  keep  the  house 

elegant  and  dignified  throughout  was 
short-lived.    (Continued  on  page  76) 

Breakfast  isn't  oOieiai  till  Variety — 
and  cliic  little  Suzy — arrive   in   bed. 

"^"^^-i— ̂ WS' 

ItV  inslinct  with  the  Burnscs  not  to  be  satisfied  with  any- 
thing amateurish.  Even  when  the  young  ones  dance  for 

fan,  they  put  on  as  good  a  performance  as  they  know  how. 

Favorite  household  gathering-places:  the  kitchen,  where 

the  good  food  comes  from,  and  the  dining-table,  where 

it*8  eaten  by  candle-light  while  everyone's  views  are 

aired  and  cveryone*8  activities   come  in   for  discussion. 



1.  Lizette  is  calm  about  the  attempt  on  her  life,  which 
makes  David  suspicious.  He  questions  customers  who  had 
appointments  the  day  before,  finds  them  unaccountably 
afraid.     Sherry,   a   dancer,   was    at    the   shop    at    midnight. 

PAGE 

DAVID  FARRELL,  a  crusading New  York  Eagle  reporter,  and 
his  wife,  Sally,  often  find  themselves 
involved  more  deeply  than  they  in- 

tend to  be  in  some  of  the  stories  that 
David  covers  for  his  paper.  The  scene 
of  this  adventure  is  a  beauty  shop, 
to  which  David  is  sent  by  his  paper 

because  the  shop's  proprietor,  Liz- 
ette, had  been  shot  at  the  night 

before.  (Conceived  and  produced  by 
Frank  and  Anne  Hummert,  Front 

Page  Farrell  is  heard  every  week- 
day at  5  P.M.  EST,  on  CBS.  David 

is  played  by  Staats  Cotsworth, 
Sally  by  Florence  Williams,  Sherry 
by  Athena  Lorde,  Nick  by  Peter 
Capell,  Lizette  by  Eleanor  Sherman.) 

4.  David  pays  a  late  visit  to  the  shop  as  Nick  leaves.    He 
sees   the   machine;   Lizette   explains   that   she   likes  music. 

5.  At  home,  David  and  Sally  read  that  Sherry's 
engagement  to  a  wealthy  man  has  been  broken. 
And  what  about  Lizette's  other  customers  who 
seemed  strangely  afraid?  Smacks  of  blackmail. 

44 



FARRELL 

2.  David  and  Sally  talk  to  Sherry,  who  says  she  was 
at  the  shop  to  have  her  hair  done  for  her  midnight 
show.  Sally  later  tells  David  that  Sherry  has  lied; 
her  hair  has  not  been  washed  and  dressed  recently. 

3.  Lizette  and  Nick,  her  assistant,  play  records  Lizette  has 

made  of  customer's  conversations.  They  have  cleverly  inserted 
lines  to  make  customer's  originally  innocent  remarks  about 
her  husband  appear  to  refer  to  a  fascinating  new  sweetheart. 
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6.  Sally,  posing  as  a  wealthy  customer,  goes  to  Liz- 
ette's,  overhears  Lizette  threatening  another  cus- 

tomer but  can't  make  out  with  what.  She  tells  David ; 
he   suggests   that   she  go  back   the   next   afternoon. 7.  Lizette,   while   working   on    Sally's   hair,   asks    all   sorts   of 

personal    questions,    such    as    does    she    love    her    husband? m 



A.  Machine  has  been  playing  all  the  while.  David  blurs  out  his 

and  Sally's  conversation  by  replaying  record  and  muffling  their 
words  with  the  sound  of  the  dryer.  Lizette  enters,  is  furious 
because  machine  is  on,  snatches  it  up  and  carries  it  away.  Now 
David   and   Sally  are  sure   that   the   record    means  something. 

ft.  Lizette  leaves  Sally  under  dryer.  David 
conies  in,  posing  as  electrician.  He  finds 

recording  device,  asks  Sally  if  she'd  told 
Lizette  anything  that  could  be  used  to  black- 

mail  her.    She  says  no   nothing  dangerous. 

12.  The  next  day  in  a  teashop  across  from  Lizette's, 
David  gives  Sally  some  fake  jewels  which  she  is  to  offer 
in  return  for  the  record,  which  he  wants  as  evidence. 

At  Lizette's  Sally  is  led  to  a  booth  away  from  the  others. 

lit.  Sally  forgets  to  answer  to  her  assumed 
name  of  Marshall,  and  Nick  and  Lizette  go 
through  her  purse,  find  out  who  she  is  and 
where   David   is   by   threatening   her   with   acid. 



lO.  David  conies  to  the  shop  after  hours  to 

chat' with  Lizette — and  to  place  a  bit  of  paper 
in  the  lock  as  they  leave,  so  that  he  and  Sally 
can  come  back  later.  He  takes  Lizette 
home,  gets  Sally,  and  they  return   to   shop. 

11.  In  the  shop  David  and  Sally  play  the  record  Lizette  made  uf 
her  conversation  with  Sally,  find  that  the  record  has  been  so 

changed  that  Sally's  confidences  about  how  happy  she  is  with 
her  husband  now  become  complaints,  with  talk  about  the  new 
man  she  has  met.  They  know  that  Lizette  will  try  to  blackmail  her. 

14.  Lizette  goes  to  the  teashop,  demands  that 
David  sign  a  statement  saying  that  any  accusa- 

tions he  may  make  against  her  are  false — <»r 
Sally  will  be  burned   with  acid.    David  signs. 

1 5.  David  goes  back  to  the  shop  with  Lizette  to  get  Sally, 
wrenches  acid  away  from  Nick,  throws  it  on  the  statement 
he  has  just  signed,  destroying  it  completely.  He  snatches 
up  the  record,  calls  the  police.  .  .  .  Another  case  is  solved. 



THE  proof  of  the  philosophy  that  Lije  C
an 

Be  Beautiful  is  all  aroiind  us — every  one 
of  us,  every  day.  Eaeh  of  us  must  find  it, 

teach  it  to  himself,  learn  it  well.  A  conversation 

I  overheard  once  between  two  friends  made  this 

more  meaningful  than  ever.  One  was  com- 
plaining that  she  had  never  had  much  real 

happiness.  The  other  replied  thoughtfully,  "I remember  a  time  when. I  too  thought  that  way. 
But  when  I  was  twenty-two,  I  learned  to  think 
differently.  It  was  when  my  first  baby  died.  Life 
was  black  and  useless.  And  then,  after  a  while, 
I  began  to  imderstand  that  I  was  still  alive,  and 
that  while  you  are  alive  your  life  is  your  own, 
to  do  the  best  you  can  with.  Because  nobody 
can  bring  happiness  and  hand  it  to  you.  If  you 
do  not  make  your  own  life  as  beautiful,  as  use- 

ful as  it  is  in  you  to  do,  somebody  else,  friend 
or  stranger,  must  watch  your  misery.  If  it  is 
one  who  loves  you,  he  must  bear  your  burden 
as  well  as  his  own. 

"And  we  have  no  right  to  ask  that  of  another.'" 

e/o^  ̂ hei/ni  jxytwd  t/tvei  ̂ joKe 

To   the   writer   of   this   letter  Radio 
Mirror  has  sent  one  hundred  dollars. 

Dear  Papa  David: 

Twenty-three  years  ago  my  husband  was  in 
an  accident  that  left  him  with  a  broken  back, 

fractured  skull,  and  crushed  ribs.  He  was 

thirty-six  and  I  was  thirty-four.  We  had  one 
son,  age  fotirteen.  We  did  not  know  which 
way  to  turn.  Son  and  I  went  to  hospital  day 
after  day  for  two  months.  Instead  of  getting 
better  we  saw  my  husband  was  slowly  dying. 

The  doctor  told  me  he  might  live  six  months, 

not  longer;  I  said  I  would  take  him  home. 
He  said  to  leave  him  where  he  was;  he  would 
be  better  off,  that  I  did  not  know  anything 

about  taking  care  of  him.  I  said  it  was  a  good 

Radio  Mirror  Offers 
One  Hundred  Dollars 

each  month  for  your 

Have  you  sent  in  yonr  Life  Can  Be  Beantifui 
letter  yet?  For  the  letter  Papa  David  considers 
best  each  month,  RADIO  MIRROR  will  pay 
^ae  haffldred  doHars.  For  each  of  the  other  let- 

ters received  daring  the  month  which  we  have 

space  enough  to  print,  RADIO  MIRROR  Mag- 
azine will  pay  fifteen  dollars.  Address  your 

letters  to  Papa  David,  care  of  RADIO  MIR- 
ROR Magazine,  205  East  42nd  Street,  New 

York  17,  New  York. 

b  Can Be  BeanUiol,  wrftwn  by  €j»1  Bixl>y.»n4  P«»»  Beckei,  Is  hear. 
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time  to  learn.  Doctor  said,  "You  know  he  will 

never  be  a  man  again."  I  said,  "Yes,  I  know, 
the  doctors  told  me,  but  that  makes  no  differ- 

ence, he  is  the  man  I  love.  I  will  take  care 

of  him  some  way."  Then  I  went  in  to  my 
husband  and  ask  him  if  he  wanted  to  go  home 

with  me.  He  began  to  cry,  and  said,  "Oh  yes!" 
I  bought  a  hospital  bed  and  fixed  his  room 

cheerful  and  nice.  Next  day  I  called  an  am- 
bulance, called  the  doctor,  told  him  I  was 

taking  my  husband  home,  and  would  he  please 
call  soon.  He  said  he  would.  And  as  soon  as 

doctor  came  and  saw  him  he  said  he  "was 
looking  better  already.  From  then  on  he  be- 

gan to  improve.  His  back  and  legs  were  covered 
with  bed  sores.  Etoctor  said  I  would  never  heal 

them.  I  said  I  would,  and  I  did,  but  it  took  me 

one  year  to  do  it.  I  never  let  him  get  another 

one.  His  position  had  to  be  changed  every 

fifteen  to  twenty  minutes,  day  and  night,  when 

he  w^as  awake.  Only  God  knows  what  we  went 
through.  Our  son  had  to  have  rest  and  sleep 

to  keep  up  his  school  work.  I  hired  a  practical 
nurse  to  help  me  during  the  school  term.  One 
day  our  son  rushed  in  all  out  of  breath,  said, 

"Oh  mom,  you  won't  have  to  do  any  more  of 
-that  hard  lifting.  I  am  having  a  rack  made  for 

Dad's  bed,  and  he  can  shift  his  position  him- 
self." I  said,  "Whatever  are  you  talking  about?" 

"Oh  mom,  I  heard  of  a  man  in  same  con- 
dition as  Dad.  I  went  to  see  him,  to  see  if  I 

could  learn  anything  that  would  help  us  to 
take  better  care  of  Dad.  He  had  a  rack  over 

his  bed  like  I  am  having  made  for  Dad." 
.  Next  day  the  rack  was  delivered.  It  was 
so  simple  we  were  all  surprised  that  we  did 
not  think  of  it  ourselves.  But  I  think  it  saved 

my  life,  and  Daddy's.  In  our  eyes  there  never 
was  such  a  wonderful  son. 

As   oiu-   son   grew    (Continued   on  page   96) 
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CAN  BE  BEAUTIFUL 

THE  proof  of  the  philosophy  that  Lije
  Can 

Be  Beautijul  is  all  around  us— every  one 
of  us,  every  day.  Each  of  us  must  find  it, 

teach  it  to  himself,  learn  it  well.  A  conversation 
i  overheard  once  between  two  friends  made  this 

more  meaningful  than  ever.  One  was  com- 
plaining that  she  had  never  had  much  real 

happiness.  The  other  replied  thoughtfully,  "I i-emeinber  a  time  when  1  loo  thought  that  way. 
But  when  1  was  twenty-two.  I  learned  to  think 
difTerently.  It  was  when  my  first  baby  died.  Life 
was  black  and  useless.  And  then,  after  a  while, 
I  began  to  understand  that  I  was  still  alive,  and 
that  while  you  are  alive  your  life  is  your  own, 
to  do  the  best  you  can  with.  Because  nobody 
can  bruig  happiness  and  hand  it  to  you.  If  you 
do  not  make  your  own  life  as  ijeautiful,  as  use- 

ful as  it  is  in  you  to  do.  somebody  else,  friend 
or  stranger,  must  watch  your  misery.  If  it  is 
one  who  loves  you,  he  must  bear  your  burden 
as  well  as  his  own. 

"And  wc  have  no  right  to  ask  that  of  another." 

-jyj^  ty/iet^  ̂ zxmed  t/^iel  rJoAe 

To   the   writer   of   this   letter   Radio 

Mirror  has  sent  one  hundred  doHsu-s. 
Dear  Papa  David; 

Twenty-three  years  ago  my  husband  was  in 
an  accident  that  left  him  with  a  broken  back, 

fractured  skull,  and  crushed  ribs.  He  was 

thirty-six  and  I  was  thirty-four.  We  had  one 
son,  age  fourteen.  We  did  not  know  which 
way  to  turn.  Son  and  I  went  to  hospital  day 
after  day  for  two  months.  Instead  of  getting 

better  we  saw  my  husband  was  slowly  dying. 

The  doctor  told  me  he  might  live  six  months, 
not  longer;  I  said  I  would  take  him  home. 

He  said  to  leave  him  where  he  was;  he  would 
be  better  off,  that  I  did  not  know  anything 

about  taking  care  of  him,  I  said  it  was  a  good 

Radio  Mirror  Offers 
One  Hundred  Dollars 

each  moDtb  for  your 

Have  you  sent  iu  your  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
letter  yet?  For  the  letter  Papa  David  considers 
best  each  mouth,  RADIO  MIRROR  will  pay 
one  hundred  dollars.  For  each  of  the  other  let- 

ters received  during  the  month  which  we  have 
space  enough  to  print,  RADIO  MIRROR  Mag- 

azine will  pay  fifteen  dollars.  Addrejjs  your 
letters  to  Papa  David,  care  of  RADIO  MIR- 

ROR Magazine,  205  East  42nd  Street,  New York  17,  New  York. 

time  to  learn.  Doctor  said,  "You  know  he  will 

never  be  a  man  again."  I  said.  "Yes,  I  know, 
the  doctors  told  me,  but  that  makes  no  differ- 

ence, he  is  the  man  I  love.  I  will  take  care 

of  him  some  way."  Then  I  went  in  to  my 
husband  and  ask  him  if  he  wanted  to  go  home 

with  me.  He  began  to  cry,  and  said,  "Oh  yes!" 
I  bought  a  hospital  bed  and  fixed  his  room 

cheerful  and  nice.  Next  day  I  called  an  am- 
bulance, called  the  doctor,  told  him  I  was 

taking  my  husband  home,  and  would  he  please 
call  soon.  He  said  he  would.  And  as  soon  as 

doctor  came  and  saw  him  he  said  he  was 

looking  better  already.  From  then  on  he  be- 

gan to  improve.  His  back  and  legs  were  covered 

with  bed  sores.  Doctor  said  I  would  never  heal 

them.  I  said  I  would,  and  I  did.  but  it  took  me 

one  year  to  do  it.  I  never  let  him  get  another 
one.  His  position  had  to  be  changed  every 

fifteen  to  twenty  minutes,  day  and  night,  when 

he  was  awake.  Only  God  knows  what  we  went 

through.  Our  son  had  to  have  rest  and  sleep 

to  keep  up  his  school  work.  I  hired  a  practical 

nurse  to  help  me  during  the  school  term.  One 

day  our  son  rushed  in  all  out  of  breath,  said, 

"Oh  mom,  you  won't  have  to  do  any  more  of 

that  hard  lifting.  I  am  having  a  rack  made  for 

Dad's  bed,  and  he  can  shift  his  position  him- 

self." I  said,  "WTiatever  are  you  Ulking  about?" 

"Oh  mom,  I  heard  of  a  man  in  same  con- 

dition as  Dad.  I  went  to  see  him,  to  see  if  I 

could  learn  anything  that  would  help  us  to 

take  better  care  of  Dad.  He  had  a  rack  over 

his  bed  like  I  am  having  made  for  Dad." 
.  Next  day  the  rack  was  delivered.  It  was 

so  simple  we  were  all  surprised  that  we  did 

not  think  of  it  ourselves.  But  I  think  it  saved 

my  life,  and  Daddy's.  In  our  eyes  there  neve
r was  such  a  wonderful  son. 

As  our   son  grew  .(Continued   on   pope   96) 
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Waffles  needn't  be 
confined  to  breakfast. 

Trimmed  up  as  we've 
suggested,  they  make 
elegant    additions 

to  your  luncheon  and 
dinner  menus,  and 

new-tasting  desserts. 

50 

ONE  way  to  help  keep  food  costs  lower and  mealtime  enjoyment  higher  is  to 
serve  waffles.  They  are  already  a  round- 

the-clock  favorite,  you  know,  just  as  de- 
licious for  a  lunch  or  supper  main  course, 

or  for  dessert  as  they  are  for  breakfast,  and 
here  are  recipes  which  will  make  every 
member  of  the  family  a  waffle  enthusiast. 

Sour  Milk  Waffles 

2  cups  flour 
%  tsp.  soda 1  tsp.  double-acting  baking  powder 
1  tsp.  salt 

IV2  cups  sour  milk 
2  egg  yolks,  beaten 4  tbls.  melted  shortening 
2  egg  whites,  beaten 

Sift  flour,  measure,  add  soda,  baking 
powder  and  salt  and  sift  again.  Combine 
beaten  egg  yolks  and  sour  milk  and  blend 
with  flour.  Add  shortening  and  mix  until 
smooth.  Beat  egg  whites  until  they  will 
hold  up  in  moist  peaks,  then  quickly  fold 
into  hatter.   Bake  in  hot  waffle  iron. 

Ham  Waffles 

2  cups  flour 
2  tsps.  double-acting  baking  powder 

1,2  tsp.  salt 
3  egg  yoUcs,  beaten 

V/i  cups  milk 

5  tbls.  melted  shortening 
3  egg  whites,  beaten 
1  cup  fine-cut  cooked  ham 

Sift  flour,  measure,  add  baking  powder 
and  salt  and  sift  again.  Ck)mibine  beaten 
egg  yolks  and  milk  and  blend  with  flour. 
Add  shortening  and  mix  until  smooth.  Stir 
in  ham,  then  quickly  fold  in  beaten  egg 
whites.  Boiled  or  baked  ham  may  be  used, 
or  in  place  of  ham  canned  luncheon  meat, 
or  other  diced  cooked  meat  may  be  sub- 

stituted, or  grated  cheese. 

Raisin  Waffles 

Use  any  of  the  waffle  recipes  given,  adding 
1  cup  chopped  raisins. 

For  a  main  dish,  serve  waffles  with  any 
desired  a  la  king  or  other  creamed  mixture 
— a  very  good  method  for  making  a  cup  or 
so  of  leftover  meat  or  fish  go  a  long  way. 

There  is  almost  no  end  to  the  variety  of 
toppers  you  can  serve  with  waffles.  Jam  or 
jelly  of  your  own  making  is  good  for  either 
a  breakfast  or  a  dessert  waffle,  and  here  are 
suggestions  for  other  waffle  accompani- ments: seasoned  strawberries  or  other  small 
berries,  fresh  sliced  peaches,  pears,  bananas 
or  oranges. 
For  additional  variation,  bake  or  broil 

any  of  these,  seasoned  with  sugar  and 
cinnamon. 

By 

KATE  SMITH 
RADIO    MIRROR 

FOOD  COUNSELOR 

Listen  to  Kate  Smith's  daily  talks  at  noon 
and  her  Sunday  night  Variety  Show,  heard 
over  the  Columbia  network  at  8:30  EST. 
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Eastern  Standard  Time 

CBS:  Country  Journal 
ABC:  Earl  Wilde,  pianist 

MBS:  Young  People's  Church ABC:  White  Rabbit  Line 

CBS:  Renfrew  Valley  Folks 
NBC:  Story  to  Order 
NBC:  Words  and  Music 
MBS:  Voice  of  Prophecy 
CBS:  Choir  Practice 
CBS:  Church  of  the  Air 
ABC:  Message  of  Israel 
NBC:  National  Radio  Pulpit 
MBS:  Radio  Bible  Class 
CBS:  Church  of  the  Air 
ABC:  Southernaires 
NBC:  Circle  Arrow  Show 
MBS:  Tone  Tapestries 
NBC:  Eternal  Light 
MBS:  Voice  of  Prophecy 

CBS:  Wings  Over  Jordan 
ABC:  Hour  of  Faith 
CBS:  Salt  Lake  City  Tabernacle 

Choir 
MBS:  Reviewing  Stand 

NBC:  Solitaire  Time,   Warde  Dono- van 

MBS:  Pilgrim  Hour 
CBS:  Invitation  to  Learning 

NBC:  Today's  Concert MBS:  Lutheran  Hour 
ABC:  String  Orchestra 
ABC:  Cliff  Edwards 

CBS:  People's  Platform 
NBC:  America  United 
ABC:  Orson  Welles 
MBS:  Ilka  Chase 
CBS:  Time  for  Reason 
ABC:  Sammy  Kaye's  Orchestra 
NBC:  Chicago  Round  Table 
MBS:  Singing  Sweethearts 
MBS:  Bert  Howell 
NBC:  Frank  Black,  Robert  Merrill 
MBS:  Private  Showing 
ABC:  Warriors  of  Peace 
CBS:  Assignment  Home 
ABC:  National  Vespers 
ABC:  Bill  Cunningham,  news 
MBS:  What  the  Veteran  Wants  to 

Know 

MBS:  Open  House 
CBS:  CBS  Symphony  Orchestra 
NBC:  Carmen  Cavallaro 

ABC:  Cadets'  Quartet 
ABC:  A  Present  From  Hollywood 
NBC:  One  Man's  Family 
MBS:  Vera  Holly,  songs 
ABC:  Samuel  Pettingill 
CBS:  Columbia  Workshop 
NBC:  The  National  Hour 
ABC:  Stump  the  Authors 
MBS:  Mysterious  Traveller 
NBC:  Lucky  Stars 
CBS:  The  Electric  Hour 
ABC:  Right  Down  Your  Alley 
MBS:  True  Detective  Mysteries 
NBC:  NBC  Symphony 
CBS:  The  Family  Hour 
ABC:  Darts  for  Dough 
MBS:  Under  Arrest 
MBS:  The  Abbott  Mysteries 
CBS:  Johnny's  Front  Porch 
ABC:  David  Harding,  Counterspy 
CBS:  William  L.  Shirer 
CBS:  Adventures  of  Ozzie  & 

Harriet 
ABC:  Phil  Davis 
MBS:  Those  Websters 
NBC:  Catholic  Hour 
ABC:  Eugenie  Baird 
NBC:  Bob  Burns 
CBS:  Kate  Smith  Sings 

MBS:  Let's  Go  to  the  Opera 
NBC:  Jack  Benny 
CBS:  Gene  Autry 
MBS:  Star  Show 
ABC:  The  Quiz  Kids 
NBC:  Fitch  Bandwagon 
CBS:  Blondle 
NBC:  Edgar  Bergen,  Charlie 

McCarthy 
MBS:  Mediation  Board 
ABC:  Ford  Hour 
CBS:  Richard  Lawless 
MBS:  Special  Investigator 
CBS:  Crime  Doctor 
NBC:  Tommy  Dorsey 
CBS:  Ned  Calmer 
CBS:  Meet  Corliss  Archer 
MBS:  Exploring  the  Unknown 
ABC:  Walter  Winchell 
NBC:  Manhattan   Merry-Go-Round 
ABC:  Louella  Parson's  Show       • 
CBS:  Texaco  Star   Theater,  James 

Melton 
MBS:  Double  or  Nothing 
NBC:  American  Album  of  Familiar 

Music 
ABC:  Jimmie  Fidler 
MBS:  Dorothy  Thompson 
ABC:  Policewoman,  drama 
CBS:  Take  It  or  Leave  it 
ABC:  Mystery  Hour 
NBC:  Don  Ameche  Variety  Show 
MBS:  Mystery  Is  My  Hobby 
NBC:  Meet  Me  at  Parky's 
CBS:  We  the  People 
MBS:  Serenade  for  Strings 
CBS:  Bill  Costello 
NBC:  Pacific  Story 

NEVER     BE     DISCOURAGED... 

Persistence  and  patience  are  virtues 
worth  having,  as  Lucy  Ferri,  young  actress 
on  CBS's  Road  to  Life  show  can  testify. 
Lucy  needed  her  patience,  and  needed  it 
and  needed  it. 
Lucy  Ferri  was  born  in  New  York,  and 

practically  ever  since  she  can  remember 
she  was  bent  on  becoming  an  actress.  She 

didn't  get  very  much  encouragement  at 
home,  or  later,  at  school.  This  lack  of  en- 

couragement rather  forced  her  in  on  herself, 
so  that  her  ambition  became  a  secret  one. 

After  Lucy  was  graduated  from  White 
Plains  High  School,  she  took  a  stand  on 
what  she  wanted  to  do.  She  insisted  so 
strongly  that  her  parents  had  to  give  her  a 
chance  to  try  her  luck  in  the  theater.  Again, 
Lucy  found  that  she  needed  her  patience, 
because  she  came  up  against  that  age-old 

bugaboo  of  all  aspirants  to  the  stage — "What 
experience  have  you  had?" No  one  has  ever  found  a  real  solution  for 

this  problem.  Some  young  folks  hire  them- 
selves out  as  apprentices  in  little  theaters 

for  practically  no  pay.  Others  go  to  dra- 
matic schools  which  provide  them  with  a 

showcase  for  their  talents.  Others  just  knock 
at  doors  and  try  and  try  until  they  get  one 
tiny  little  break.  Lucy  belonged  to  this  lat- 

ter type,  but,  though  she  tried  and  tried,  no 
director  looked  at  her  and  decided  that  he 
had  found  a  great  talent. 
Discouragement  is  just  a  little  worse  than 

lack  of  encouragement.  Lucy  finally  decided 

that  she'd  have  to  postpone  her  ambition 
for  another  while  and  find  some  way  to 
make  a  living.  She  settled  down  to  take  a 
secretarial  course  in  a  business  school,  then 
shrewdly  got  herself  a  job  as  a  secretary  in 
an  advertising  agency  which  handled  radio 
accounts.  She  wanted  to  be  somehow  con- 

nected with  the  entertainment  business. 

The  radio  department  of  the  agency,  natu- 
rally, held  regular  auditions  for  potential 

talent.  The  auditions  were  usually  run  by 
calling  actors  in  pairs  so  that  one  actor 
could  feed  lines  to  the  other. 
Sometimes,  however,  one  of  the  actors 

would  fail  to  show  up  for  an  audition.  In 
that  case,  one  of  the  office  employees,  who 

was  familiar  with  the  script  and  wasn't  too 
busy  at  the  moment,  was  called  on  to  fill  in. 
Lucy  got  her  chance  that  way,  several  dozen 
times,  in  fact.  All  of  which  was  fun,  but  it 
seemed  to  Lucy  that  again  her  patience 
would  have  to  be  called  upon.  And  then 
one  day  a  radio  director  who  is  well  known 
for  his  ability  to  spot  talent,  listened  and 

said,  "You  know,  that  girl's  good!" 
And  Lucy  Ferri  quickly  abandoned  her 

steno  pad  and  typewriter  and  stepped  be- 
fore the  microphone  to  take  up  the  career 

toward  which  she  had  been  heading  so  pa- 
tiently all  her  life.    And  she  is  good. 
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Eastern  Standard  Time 

ABC;  Breakfast  Club 
NBC:  Honeymoon  in  New  York 
CBS:  This  Is  New  York 
MBS:  Shady  Valley  Folks 
CBS:  Valiant  Lady 
ABC:  My  True  Story 
NBC:  Lone  Journey 
MBS:  Once  Over  Lightly 
NBC:  Lora  Lawton 
CBS:  Light  of  the  World 
MBS:  Faith  In  Our  Time 
CBS:  Evelyn  Winters 
ABC:  Hymns  of  All  Churches 
NBC:  Road  of  Life 
MBS:  Bobby  Norris 
ABC:  Club  Time 
CBS:  Bachelor's  Children 
NBC:  Joyce  Jordan 
MBS:  Jackie  Hill 
ABC:  Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast 
NBC:  Fred  Waring  Show 
CBS:  Arthur  Godfrey 
MBS:  Tell  Your  Neighbor 
CBS:  Time  to  Remember 
ABC:  Gilbert  Martyn 
NBC:  Barry  Cameron 
MBS:  Lorenzo  Fuller 
CBS:  Rosemary 
ABC:  Ted  Malone 
MBS:  Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
NBC:  David  Harum 
ABC:  Glamour  Manor 
CBS:  Kate  Smith  Speaks 
CBS:  Aunt  Jenny 
MBS:  Morton  Downey 
CBS:  Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
ABC:  At  Your  Request 
MBS:  This  Is  Your  Country 
CBS:  Our  Gal  Sunday 

NBC:  Maggi's  Private  Wire MBS:  Naval  Academy  Band 
MBS:  News  for  Women 
CBS:  Big  Sister 
MBS:  Luncheon  With  Lopez 
CBS:  Ma  Perkins 
CBS:  Young  Dr.  Malone MBS:  John  J.  Anthony 
CBS:  Road  of  Life 
NBC:  The  Guiding  Light 
CBS:  The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
ABC:  Ethel  &  Albert 
NBC:  Today's  Children 
CBS:  Perry  Mason 
MBS:  Smile  Time 
NBC:  Woman  in  White 
ABC:  Bride  and  Groom 
MBS:  Queen  for  a  Day 
CBS:  Time  to  Remember 
NBC:  Masquerade 
ABC:  Al  Pearce  Show 
CBS:  You're  in  the  Act 
NBC:  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
MBS:  True  Confessions 
NBC:  Ma  Perkins 
MBS:  Judy  Lang    Songs 
ABC:  Ladies  Be  Seated 
CBS:  Cinderella,  Inc. 
NBC:  Pepper  Young's  Family 
MBS:  Lady  Be  Beautiful 
NBC:  Right  to  Happiness 
ABC:  Jack  Berch 
CBS:  House  Party 
MBS:  Erskine  Johnson's  Hollywood 
NBC:  Backstage  Wife 
ABC:  Something  for  the  Girls 
NBC:  Stella  Dallas 
MBS:  Johnson  Family 
ABC:  Our  Singing  Land 
CBS:  Give  and  Take 
NBC:  Lorenzo  Jones 
MBS:  Mutual's  Melody  Hour 
ABC:  Hop  Harrigan 
NBC:  Young  Widder  Brown 
CBS:  Feature  Story 
ABC:  Terry  and  the  Pirates 
NBC:  When  a  Girl  Marries 
MBS:  Adventures  of  the  Sea  Hawk 
NBC:  Portia  Faces  Life ABC:  Dick  Tracy 

MBS:  Superman 
CBS:  Woman's  Club MBS:  Captain  Midnight 
ABC:  Jack  Armstrong 
NBC:  Just  Plain  Bill 
CBS:  Cimarron  Tavern 
NBC:  Front  Page  Farrell 
ABC:  Tennessee  Jed 
CBS:  Sparrow  and  the  Hawk 
MBS:  Tom  Mix 
NBC:  Sketches  in  Melodies 
CBS:  Waitin'  for  Clayton 
CBS:  Songs  by  Larry  Carr 
ABC:  Cal  Tinney 
NBC:  Chesterfield  Club 
CBS:  Jack  Smith 
CBS:  Bob  Hawk  Show 
ABC:  The  Lone  Ranger 
NBC:  Cavalcade  of  America 
CBS:  Inner  Sanctum 
ABC:  Lum  &  Abner 
MBS:  Bulldog  Drummond 
ABC:  Ed  Sullivan's  Pipeline ABC:  Fat  Man  Detective  Series 

CBS:  Fighting  Senator 
NBC:  Voice  of  Firestone MBS:  Case  Book  of  Gregory  Hood 
ABC:  I  Deal  in  Crime 
NBC:  The  Telephone  Hour 
MBS:  Real  Stories 
NBC:  Benny  Goodman 
MBS:  Spotlight  Bands 
ABC:  Paul  Whiteman's  Orchestra 
ABC:  Harry  Wismer,  Sports 
CBS:  Screen  Guild  Players 
NBC:  Contented  Program 
MBS:  Tommy  Dorsey's  Play  Shop 
ABC:  Question  for  America 
MBS:  Jon  Gart  Trio 
CBS:  Tonight  on  Broadway 
NBC:  Dr.  I.  Q. 
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9:00  ABC:     Breakfast  Club 
9:00  NBC:    Honeymoon  in  New  York 
9:15  CBS:     This  Is  New  York 
9:15  MBS:    Sliady  Valley  Folks 
9:30  NBC:    Daytime  Classics 

10:00  CBS:     Valiant  Lady 
10:00  ABC:     My  True  Story 
10:00  MBS:    Alan  Scott 
10:00  NBC:    Lone  Journey 
10:15  NBC:    Lora  Lawton 
10:15  CBS:      Light  of  the  World 
10:15  MBS:    Faith  in  Our  Time 

10:30  CBS:     Evelyn  Winters 
10:30  ABC:     Hymns  of  All  Churches 
10:30  NBC:    Road  of  Life 
10:30  MBS:    Bobby  Norris 
10:45  ABC:     The  Listening  Post 
10:45  NBC:    Joyce  Jordan 
10:45  MBS:    Jackie  Hill 
11:00  NBC:    Fred  Waring  Show 
11:00  ABC:     Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast 
11:00  CBS:     Arthur  Godfrey 
11:15  MBS:    Tell  Your  Neighbor 
11:30  ABC:     Gilbert  Martyn 
11:30  CBS:     Time  to  Remember 
11:30  NBC:    Barry  Cameron 
11:30  MBS:    Lorenzo  Fuller 
11:45  CBS:      Rosemary 
11:45  ABC:     Galen  Drake 
11:45  NBC:     David  Harum 
11:45  MBS:    Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
12:00  ABC:     Glamour  Manor 
12:00  CBS:      Kate  Smith  Speaks 
12:15  MBS:     Morton  Downey 
12:15  CBS:      Aunt  Jenny 
12:30  CBS:      Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
12:30  ABC:     At  Your  Request 
12:30  MBS:    Command  Band 
12:45  CBS:      Our  Gal  Sunday 
12:45  NBC:    Maggi's  Private  Wire 
1:00  MBS:    News  For  Women 
1:00  CBS;      Big  Sister 
1:00  NBC:    U.  S.  Navy  Band 
1:15  CBS:      Ma  Perkins 
1:15  MBS:    Luncheon  with  Lopez 

1:30  CBS:     Young  Dr.  Malone 
1:30  MBS:    Smile  Time 
1:45  CBS:      Road  of  Life 
1:45  MBS:    John  J.  Anthony 
2:00  NBC:    The  Guiding  Light 
2:00  ABC:     John  B.  Kennedy,  News 
2:00  CBS:     The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
2:15  ABCc    Ethel  &  Albert 
2:15  MBS:    Smile  Time 
2:15  NBC:    Today's  Children 
2:15  CBS:     Perry  Mason 
2:30  NBC:    Woman  in  White 

30  ABC:     Bride  and  Groom 
30  MBS:    Queen  for  a  Day 
45  CBS:     Time  to  Remember 
45  NBC:    Masquerade 
00  CBS:     You're  in  the  Act 
00  ABC:     Al  Pearce  Show 
00  NBC:    Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

3:00  MBS:    True  Confessions 
3:15  NBC:    Ma  Perkins 
3:30  NBC:    Pepper  Young's  Family 
3:30  MBS:    Lady  Be  Beautiful 
3:30  CBS:     Cinderella,  Inc. 
3:30  ABC:     Ladles  Be  Seated 
3:45  NBC:    Right  to  Happiness 
4:00  ABC:     Jack  Berch 
4:00  CBS:      House  Party 
4:00  NBC:    Backstage  Wife 

00  MBS:    Erskine  Johnson's  Hollywood 
15  NBC:    Stella  Dallas 
15  MBS:    The  Johnson  Family 
15  ABC:     Something  for  the  Girls 
30  NBC:    Lorenzo  Jones 
30  CBS:      Give  and  Take 
30  ABC:     Our  Singing  Land 

4:45  MBS:     Mutual  Melody  Hour 
4:45  ABC:     Hop  Harrigan 

45  NBC:    Young  Widder  Brown 
00  ABC:     Terry  and  the  Pirates 
00  NBC:    When  a  Girl  Marries 
00  MBS:    Adventures  of  the  Sea  Hound 
15  NBC:    Portia  Faces  Life 
15  ABC:     Dick  Tracy 
15  MBS:    Superman 
30  ABC:    Jack  Armstrong 
30  NBC:    Just  Plain  Bill 
30  CBS:     Cimarron  Tavern 
30  MBS:    Captain  Midnight 
45  ABC:     Tennessee  Jed 
45  NBC:    Front  Page  Farrell 
45  CBS:     Sparrow  and  the  Hawk 
45  MBS:    Tom  Mix 
15  NBC:    Jose  Betheneourt,  Marimba 
15  CBS:      Patti  Clayton 
00  NBC:    Chesterfield  Supper  Club 
15  CBS:     Jack  Smith 
15  MBS:    Korn  Kobblers 
30  CBS:     American  Melody  Hour 
30  NBC:    Songs  by  Warde  Donovan 
00  CBS:      Big  Town 
00  ABC:     Lum  'n'  Abner 
00  NBC:    Margaret  Whiting,  Jerry 

Gray,  Tune  Toppers 
8:00  MBS:    Nick  Carter 
8:15  ABC:    The  O'Neills 
8:30  ABC:     Sammy  Kaye 
8:30  NBC:    A  Date  With  Judy 
8:30  CBS:     Theater  of  Romance 
8:30  MBS:    Adventures  of  the  Falcon 
8:55  CBS:      Bill  Henry 
9:00  ABC:     Ted  Malone 
9:00  NBC:    Amos  'n'  Andy Brown    Dots  Quartet 
9:15  MBS:    Real  Stories 
9:30  ABC:     Doctor  Talks  It  Over 
9:30  NBC:    Fibber  McGee  &  Molly 
9:30  MBS:    American  Forum  of  the  Air 
9:55  ABC:     Harry  Wismer 

10:00  ABC:     Concert  Time 
10:00  NBC:    Bob  Hope 
10:30  CBS:     Open  Hearing 
10:30  MBS:     Better  Half 
10:30  NBC:    Red  Skelton 
11:15  CBS:     Frontiers  of  Science 

MEAN     MAN... 

Maurice  Copeland  is  fast  becoming  known 
as  "The  Meanest  Man  in  Radio."  Since  the 
day  two  and  a  half  years  ago,  when  Maurie 
took  on  the  role  of  Banker  Pendleton  in 
NBC's  and  CBS's  Ma  Perkins  show,  he  has 
almost  automatically  been  assigned  to  play 
every  other  mean  character  in  most  of  the 
shows  originating  in  Chicago. 

Copeland  portrays  Dr.  Glazer  in  Mutual's 
Captain  Midnight,  Dwight  Lamont  in  NBC's 
The  Guiding  Light,  Dr.  Wilton  in  NBC's 
Women  in  White,  and  numerous  black  char- 

acters in  Mutual's  Freedom  of  Opportunity 
and  CBS's  The  Whistler.  Not  only  do  di- 

rectors think  of  him  first  as  the  logical  per- 
son to  play  a  villain,  but  many  radio  fans 

have  came  to  believe  that  this  must  be  his 
real  character. 

Recently  at  a  radio  party  in  the  Windy 
City,  an  autograph  hunter  grabbed  back  her 
book  from  Maurie,  when  she  found  out  he 

was  "Pendleton,"  saying,  "I  think  you're  the 
meanest  man  I  ever  heard  of  and  I  don't 
want  your  name  in  my  book!"  That  rather 
amused  Maurie.  But,  when  his  six-year-old 
son  asked  him,  "Daddy,  why  aren't  you 
ever  nice  to  your  wives  on  the  radio?"  he 
began  to  wonder  whether  he  shouldn't  write 
a  public  statement  explaining  that  he's 
really  a  home-loving  man  with  a  charming 
wife  and  two  children. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  Maurie  is  very  much 
of  a  homebody  and  his  hobby  is  landscape 
gardening,  a  hobby  which  he  indulges  to 
his  heart's  content  on  the  grounds  around 
his  lovely  home  in  Winnetka,  111. 

Maurie  does  portray  one  pleasant  char- 
acter among  the  dozens  of  roles  he  appears 

in  regularly.  He  is  Don  on  the  Mutual  An- 
swer Man  show.  That's  more  or  less  to  keep 

his  hand  in,  because  Maurice  Copeland 

wasn't  always  a  heavy.  In  a  long  history  in 
the  theater,  he  played  msmy  sympathetic 
parts  and  leads. 

Maurie  was  born  in  Rector,  Arkansas,  34 
years  ago.  When  he  was  still  an  infant,  his 
family  moved  to  Tuscumbia,  Alabama, 
where  Maurie  grew  up  and  attended  school. 
After  he  was  graduated  from  Deshler  High 
School  in  his  home  town,  he  went  off  to 
Memphis,  Tenn.,  to  work  as  a  grocery  clerk, 
while  he  studied  drama  on  the  side.  He  was 
serious  about  this  acting  business,  so  serious, 
in  fact,  that  his  work  won  him  a  scholarship 
to  the  Pasadena  Playhouse.  After  four  years 
of  acting,  directing  and  producing  plays  at 
the  California  training  school  of  the  theater, 
Maurie  was  graduated  with  the  highest  hon- 

ors ever  given  in  that  school. 
The  next  step,  logically,  was  Broadway. 

But  love  has  a  way  of  upsetting  logic. 
Maurie,  on  his  way  to  tackle  the  producers 
of  New  York  for  a  job,  stopped  off  in  Chi- 

cago to  visit  a  girl  he'd  met  a  few  months 
before.  He  never  got  any  further  East.  He 
married  the  girl  and-  started  his  career  in 
radio.  That  was  in  1938  and  he  has  been 

one  of  the  most  sought  after  "heavies"  in 
Chicago  ever  since. 
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CBS:  Evelyn  Winters 
NBC:  Road  of  Life 
MBS:  Married  For  Life 

CBS:  Bachelor's  Children 
ABC:  The  Listening  Post 
NBC:  Joyce  Jordan 

ABC:  Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast NBC:  Fred  Waring  Show 
CBS:  Arthur  Godfrey 
MBS:  Tell  Your  Neighbor 
ABC:  Gilbert  Martyn 
NBC:  Barry  Cameron 
MBS:  Lorenzo  Fuller 
CBS:  Time  to  Remember 
MBS:  Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
CBS:  Rosemary 
ABC:  Ted  Malone 
NBC:  David  Harum 
ABC:  Glamour  Manor 
CBS:  Kate  Smith  Speaks 

MBS:  Morton'' Downey CBS:  Aunt  Jenny 
CBS:  Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
ABC:  At  Your  Request 
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Eastern  Standard  Time 

ABC:  Breakfast  Club 
NBC:  Honeymoon  in  New  York 
CBS:  This  is  New  York 
MBS:  Shady  Valley  Folk 
NBC:  Daytime  Classics 
CBS:  Valiant  Lady 
ABC:  IVIy  True  Story 
NBC:  Lone  Journey 
MBS:  Once  Over  Lightly 
NBC:  Lora  Lawton 

CBS:  Light  of  the  World     - MBS:  Faith  In  Our  Time 
NBC:  Road  of  Life 
CBS:  Evelyn  Winters 
MBS:  Bobby  Norris 

CBS:  Bachelor's  Children 
ABC:  The  Listening  Post 
NBC:  Joyce  Jordan 
MBS:  Jackie  Hill 

CBS:  Arthur  Godfrey 
ABC:  Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast 
NBC:  Fred  Waring  Show 
MBS:  Tell  Your  Neighbor 
ABC:  Gilbert  Martyn 
NBC:  Barry  Cameron 
MBS:  Lorenzo  Fuller 
CBS:  Time  to  Remember 
CBS:  Rosemary 
ABC:  Ted  Malone 
NBC:  David  Harum 
MBS:  Victor  H.  LIndlahr 
ABC:  Glamour  Manor 
CBS:  Kate  Smith  Speaks 
CBS:  Aunt  Jenny 
MBS:  Morton  Downey 
CBS:  Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
ABC:  At  Your  Request 
MBS:  U.  S.  Navy  Band 
CBS:  Our  Gal  Sunday 
NBC:  Maggi's  Private  Wire 
MBS:  U.  S.  Navy  Band 
CBS:  Big  Sister 
MBS:  News  for  Women 
CBS:  Ma  Perkins 
MBS:  Luncheon  with  Lopez 
CBS:  Young  Dr.  Malone 
MBS:  John  J.  Anthony 
CBS:  Road  of  Life 
NBC:  The  Guiding  Light 
CBS:  The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
ABC:  Ethel  and  Albert 
NBC:  Today's  Children 
CBS:  Perry  Mason 
MBS:  Smile  Time 
ABC:  Bride  and  Groom 
NBC:  Woman  in  White 
MBS:  Queen  for  a  Day 
CBS:  Time  to  Remember 
NBC:  Masquerade 
ABC:  Al  Pearce  Show 
NBC:  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
MBS:  True  Confessions 
CBS:  You're  in  the  Act 
NBC:  Ma  Perkins 

NBC:  Pepper  Young's  Family 
ABC:  Ladies,  Be  Seated 
MBS:  Lady  Be  Beautiful 
CBS:  Cinderella,  Inc. 
NBC:  Right  to  Happiness 
ABC:  Jack  Berch 
CBS:  House  Party 
NBC:  Backstage  Wife 
MBS:  Erskine  Johnson  in  Hollywood 
NBC:  Stella  Dallas 
MBS:  Johnson  Family 
ABC:  Something  for  the  Girls 
CBS:  Give  and  Take 
ABC:  Our  Singing  Land 
MBS:  Mutual  Melody  Hour 
NBC:  Lorenzo  Jones 
ABC:  Hop  Harrigan 
NBC:  Young  Widder  Brown 
ABC:  Terry  and  the  Pirates 
NBC:  When  a  Girl  Marries 
MBS:  Adventures  of  the  Sea  Hound 
NBC:  Portia  Faces  Life 
ABC:  Dick  Tracy 
MBS:  Superman 
CBS:  Cimarron  Tavern 
ABC:  Jack  Armstrong 
MBS:  Captain  Midnight 
NBC:  Just  Plain  Bill 
ABC:  Tennessee  Jed 
NBC:  Front  Page  Farrell 
CBS:  Sparrow  and  the  Hawk 
MBS:  Tom  Mix 
CBS:  Waitin'  for  Clayton NBC:  Serenade  to  America 
CBS:  Songs  by  Larry  Carr 
NBC:  Clem  McCarthy 
NBC:  Chesterfield  Supper  Club 
CBS:  Jack  Smith 
MBS:  Korn  Kobblers 
CBS:  Mr.  Keen 
ABC:  Professor  Quiz 
NBC:  Dennis  Day 
ABC:  Lum  'n'  Abner 
CBS:  Suspense 
MBS:  Elaine  Carrlngton  Playhouse 
ABC:  America's  Town  IVIeeting NBC:  Burns  and  Allen 
MBS:  Vic  and  Sade 
CBS:  F.B.I,  in  Peace  and  War 
CBS:  Bill  Henry 
CBS:  Dick  Haymes 
MBS:  Gabriel  Heatter 
NBC:  Eddie  Duchin,  Edward  Everett 

Horton 
MBS:  Real  Stories 
CBS:  Crime  Photographer 
ABC:  Detect  and  Collect 
CBS:  Hobby  Lobby 
MBS:  By  Papular  Demand 
NBC:  Jack  Haley  with  Eve  Arden 
MBS:  California  Melodies 
NBC:  Abbott  and  Costello 
ABC:  Ralph  Norman's  Orchestra 
NBC:  Eddie  Cantor 
MBS:  Blue  Barron's  Orchestra 
CBS:  Phone  Again  FInnegan 

LADY   BE    BEAUTIFUL— LIKE   THIS!     .    .     . 

There  are  many  ways  to  become  a  stylist 
and  fashion  expert,  the  most  usual  one  be- 

ing, of  course,  going  to  a  fashion  school  and 

learning  design.  But  that  wasn't  the  way 
Rita  La  Roy — the  guest  expert  on  Mutual's 
charm  clinic,  Lady  Be  Beautiful  (Fridays, 

Mutual  Network,  3:30  p.m.  EST)— got  to 
be  one  of  the  smartest  women  in  Hollywood. 

It  all  goes  back  to  Rita's  childhood — as 
what  doesn't  in  whose  life?  Rita  was  raised 
on  a  ranch  in  the  West  and  raised  without 
a  mother.  Life  was  rough  on  the  ranch,  in 
more  ways  than  one.  And  Rita  was  fre- 

quently called  on  to  do  chores,  just  as 
though  she  were  one  of  the  ranch  hands. 
Rita  was  driven  to  finding  some  way  to 
brighten  her  life.  The  first  step  was  study- 

ing the  mail  order  catalogues  and  dreaming 
over  this  fluffy  dress  and  that  swishy  one, 

pictured  in  the  sharp,  flat  colors  of  the  cata- 
logues. The  next  step  was  ordering  ma- 

terials and  making  copies  of  the  dresses, 
always  adding  a  touch  of  her  own  to  the 
patterns  she  made  herself.  Rita  says  that 
she  actually  learned  about  style  by  the  trial- 
and-error  method,  because  it  still  gives  her 
the  shudders  to  remember  one  or  two  of  the 

"numbers"  she  turned  out  in  those  days. 
But  she  was  determined  to  have  some  per- 

sonal beauty  in  her  life — and  she  did  learn 
from  every  one  of  her  mistakes. 

There  came  the  day  when  Rita  was  taken 
from  the  ranch  and  placed  in  an  orphanage. 
The  times  that  followed  often  made  her 
long  for  the  ranch  again.  She  ran  away, 
thumbed  her  way  to  the  nearest  city  and 
got  a  job  as  a  salesgirl  in  a  department  store. 

Rita  La  Roy,  as  you  will  remember  from 
having  seen  her  in  the  movies — (always 
playing  slinky  villainesses)  is  lovely  to  look 
at  and  delightful  to  watch  as  she  moves. 
She  progressed  very  rapidly  from  the  sales 
job  to  being  a  fashion  model,  naturally,  all 
the  time  picking  up  more  and  more  under- 

standing of  style.  It  was  not  much  of  a  step 
from  there  to  a  contract  in  the  movies. 

Acting  was  fine,  but  Rita's  first  interest 
was  fashions  and  glamor.  In  1939,  she  orig- 

inated the  idea  of  the  Hollywood  Beauty 
and  Fashion  Clinic,  which  was  introduced 
before  more  than  10,000  women  at  the  In- 

ternational Exposition  at  Treasure  Island. 
It  was  designed  to  give  on-the-spot  advice 
on  fashion  and  beauty  to  women  of  all  types 
and  ages.  That  feature  of  the  Exposition 
became  the  greatest  favorite  of  women,  who 
crowded  the  pavilion  and  refused  to  leave 
until  all  their  hundreds  of  questions  had 
been  answered.  It  was  after  the  success 
of  this  idea  of  hers  that  Rita  was  made  the 
Hollywood  Fashion  Director  for  CBS. 

The  first  impression  Rita  La  Roy  makes 
is  one  of  great  sophistication.  Talking  to 
her,  however,  you  soon  find  that  she  is 
basically  simple  and  direct,  without  affec- 

tation or  artificiality.  She  makes  a  splen- 
did weekend  guest,  being  one  of  those  peo- 
ple who  offers  to  wash  the  dishes  after  din- 

ner— and  means  it! 
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Eastern  Standard  Time 

9:00  ABC:  Breakfast  Club 

9:00  NBC:  Honeymoon  in  New  York 
9:15  CBS:  This  is  New  York 
9:15  MBS:  Shady  Valley  Folks 
9:30  NBC:  Daytime  Classics 

10:00  CBS:  Valiant  Lady 
10:00  ABC:  My  True  Story 
10:00  NBC:  Lone  Journey 
10:00  MBS:  Once  Over  Lightly 
10:15  NBC:  Lora  Lawton 
10:15  CBS:  Light  of  the  World 
10:15  MBS:  Faith  in  Our  Time 
10:30  CBS:  Evelyn  Winters 
10:30  ABC:  Betty  Crocker 
10:30  NBC:  Road  of  Life 
10:30  MBS:  Bobby  Norris 

10:45  CBS:  Bachelor's  Children 10:45  NBC:  Joyce  Jordan 
10:45  ABC:  The  Listening  Post 
10:45  MBS:  The  Jackie  Hill  Show 

11:00  ABC:  Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast 11:00  CBS:  Arthur  Godfrey 
11:00  NBC:  Fred  Waring  Show 
11:15  MBS:  Tell  Your  Neighbor 

11:30  ABC:  Gilbert  Martyn 
11:30^BS:  Time  to  Remember 
11:30  NBC:  Barry  Cameron 
11:30  MBS:  Lorenzo  Fuller  Sings 
11:45  CBS:  Rosemary 
11:45  ABC:  Ted  Malone 
11:45  NBC:  David  Harum 
11:45  MBS:  Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
12:00  ABC:  Glamour  Manor 
12:00  CBS:  Kate  Smith  Speaks 

12:15  CBS:  Aunt  Jenny 
12:15  MBS:  Morton  Downey 
12:30  CBS:  Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
12:30  ABC:  At  Your  Request 
12:30  MBS:  Division  Diary 

12:45  NBC:  Maggi's  Private  Wire 
12:45  CBS:  Our  Gal  Sunday 

CBS:  Big  Sister 
MBS:  News  for  Women 

CBS:  Ma  Perkins 
MBS:  Luncheon  with  Lopez 
CBS:  Young  Dr.  Malone 
CBS:  Road  of  Life 
MBS:  John  J.  Anthony 
NBC:  The  Guiding  Light 
ABC:  John  B.  Kennedy,  news 
CBS:  The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
ABC:  Ethel  and  Albert 
CBS:  Perry  Mason 
MBS:  Smile  Time 
ABC:  Bride  and  Groom 
NBC:  Woman  in  White 
MBS:  Queen  for  a  Day 

CBS:  Tune  to  Remember 
NBC:  Masquerade 
ABC:  Al  Pearce  Show 
NBC:  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
MBS:  True  Confessions 
NBC:  Ma  Perkins 
CBS:  Cinderella,  Inc. 
ABC:  Ladies,  Be  Seated 
NBC:  Pepper  Young's  Family 
MBS:  Lady  Be  Beautiful 
NBC:  Right  to  Happiness 
ABC:  Jack  Berch 
CBS:  House  Party 
MBS:  Erskine  Johnson 
NBC:  Backstage  Wife 
MBS:  Johnson  Family 
ABC:  Something  for  the  Girls 
NBC:  Stella  Dallas 
CBS:  Give  and  Take 
NBC:  Lorenzo  Jones 
MBS:  Mutual  Melody  Hour 
ABC:  Hop  Harrigan 
NBC:  Young  Widder  Brown 
ABC:  Terry  and  the  Pirates 
NBC:  When  a  Girl  Marries 
MBS:  Adventures  of  the  Sea  Hawk 
NBC:  Portia  Faces  Life ABC:  Dick  Tracy 
MBS:  Superman 
CBS:  Cimarron  Tavern 
MBS:  Captain  Midnight 
ABC:  Jack  Armstrong 
NBC:  Just  Plain  Bill 
NBC:  Front  Page  Farrell 
CBS:  Sparrow  and  the  Hawk 
ABC:  Tennessee  Jed 
MBS:  Tom  Mix 
ABC:  Kiernan's  News  Corner 
CBS:  Waitin'  for  Clayton CBS:  Songs  by  Larry  Carr 
NBC:  Clem  McCarthy 
NBC:  Chesterfield  Supper  Club 
MBS:  Korn  Kobblers 
CBS:  Jack  Smith 
CBS:  Tommy  Riggs  and  Betty  LoH 
ABC:  The  Lone  Ranger 
CBS:  Baby  Snooks 
NBC:  Highways  in  Melody 

Paul  Lavalle 
MBS:  Passport  to  Romance 
ABC:  The  Adventures  of  Sam  Spado 
NBC:  Adventures  of  the  Thin  Man 
CBS:  Alan  Young 
MBS:  Voice  in  the  Night 
ABC:  This  is  Your  F.B.I. 
CBS:  Bill  Henry 
ABC:  Break  the  Bank 
NBC:  People  Are  Funny 
MBS:  Real  Stories 
ABC:  The  Sheriff 
MBS:  Spotlight  Bands 
NBC:  Waltz  Time CBS:  Durante  and  Moore 
ABC:  Harry  Wismer,  sports 
ABC:  Boxing  Bouts 
MBS:  Spotlight  on  America 
NBC:  Molle  Mystery  Theater 
CBS:  Mercury  Summer  Theater 
MBS:  Meet  the  Press 
CBS:  Maisie 
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Eastern  Standard  Time 

11:30 
11:30 
11:30 

12:00 
12:00 
12:00 

12:30 
12:30 

5:45 

6:00 

6:30 

4:30 

8:00 
8:00 

9:00 
9:30 

CBS:      Phil  Cool< 
NBC:    Ricliard  Leibert,  Organist 
CBS: 
ABC: 

CBS:      Margaret  Arlen 

ABC:     Wake  Up  and  Smile 

CBS:     The  Garden  Gate 

CBS: 
NBC: 

NBC:  A  Miss  and  a  Male 

ABC:  Buddy  Weed,  Trio 
CBS:  Give  and  Take 
MBS:  Albert  Warner 
NBC:  Percolator  Party 

MBS:  Rainbow  House 
CBS:  Mary  Lee  Taylor 
NBC:  Adventures  of  Archie  Andrews 
ABC:  Junior  Junction  , 

ABC:  Harry  Kogen's  Orchestra NBC:  Teentimers  Club 

CBS;  Let's  Pretend 

ABC:  String  Ensemble 
MBS:  Vacation  Symphonies 

ABC;  Johnny  Thompson 
CBS:  Billie  Burke  Show 
NBC;  Home  Is  What  You  Make  It 

ABC;  Note  From  a  Diary 

CBS; 
MBS; 

CBS: 
ABC: 
NBC: 
MBS; 

NBC: 
CBS: 
ABC; 
MBS; 
ABC: 
CBS: 
NBC: 
ABC; 
NBC: 

CBS; 
MBS; 

CBS: 
NBC: 
MBS: 

Missus  Goes  A-Shopping 
Musical  Novelty  Group 

Carolina  Calling 
NBC  String  Trio 

Theater  of  Today 
Fun  With  Music 

NBC:    Consumer  Time 

NBC: ABC: 

MBS: 
CBS: 
ABC: 
NBC: 
ABC: 
MBS: 

NBC: 
ABC: 

MBS; 
MBS: 

ABC: 
NBC: 
MBS; 
MBS: 

NBC: 
ABC: 
CBS: 
MBS: 

ABC; 
MBS: 
CBS: 
ABC: 
NBC: 

NBC: 
MBS: 
ABC: 

Stars  Over  Hollywood 
American  Farmer 
Smiling  Ed  McConnell 
Luncheon  With  Lopez 

National  Farm  &  Home  Hour 
Grand  Central  Station 
To  Live  in  Peace 
Checkerboard  Jamboree 

Hank  D'Amico's  Orchestra 
County  Fair 
The  Veteran's  Aid 
Chicago  Serenade 
Your  Host  is  Buffalo 

Adventures  in  Science 
Johnny  Pineapple's  Orchestra 
Of  Men  and  Books 
The  Baxters 
Palmer  House  Concert 

Orchestra 
Hill  Toppers 

Stories  by  Olmstead 
Melodies  to  Remember 

George  Sterney's  Orchestra 
Assignment  Home 
Piano  Playhouse 
Saturday  Showcase 

Roundup  Time 
George  Barry's  Orchestra 
Cross  Section  AFL 
Doctors  at  Home 
Duke  Ellington 

Herb  Field's  Orchestra 

George  Barry's  Orchestra 
Opportunity  U.  S.  A. 
Saturday  Concert 
No  Happy  Ending 
Sports  Parade 

George  Town's  Orchestra 
Tin  Pan  Alley  of  the  Air 

Jimmy  Blair 
American  Portrait 
Lorenzo  Fuller 

Harry  Wismer,  sports 
Los  Angeles  Symphonic  Band 
American  Portrait 

Labor,  U.  S.  A. 
Religion  in  the  News 

Our  Foreign  Policy 
Hawaii  Calls 
it's  Your  Business 

ABC:     Correspondents  Abroad 
ABC: 
NBC: 
CBS: 

Green  Hornet 
Curtain  Time,  drama 
Tony  Martin 

MBS;  i  Was  a  Convict 

MBS;  20  Questions 
ABC;  Dark  Venture 
CBS:  Hollywood  Star  Time 
NBC;  Life  of  Riley 

ABC.  Famous  Jury  Trials 
MBS:  Juvenile  Jury 
NBC:  Truth  or  Consequences 

CBS:  Ned  Calmer 

MBS;  Leave  It  to  the  Girls 
CBS:  Your  Hit  Parade 
NBC:  National  Barn  Dance 
ABC:  Gang  Busters 
NBC:  Can  You  Top  This? 
MBS:  Jonathan  Trimble,  Esq. 
ABC;  Berkshire  Festival 

CBS:  Saturday  Night  Serenade 

MBS:  Theater  of  the  Air 
NBC:  Judy  Canova 
NBC:  Grand  Old  Opry 
ABC:  Hayloft  Hoedown 
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Outlaw  Boy 

{^Continued  jrom  page  21) 

you've  ever  used  him.  I  think  I  know 
why,  too.  And  I  think  I  could  do  some- 

thing about  it." Then  I  was  interested.  He  was  talk- 
ing about  Lone  Eagle,  the  prettiest  piece 

of  horseflesh  I've  ever  owned,  and  just 
about  the  meanest. 
Somewhere,  way  back  in  his  family 

tree,  there  probably  was  an  outlaw — 
a  horse  that  couldn't  endure  restraint 
— that  refused  to  bow  to  man's  will. 
And  Lone  Eagle  must  have  been  a 
throw-back  to  that  ancient  ancestor. 
It  showed  in  his  eyes.  It  showed  in 
his  laid-back  ears  when  anyone  came 
near  him.  It  showed  in  the  vicious 
baring  of  his  teeth,  and  the  murderous 
lashing  out  of  his  hooves.  He  was  a 
bad  actor,  and  I  should  have  gotten 
rid  of  him  a  long  time  ago.  But  every 
time  I'd  decide  to  sell  him,  I'd  go  take 
another  look,  and  I'd  change  my  mind. 
"What  would  you  do  about  Lone 

Eagle?"  I  asked. 
He  twisted  his  hat  in  his  hands.  "I 

don't  like  to  brag  about  things  before 
they're  done,  Mr.  Autry.  But  I'd  like a  chance  to  try  a  couple  of  things.  I 

think  that  horse  is  unhappy.  "That's 
his  main  trouble.  Why  don't  you  just let  me  hang  around  for  a  couple  of 

weeks  and  see  what  I  can  do?" Aside  from  the  fact  that  I  would 
have  grabbed  at  any  chance  to  make 
a  good  horse  out  of  Lone  Eagle,  there 
was  something  about  this  boy  that  ap- 

pealed to  me.  Almost  involuntarily 
I  heard  myself  saying,  "All  right,  son, 
if  you  want  to  try  it,  it's  okay  with  me. 
I'll  give  you  the  regular  stable  boy 
wages,  and  you  can  bunk  in  with 

Shorty." 
"Thanks  a  lot,  Mr.  Autry,"  he  said. 

"There's  just  one  thing — it's  kind  of  a 
personal  thing — would  you  mind  not 
calling  me  'son'?  Call  me  Joe.  Joe 

Smith." 

I  blinked  a  little  at  that.  This  was 
certainly  an  odd  youngster.  But  then, 
everybody  has  peculiarities — young  or 
old.  "Okay,  Joe,"  I  said.  "And  now, 
beat  it.  I've  got  to  get  washed  up. 
I'll  see  you  around." 

AS  it  happened,  I  didn't  see  him around  for  a  couple  of  days.  I  was 
busy  with  one  thing  and  another,  and 
it  wasn't  until  two  days  later  that  I 
asked  Shorty  how  he  was  getting  along. 

"Oh,  him,"  said  Shorty.  "You  mean 
Joe.  He's  sleepin'  in  the  stables.  Got 
himself  a  pallet  and  a  couple  of  horse- 
blankets,  and  stays  down  there  all  the 

time." 

"How's  he  getting  along  with  Lone 

Eagle?" 

"Well,  you  know — it's  a  funny  thing about  that  horse.  He  seems  to  like 
the  kid.  Joe  stands  in  front  of  the 

stall  and  talks  to  him — just  like  you'd 
talk  to  a  person.  And  he's  got  a  har- monica that  he  plays.  The  darn  horse 
listens  to  the  talk  and  the  music  like 

one  of  them  bobby-soxers  listenin'  to 
Frank  Sinatra.  He  eats  out  of  the  kid's 
hand,  too.  I  never  thought  I'd  live 
to  see  the  day!" "Well,  that's  fine,"  I  said,  and  went 
on  with  my  work.  A  few  days  later, 
Shorty  cornered  me  after  dinner. 

"Say,  Boss,"  he  began,  "maybe  I'm 
tellin'  tales  outa  school,  but  I  think 
you  oughta  know  about  this.  You  know 
that  new  kid — that  Joe  Smith?" 

"Yeah." 
"Well;  he's  put  Lone  Eagle  into  the 

big  box  stall.  He  put  him  in  there  so 

there'd  be  room  in  there  for  Daisy,  too." "Daisy?"  I  asked. 

"Yeah,  that  little  gray  donkey  that 
belongs  to  Lopez.  Lone  Eagle  likes 

him." 

I  reached  for  my  hat.  "This,"  I  said, "I've  got  to  see." 
We  walked  over  to  the  corral  and 

into  the  stables.  Sure  enough,  over  b> 
the  box  stall,  there  was  Joe,  leaning 
against  the  front  of  the  stall  with  hi 
hands  full  of  apples,  neatly  cut  into 
quarters.  I  motioned  Shorty  to  be 
quiet,  and  we  just  stood  there  for  a 
while  and  watched.  Joe  was  talking  to 
Lone  Eagle  in  low  tones,  and  the  horse 
was  listening  to  him  with  his  ears 
pricked  forward.  Every  once  in 
while,  Joe  would  give  him  a  piece  oJ 
apple  and  keep  on  talking.  Then  1 
noticed  a  little  gray  nose  poking  ovei 
the  stall  door  next  to  Lone  Eagle  anc 
edging  toward  Joe  and  the  apples 
Lone  Eagle  was  reaching  for  anothei 
one  when  the  little  gray  nose  pushec 
him  aside  and  got  the  apple  first.  Joe 

laughed  and  patted  the  nose.  "Atta- 
boy, Daisy,"  he  said  softly,  "Don't  le 

him  make  a  pig  of  himself." 

1MUST  have  chuckled  at  that,  because 
suddenly  Lone  Eagle's  head  went  ut and  his  ears  twisted  back.  And  Jo( 

whirled  around. 
"Oh — hi,  Mr.  Autry,"  he  said,  anc 

turned  back  to  the  stall  again.  "Taki 
it  easy,  boy,"  he  whispered  to  Loni 
Eagle,  "everything's  all  right.  Nothin. 
to  worry  about.  It's  just  Mr.  Autry  anc 
he's  not  going  to  hurt  you." 

"Pretty  fond  of  each  other,  aren' 
they?"  I  said  to  Joe. 

"Oh,  yes,"  he  told  me  eagerly.  " noticed  first  thing  that  they  wer 
friends.  Daisy  used  to  wander  in  here 
and  Lone  Eagle  always  nickered  at  hir 
and  they'd  kind  of  talk  to  each  other 
So  I  thought  I'd  try  putting  them  i 
together.  It's  calmed  Lone  Eagle  dow 

a  lot." 

"It  has,  at  that,"  I  agreed.  And  ther 
"How  soon  do  you  think  it'll  be  befor 

you  can  ride  him?" Joe's  eyes  widened.  "Who — Lon 
Eagle?"  he  gasped.  I  nodded.  "Ol gee,  Mr.  Autry,  not  for  a  long  time  ye 
That's  one  of  the  things  that's  bee 
bothering  Lone  Eagle — people  tryin 

to  make  him  do  things  he  doesn't  war 
to.  He  thinks  people  want  to  be  mea- 
to  him.  He's  got  to  get  used  to  ju:] 

being  liked  first." "You're  quite  a  psychologist,  aren 

you,  Joe?"  I  teased. He  flushed  a  little  and  his  eyf 

dropped.  "I  must  seem  like  an  awfi 
smart-aleck  to  you,  Mr.  Autry.  You'\ had  so  much  more  experience  wit 
horses  than  I  have.  But  I  kind  of  feel  ; 
though  I  know  just  how  Lone  Eag 
thinks.  I  put  myself  in  his  place  an 

try  to  figure  out  how  I'd  react  to  thing And  generally  it  works  out.  If  peop 
don't  like  you  or  don't  want  yc 
around,  you're  not  apt  to  like  ther either.  So  I  thought  the  only  way 
make  Lone  Eagle  like  me  was  to  lir 

him  a  lot,  first." I  felt  a  lump  gathering  in  my  thro 
as  Joe  talked.  He  sounded  as  thou^ 
he'd  had  a  lot  of  experience  with  wan 
ing  to  be  liked.  He  was  crediting  Loi| 
Eagle  with  all  the  loneliness  and  cra^ 
ing  for  affection  that  a  fifteen  year  o boy  can  feel.  ; 

I  patted  him  on  the  shoulder.  "Yc| keep  right  on  (Continued  on  page  5i 



MISS  MARGARET  COLEMAN— She  has  luscious  honey -gold  blondeness, 

a  bewitching  soft -smooth  complexion.  Another  charming  Pond's  bride-to-be. 
Miss  Coleman  is  the  daughter  of  the  well-known  Dr.  and  Mrs.  George  A. 

Coleman,  of  Philadelphia's  fashionable  "main-line"  suburb  Wynnewood,  and 
is  to  be  married  to  H.  Stephen  Casey,  Jr.,  of  nearby  Wayne,  Pennsylvania. 

r 

MARGARET  COLEMAN  says:  "I've  been  using  the  new  Pond's  Blush 

Cleansing  and  love  it."  Her  exquisite  skin  has  a  snow-maiden  quality. 

Among  the  Beautiful  Women  of  Society 

Who  Use  Pond's 

MRS.  FRANKLIN  D.  ROOSEVELT,  JR.  MRS.  GEORGE  WHITNEY,  JR. 

MRS.  PIERPONT  MORGAN  HAMILTON 

MRS.  ANTHONY  J.  DREXEL  III  LADY  CHARLES  CAVENDISH 

THE  MARCHIONESS  OF  MILFORD  HAVEN 

MRS.  GEORGE  JAY  GOULD,  JR.  MRS.  NICHOLAS.  RIDGELY  DU  PONT 

MRS.  ALEXANDER  WILLIAMS  RIDDLE 

THE  PRINCESS  GUY  DE  POLIGNAC  MISS  CAMILLA  MORGAN 

She's  Lovely ! 

She  uses  Pond's ! 
The NeWBlvsh-Cleamsmng"  Peggy  Coleman  uses 

for  her  complexion  will  give  your  skin,  too, 

  an  instant  fresh-hright  look 

  an  instant  soft-as-rain  feel 

  and  bring  up  a  sweet  blush  of  color 

HOW  TO  "BLUSH-CLEANSE"  your  face  as  Peggy  does: 
You  rouse  your  skin  by  pressing  a  face  cloth 

drenched  in  warm  water  against  your  face  and 
throat. 

You  "cream-cleanse"  while  your  skin  is  recep- 
tively moist  and  warm.  Spin  your  fingers  full  of 

snowy  Pond's  Cold  Cream  upward  in  circles,  as  if 
drawing  engagement  rings  all  over  your  face. 

Pond's  demulcent  action  gently  loosens  dirt  and 
make-up  as  your  fingers  swirl.  Tissue  off. 

You  "cream-rinse"  with  a  second  thick  Pond's 

creaming.  Spin  25  little  Pond's  Cold  Cream  en- 
gagement rings  up  over  your  face.  Tissue  off. 

You  tingle  your  clean,  clean  face  with  a  good 
splash  of  cold  water.  Blot  dry. 

THAT'S  ALL!  "My  face  feels  beautifully  soft,"  Peggy  says. 

Every  \night- — give  your  face  the  complete,  Pond's 
"Blush-Cleansing."  Every  morning — give  it  a  once-over 
"Blush-Cleansing,"  a  warm  splash,  quick  rings  with 

Pond's  Cold  Cream.  Tissue  off,  then  a  cold  splash. 
Night  and  morning — every  day — dip  your  fingers  deep 

into  a  big  jar  of  Pond's.  A  6  ounce  jar  is  perfect  to  use. 

HER  RING— 
a  limpid,  shining 

diamond,  richly  held 
in  a  gold  setting. 

Engagement  diamonds  for  some  of  America's  loveliest  girls! 
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''ME!  I  choose 
to  stay 

single!" 

X 
Hooey! 

You'd  like 
to  choose  a 
husband.  So 

start  right. 

KEEP  FRESH:  After  your  bath, 

shower  Cashmere  Bouquet  Talc  all 
over  your  body.  Pat  it  into  every 

curve  to  sweeten  your  skin.  There — 

you're  fresh! 

FEEL,  iSMOOTH:  Treat  chafable 

places  to  extra  Cashmere  Bouquet 
Talc.  It  protects  trouble  spots  with 
a  satin-like  sheath.  Makes  you  feel 
s-m-o-o-t-h  all  over. 

STAY  DAINTY:  Use  Cashmere 

Bouquet  Talc  often.  It  imparts  to 

your  person  a  beguiling  scent^the 

fragrance  men  love. 
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In  lO^,  20)! 
and  350  sizes* 
For  the  luxury  size 

with  Telour  puff  ask  for 
Cashmere  Bouquet 

Dusting  Powder  65^* *plus  tax 

{Continued  from  page  54)  liking  him, 

Joe,"  I  said.  "And  I  hope  it  won't  be 

too  long  before  he  catches  on." 
"I  sure  hope  so,  too,  Mr.  Autry.  He's 

a  wonderful  horse." 
"He's  sure  a  funny  kid,"  mused 

Shorty  later.  "But  he's  darned  good with  the  horses.  The  other  night  when 

that  snake  crawled  into  Whitey's  stall and  scared  the  daylights  out  of  her,  Joe 
was  the  only  one  who  could  get  in  with 
her  and  throw  the  snake  out.  He  had 
her  quieted  down  again  in  about  five 
minutes.  Just  talked  to  her.  And 
every  one  of  them  horses  likes  to  listen 
to  him  playin'  on  that  harmonica  of  his. Like  a  bunch  of  humans  at  a  band 

concert." "Well,  it's  probably  like  he  said,"  I 
told  Shorty.  "He  likes  them,  so  they 
like  him,  and  vice  versa.  I  guess  he 
hasn't   had  many   people   liking   him." 

"No.  Prob'ly  not.  He'S  a  nice  kid, 
but  he's  pretty  stand-offish  and  shy  with 
the  boys.  Like  he's  scared  of  'em  or 

somethin'." 
"There's  something  odd  about  him, 

all  right.  Well,  we'll  likely  find  out  all 
about  it  one  of  these  days." 

1  FOUND  out  about  it  a  lot  quicker 
than  I  expected  to.  A  state  trooper 

dropped  in  one  day,  a  week  or  so  later, 
looking  for  a  fifteen-year-old  boy  named 
Bobby  Wooster.  The  boy's  description, 
according  to  the  trooper,  was:  "Height, 
5'  6";  Weight,  140  lbs.;  Brown  hair;  Blue 
eyes;  Freckles."  He  was  also  supposed 
to  be  very  fond  of  horses.  The  trooper 
had  been  canvassing  rodeos  and  horse 
shows.  I  thought  of  Joe  immediately, 
of  course,  and  asked  the  trooper  what 
the  boy  was  wanted  for. 

"Shucks,"  said  the  trooper,  "this  isn't 
a  criminal  case.  It's  a  Missing  Persons 
Bureau  job.  The  kid  ran  away  from 
some  boarding  school  back  east  and  his 
father's  looking'  for  him.  Well,  if  you 
hear  anything  about  him,  or  if  he  shows 

up  here,  let  me  know,  will  you?" I  said  I  would,  and  the  trooper  got 
into  his  car  and  drove  off  toward  town. 
I  sat  there  for  a  while  and  thought 
about  it.  Then  I  got  up  and  walked 
down  to  the  stables.  Joe  was  in  Lone 

Eagle's  stall,  currying  him,  while  Lone 
Eagle  and  Daisy  munched  peacefully  at 
the  manger.  I  walked  in  to  where  I 
could  see  Joe  plainly  and  then  called 

sharply,  "Hey,  Bobby!" 
Joe  started  as  though  he'd  been  shot, 

his  hand  poised  in  mid-air.  He  turned 
to  stare  at  me,  and  in  his  face  was  a 

look  of  mingled  fear  and  despair.  "Oh," 
he  said  slowly.  "So  you  found  out  about 

me?" 

"Sure,"  I  said.  "Partly,  anyway.  But 
I  don't  see  why  you  have  to  get  so  upset 
about  it.  Why  don't  we  just  talk  it  over? 
It  can't  be  as  bad  as  you  think  it  is." 

Joe — or  perhaps  I'd  better  call  him 
Bobby  from  now  on — put  the  curry 
comb  away  and  vaulted  out  of  the  stall. 
We  went  over  to  a  pile  of  feed  sacks  and 
sat  down. 
"Now,  why  don't  you  tell  me  the 

whole  story?"  I  suggested. 
"Well,"  he  said,  groping  for  words, 

"there  isn't  really  much  to  tell,  after 
all.  I  don't  get  along  with  my  father, and  I  never  seem  to  be  able  to  do  the 
things  he  wants  me  to,  and  I  hate  the 
schools  I  have  to  go  to,  so  I  just  ran 

away  and  came  out  west.  You're  not 
going  to  send  me  back,  are  you,  Mr. 

Autry?" 

"We'll  figure  that  one  out  later,"  I 
promised.  "Now  tell  me — why  don't 
you  and  your  father  get  along?" There  was  a  long  silence  and  then 

he  blurted  out,  "My  father  just  doesn't 

like  me,  Mr.  Autry.    And  how  can  you 

like  somebody  who  doesn't  like  you?" 
"What   makes   you   think   he    doesn't 

like  you?" 
"Well,  he  doesn't  want  me  living  with 

him — at  least  he  sends  me  away  to 
school  all  the  time.  And  he  never  wants 
me  to  do  what  I  want  to  do.  He  wants 

me  to  be  an  engineer.  Well,  I  don't  like 
engineering.  All  I  like  is  horses.  I'm no  good  at  Math,  and  you  have  to  be 

good  at  Math  to  be  an  engineer." I  nodded. 

"But  I  am  good  with  animals,"  he 
went  on.  "I  don't  have  to  kid  myself 
about  that — I  know  it.  And  they're  the only  things  I  like,  so  it  seems  like  just 
plain  foolishness  for  me  to  try  to  learn 
some  other  kind  of  business.  I'd  like  to 
go  to  a  Veterinary  College  and  learn 
everything  about  all  kinds  of  animals, 
but  Father  says  I  have  to  go  to  Engi- 

neering School.  That's  what  made  me 
decide  to  run  away.  I'm  glad  I  did." 

"Look,  Bobby,"  I  said,  "tell  me  a 

little  about  your  father." "He  works  in  the  office  of  one  of  those 
big  trucking  companies  in  New  York. 
He's  a  bookkeeper.  He  likes  Math — I 
guess  that's  why  he  thought  I  ought  to 
like  it,  because  he  does.  It's  a  funny 
thing— he  was  born  out  in  Nevada,  but 
he  could  never  make  a  go  of  things  out 

west,  so  he  went  east.  And  now  he's  a 

bookkeeper!" "What  about  your  mother?"  I  asked. 
"I  never  knew  her.    She  died  when 

I  was  born." "I'm  sorry  to  hear  that,"  I  said.  "That 
makes  it  tough.  But  we've  still  got  to 
decide  what  to  do  about  you." 
Bobby's  face  whitened.  "Please,  Mr. 

Autry — please  don't  make  me  go  back 
east.  I'll  work  twice  as  hard  here.  I'll 
work  for  nothing.  But  I  don't  think  I 
could  stand  it  if  I  had  to  go  to  Engineer- 

ing School!" 
"But,  Bobby,"  I  tried  to  reason  with 

him,  "your  father  has  to  know  where 
you  are.  Think  how  worried  he  must 

be  about  you." "He  doesn't  care  a  rap  about  me,"  he insisted. 

"He  cared  enough  to  get  in .  touch 
with  the  Missing  Persons  Bureau  and 
get  them  started  combing  the  country 
for  you.  There  was  a  trooper  out  here 

just  half  an  hour  ago  looking  for  yovu" 
Bobby's  jaw  dropped.  "Honest,  Mr. 

Autry?  They're  looking  for  me?  State  j 

troopers?" 
HE  WAS  impressed.  "Gee,"  he  said,  "I didn't  think  he'd  ever  do  a  thing  like 
that.  But  just  the  same,  Mr.  Autry,  I 

sure  hope  you  won't  think  it's  your 

duty  to  send  me  back." "I'm  not  thinking  so  much  about  my 

duty  as  I  am  about  yours,"  I  assured 
him.  Then  I  had  an  inspiration.  "Bobby, 
I've  got  to  go  to  New  York  next  week 
to  see  about  a  radio  show.  Why  don"  j 
you  give  me  your  dad's  address,  and I'll  look  him  up  and  talk  things  over 
with  him.  You're  still  a  minor,  you 
know,  and  you'll  pretty  much  have  to do  what  he  teUs  you  to,  but  maybe  I 

can  explain  things  so  that  he'll  see 

them   your   way." "Gee,  that'd  be  dandy,  Mr.  Autry,"  he 
said,  rather  doubtfully.  But  I  saw  he 
didn't  think  it  would  work. 

I  was  in  New  York  on  Monday  of 

the  following  week.  And  after  I'd finished  my  radio  business,  I  went  one 
evening  to  the  address  Bobby  had  given 
me.  John  Wooster  wasn't  as  hard  to 
talk  to  as  I'd  been  afraid  he  would  be. 
He  was  a  tired  man  with  heavy  worry 
lines  etched  into  his  face,  and  he  was 

pathetically  grateful  for  news. 



I  took  a  deep  breath  and  plunged  in. 
"Something's  likely  to  happen  to  Bob 
if  you  don't  do  something  about  it  pretty 
quick,  Mr.  Wooster." 
"What  do  you  mean?"  he  asked. 
"You  want  him  to  go  to  Engineering 

School."  Mr.  Wooster  nodded. 
"Maybe  you  don't  realize  it,  but 

Bobby's  interests  and  abilities  lie  in 
an  entirely  different  direction." 

"You  mean  that  crazy  idea  he's  got 
about  being  a  veterinarian?" 

"That's  what  I  mean,  but  I  don't  think 
it's  a  crazy  idea.  He's  what  we  call  a 
'natural'  when  it  comes  to  animals. 
People  like  that  are  few  and  far  be- 

tween. Don't  you  care  what  he  wants, 
Mr.  Wooster?" 
A  puzzled  look  came  over  his  face. 

"Of  course  I  do.  But  he's  only  fifteen years  old.  How  can  he  know  what  he 
wants  to  do  for  the  rest  of  his  life? 
I  figured  that  engineering  would  make 
a  good  solid  career  for  him.  Something 
I  never  had.  I  want  his  life  to  be  safe 

and  sure.  I  don't  want  him  ever  to  have 
to  wonder  where  his  next  meal  is  com- 

ing from.  Maybe  I  haven't  been  a  very 
good  father,  Mr.  Autry.  But  it  wasn't 
because  I  didn't  want  to  be.  I  did  the 
best  I  could.  I  don't  know  much  about 
kids,  so  I  sent  him  to  the  very  best 
schools  I  could  afford — and  to  some  I 
couldn't    afford." 

"In  other  words,  you  gave  him  just 
about  everything  except  the  one  thing 
he  wanted  and  needed." 

"I  don't  understand  you,  Mr.  Autry." 
"The  one  thing  Bobby  has  always wanted,  Mr.  Wooster,  was  a  father  who 

cared  about  him." 

WE  MUST  have  talked  for  two  hours 
after  that,  and  I  found  myself  liking 

Bobby's  father  more  and  more.  He 
wanted  so  desperately  to  do  what  was 
right,  but  most  of  the  time  he  just 
fumbled  in  the  dark.  Finally,  on  an 
impulse  on  both  our  parts,  we  decided 
that  he  should  come  out  west  with  me 
when  I  went  back.  He  had  almost  a 

month's  leave  due  him  from  his  job 
and  a  bit  of  money  saved  up.  Money, 
he  explained,  that  he  had  planned  to 

use   for  Bobby's   Engineering   School. 
I  felt  pretty  pleased  with  myself 

when  I  went  to  bed  that  night.  A  whole 
month  with  my  rodeo  show  ought  to 
get  Bobby  and  his  father  off  to  a  pretty 
good  start.  They'd  get  a  chance  to 
know  each  other  for  a  change,,  and 
settle  a  few  of  their  differences. 

Of  course,  like  so  many  other  things, 
it  didn't  work  out  exactly  as  I'd 
planned.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  began 
to  be  afraid  that  it  wouldn't  ever  work 
out.  John  Wooster  had  come  out  west 
with  me — nominally  as  my  guest.  But 
he  said  he'd  rather  be  working  at  some- 

thing while  he  was  there,  and  I  agreed 
that  it  was  all  right  with  me  if  it  made 
him  feel  any  better.  So  as  far  as  every- 

one else  was  concerned  he  was  taken 
on  as  a  general  handy  man  for  the 
rodeo.  The  men  all  liked  him,  and  he 
fitted  right  in.  But  Bobby  couldn't  ac- 

cept the  situation.  He  was  convinced 
that  I'd  double-crossed  him  and  was 
on  his  father's  side. 
Wooster  was  heart-broken.  He  tried 

everything  he  knew  to  make  Bobby 
like  him.  He  talked  to  him  about  Lone 
Eagle.  He  brought  him  presents  from 
town.  He  tried  to  treat  him  like  a 
grown-up.  But  none  of  it  did  any  good. 
Bobby  was  convinced  it  was  all  just  an 
act  to  lure  him  into  Engineering  School. 

Then  it  came  time  for  us  to  move  on 
farther  west.  It  was  about  a  three  day 
trip,  and  we  were  using  big  trucks  and 
vans  to  transport  the  horses  and  cattle. 
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The  second  day  out  we  started  having 
trouble  with  my  car.  One  of  the  boys 
who  handled  mechanical  work  for  us 
estimated  it  would  take  three  or  four 
hours  to  get  it  fixed  up.  He  said  if  we 
could  find  a  place  to  stop  for  the  rest 
of  the  day  he  could  get  the  job  done 
and  also  do  some  greasing  on  the 
trucks.  So  we  started  looking  for  a  good 
place  to  stop  and  found  it  about  an  hour 
later.  It  was  an  abandoned  farm  next 
to  an  old  overgrown  logging  road  that 
seemed  to  cut  right  through  the  moun- 

tains. It  was  fifty  miles  from  the 
nearest  town  by  the  main  road,  and 
probably  ten  miles  by  that  old  trail. 
We  were  all  unpacked  by  noon,  and 

had  fixed  up  the  farm's  old  corral  for 
the  animals,  figuring  that  a  day's  rest would  do  them  a  lot  of  good.  Bobby,  as 
usual,  was  sticking  close  to  the  horses, 
especially  Lone  Eagle;  and  his  father, 
also  as  usual,  was  sort  of  hoveririg 
around  the  edges,  trying  to  get  a 
glimpse  of  Bobby. 

It  got  too  much  for  me,  finally,  and  ' 
I  went  over  to  where  Bobby  was  ad-  j 

justing  Lone  Eagle's  blanket. 
"Listen,  kid,"  I  said,  "why  don't  you 

give  your  dad  a  break?" "What  do  you  mean?"  he  asked,  but 
he  knew   well   enough   what  I  meant. 

"I  MEAN  that  he's  trying  to  be  nice 
I  to  you,  and  all  you're  doing  is  giving 

him  the  cold  shoulder.  Why  don't  you 
meet  him  half  way?  It's  what  you  al- 

ways wanted,  wasn't  it — to  have  your 
father  be  interested  in  you?" "Awww — "  he  said,  with  a  shrug  of 

his  shoulders,  "he  doesn't  mean  any 
of  that  stuff.  It's  just  a  gag  to  get  me 

to  go  back  east  again." 
I  got  a  little  annoyed  then.  "Some- times kids  like  you  give  me  a  pain  in 

the  neck.  You  think  you  know  so  much. 
You  listen  to  me  for  a  minute.  Do  you 
remember  telling  me  that  Lone  Eagle 
had  to  be  liked  before  he  could  like 
anybody?  And  that  it  would  take  a 
long  time  to  convince  him  that  you 
liked  him?  Well,  did  you  ever  stop  to 
think  that  your  dad  is  trying  to  get 
you  to  like  him — by  liking  you  first? 
And  you're  acting  just  as  suspicious 
and  sulky  as  Lone  Eagle  did  at  first. 
Only  worse.  Because  Lone  Eagle  finally  | 
did  catch  on.  I  sometimes  wonder  if 

you  ever  will." 
An  hour  or  so  later  I  wandered  over 

by  the  corral  and  found  the  boys  all 
sitting  around  in  a  circle,  talking  cow- 
pony  talk.  John  Wooster  was  there, 
and  then  I  blinked.  Sitting  next  to  him, 
chatting  away  nice  as  you  please,  was 
Bobby.  Hmmmm,  I  thought,  evidently 
what  I  said  to  him  made  some  impres- 

sion. I  went  over  and  sat  down  near 
them.  Bobby  looked  at  me  and  I  could 
see  that  his  eyes  were  shining.  Evi- 

dently all  he  had  needed  was  to  have 
his  father  explained  to  him  in  terms 
that  he  could  understand. 

Wooster's  eyes  were  shining,  too.  He 
looked  as  excited  as  a  schoolgirl  at  her 
first  dance.  I  had  an  idea  what  it  must 
mean  to  him  to  have  his  son  sitting 
there  at  his  side,  and  I  guess  maybe 
my  own  eyes  were  shining,  too. 

The  talk  drifted  to  broncho  busting, 
and  Wooster  was  telling  about  some  of 
his  experiences  back  in  Nevada  as  a 

boy.  Bobby  listened  to  him  in  open- mouthed  wonder,  and  his  father  must 
have  felt  the  admiration  and  interest  in 
his  son's  eyes,  because  his  talk  got  more 
and  more  excited.  He  began  to  brag  a 
little  about  how  good  he  used  to  be. 
The  other  boys  teased  him  some  about 
how  that  was  in  the  old  days  and  he 

probably    couldn't    do    half    of    those 



things  now.  He  fell  for  it.  Goaded  by 
the  boys'  good-natured  taunts  and  his 
own  desire  to  be  a  hero  in  Bobby's  eyes, 
he  suddenly  offered  to  show  everybody 
that  he  could  ride  any  bronc  in  the 
outfit  right  then  and  there. 

Well,  we  didn't  have  any  man-killing 
horses  in  our  outfit.  Lone  Eagle  had 
been  probably  the  meanest  horse  I 
owned,  and  under  Bobby's  care  even he  had  lost  most  of  his  viciousness.  But 
we  did  have  some  half-wild  ponies  and 
one  or  two  experienced  exhibition 
buckers.  They  might  have  been  con- 

sidered dangerous,  but  we  were  so  used 
to  them  that  we  no  longer  thought 
much  of  it.  So,  although  I  started  to 
interfere,  I  changed  my  mind.  After 
all,  Wooster  was  a  grown  man  and  this 
evidently  was  important  to  him.  The 
boys  looked  at  me  questioningly,  but  I 
just  shrugged  my  shoulders.  One  of 
them  whooped  and  ran  to  the  pen  where 
the  broncs  were.  "You're  on,  Wooster," 
he  shouted.  "We'll  give  you  a  try  at 
old  Red  Eye." It  started  out  all  right.  They  got 
Red  Eye  roped  and  led  out  with  a 
bandage  over  his  eyes,  and  saddled  him. 
Then  Wooster  got  into  the  saddle  and 
they  jerked  the  bandage  off.  Red  Eye 
was  an  old  hand  at  this,  and  the  strug- 

gle began.  He  went  through  his  sim- 
plest maneuvers  first — stiff-legged  leaps 

into  the  air,  landing  with  a  jar  that 
must  have  shaken  Wooster  to  his  teeth. 
Then  as  the  little  man  clung  desper- 

ately to  his  saddle.  Red  Eye  went  into 
more  subtle  bucks — twists  and  jerks 
and  two-legged  antics.  Probably  Woos- 

ter could  have  stayed  with  him — if  he'd 
spent  all  his  life  doing  nothing  else. 
But  it  had  been  a  long  time  since  the 
older  man  had  even  ridden  a  horse, 
let  alone  tackled  one  of  the  wisest 
broncs  in  the  rodeo  business.  He  was 
game  enough,  but  it  was  an  uneven 
fight.  The  sweat  was  pouring  from  his 
forehead  and  there  was  a  desperate 
twist  to  his  lips.  I  glanced  at  Bobby 
and  saw  that  his  hands  were  clenched 
and  his  eyes  frightened. 

1WAS  just  about  to  call  a  halt  to  the 
thing,  even  if  it  would  disgrace  Woos- 

ter in  his  own  and  his  son's  estimation, 
when  it  happened.  Red  Eye  had  worked 
his  way  over  toward  the  corral  fence 
and  then  started  his  specialty — a  sort 
of  see-saw  prancing  that  was  deadly  in 
its  precision  and  force.  Wooster  took  it 
for  about  thirty  seconds  and  then  his 
hands  loosened  from  the  reins  and  he 
pitched  out  of  the  saddle.  Ordinarily, 
that  wouldn't  have  been  too  bad — it's 
not  such  a  long  fall  from  a  pony's  back, 
even  though  the  fall  amounts  more 
nearly  to  a  push.  But  Wooster  fell  be- 

tween Red  Eye  and  the  corral  fence, 
and  his  sudden  removal  from  the  saddle 
threw  Red  Eye  just  enough  off  bal- 

ance so  that  he  stumbled  and  lurched 
against  Wooster — jamming  him  against the  fence. 
Bobby  was  the  first  to  reach  his 

father.  When  the  rest  of  us  got  there, 
he  was  wiping  the  dust  off  Wooster's 
unconscious  face  with  a  grimy  hand- 

kerchief, and  helpless  tears  were 
streaming  from  his  eyes.  We  straight- 

ened the  man  out  flat  on  the  ground 
and  found,  thankfully,  that  his  heart 
was  still  beating.  How  many  internal 
injuries  he  had,  we  couldn't  tell. 

I  tried  to  think  quickly.  We  had  to 
get  a  doctor  right  away,  but  my  car 
was  in  no  shape  to  travel — with  half 
its  insides  strewn  beside  it  on  the 
ground  as  Sam  tinkered  with  the  en- 

gine. And  the  vans  all  had  governors 
on  them  so  that  they  wouldn't  go  over 
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forty  miles  an  hour.  But  it  was  the 
best  we   could  do. 

"One  of  you  had  better  take  a  van 
and  drive  to  Allerton,"  I  said.  "It's  fifty 
miles  away,  but  it's  the  nearest  place 
there's  a  doctor.  He's  probably  got  a 
car  of  his  own.  Tell  him  to  get  out  here 
as  fast  as  he  can.  It'll  be  quicker  than 
bringing  him  in  the  truck." 

Shorty  spoke  up  then.  "You  know. 
Gene,  a  good  fast  horse  could  prob- 

ably make  it  over  the  mountain  in  a  lot 
less  time  than  it  would  take  the  truck. 

It's  only  about  ten  miles  through  that 
gorge  where  the  old  logging  road  goes. 
A  car  couldn't  get  through  it,  but  a 

horse  could." 
I  considered  that.  It  was  a  chance. 

But  on  the  other  hand,  we  knew  about 

the  main  road,  and  we  didn't  know about  the  old  logging  road.  There  might 
be  all  kinds  of  obstacles  in  the  way 
after  all  these  years  of  disuse.  I  figured 
the  truck  on  the  main  road  might  be 
a  trifle  slower,  but  it  would  be  safer. 
Bobby  had  disappeared  while  I  was 

making  up  my  mind,  and  I  was  so  busy 
getting  the  van  out  and  directing  .one 
of  the  boys  about  driving  it,  that  I 
didn't  notice  what  the  boy  was  up  to. 
Then  there  was  a  slight  commotion  in 
the  corral  and  I  looked  around.  Looked 
around  and  stared.  Bobby  had  a  bridle 
and  a  saddle  on  Lone  Eagle  and  had  led 
him  to  the  center  of  the  corral.  He  had 

heard  Shorty's  suggestion  about  the 
logging  road  and  had  decided  to  act  on 
it.  Maybe  I  should  have  stopped  him 

right  then,  but  I  couldn't  help  feeling a  quick  rush  of  admiration  for  the  kid. 
I  knew  that  this  was  the  most  decisive 
situation  he  had  ever  faced.  He  had  just 
found  his  father — the  real  naan  that  his 
father  was — and  now  he  was  in  danger 
of  losing  him.  He  felt  that  he  alone 
could  save  him. 

So  I  didn't  try  to  interfere.  Besides, 

I  thought  quickly,  even  if  he  doesn't 
make  it  as  quickly  as  Shorty  had  pre- 

dicted, the  truck  would  still  be  on  its 

way  by  the  road.  "Okay,  Bobby,"  I 
shouted.    "Go  ahead  and  try  it." 
Bobby  talked  to  the  horse  in  a  low 

voice  for  a  minute  or  two  and  laid  his 
head  against  its  satiny  nose.  Then  he 
vaulted  into  the  saddle.  We  held  our 
breaths,  and  I  admit  that  my  heart  was 
pounding.  Lone  Eagle  snorted  wildly 
and  his  eyes  rolled  as  he  reared  up  on 

his  hind  legs.  We  could  hear  Bobby's 
voice  as  he  cried,  "Now's  the  time,  boy, 
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now  or  never.  Show  'em  you  can  do  it!" 
When  Lone  Eagle  started,  it  wasn't for  the  open  gate.  Bobby  put  him  right 

to  the  fence  rail.  Lone  Eagle  gathered 
his  hind  legs  under  him  and  sailed  over 
it — his  ears  pointed  forward  now,  not 
twisted  back. 

"Attaboy!"  yelled  Bobby,  and  every 
cowboy  in  that  camp  yelled  with  him. 
Then  we  watched  in  silence  as  the  boy 
and  the  horse  thundered  across  the 
yard  toward  the  gorge  through  the 
hills. 

Lone  Eagle  had  done  it — and  so  had 
Bobby.  Between  them,  they'd  helped 
each  other  grow  up. 

Well,  Bobby  did  get  there  first.  He 
made  lightning-quick  work  of  getting 
hold  of  a  doctor,  explained,  and  the 
doctor  arrived  in  exactly  two  hours 
from  the  time  Lone  Eagle  took  the 
corral  fence.  Wooster  had  come  out  of 
his  coma  by  that  time,  and  the  doctor 
examined  him.  There  weren't  any  seri- 

ous internal  injuries,  but  there  were 
four  broken  ribs  and  a  rather  bad  case 
of  shock.  The  doc  taped  up  his  ribs 
and  gave  him  a  sedative,  and  we  all 
breathed  sighs  of  relief. 

The  truck  arrived  an  hour  later,  with 
Bobby  and  Lone  Eagle  in  the  back. 
When  it  drew  up,  Bobby  hopped  out 

and  ran  over  to  us.  "Is  he  all  right?" he  demanded.  We  told  him  his  father 

was  asleep  but  he'd  be  all  right. 
"No  more  rodeo  stuff  for  quite  a 

while,  though,"  I  told  him.  "It'll  be  a 
couple  of  months  before  he'll  get  over 
that  tossing."  To  myself  I  added  the 
words  " — if  not  longer,"  but  there  was 
no  use  saying  that  to  the  kid.  First  of 

all,  he'd  had  just  about  enough  for  the time  being.  Second,  I  knew,  as  I 
looked  at  his  serious  face,  that  he  was 
pretty  well  aware,  himself,  just  how 
close  his  dad  had  come  to  going  out. 

'TTHAT'S  all  right,"  said  Bobby,  and 
I  his  face  had  an  adult  look  that  hadn't 

been  there  before.  "I'll  be  taking  him 
back  east  pretty  soon."  Then  he  turned and  went  back  to  the  truck.  They  let 
the  ramp  down  for  Lone  Eagle,  and 
Bobby  led  him  out.  The  horse  looked 

hot  and  tired,  but  he  nuzzled  Bobby's shoulder  as  they  came  toward  us. 
"I  think  he'll  be  all  right  from  now 

on,  Mr.  Autry,"  Bobby  said  proudly  as 
he  stopped  in  front  of  me.  "See,  he's 
not  afraid  any  more." 

I  put  out  my  hand  and  patted  Lone 
Eagle's  neck.  He  didn't  flinch  or  draw 
back.  He  just  snorted  tiredly  through 
his  nose  and  looked  hopefully  toward 
the  corral. 

He  wasn't  an  outlaw  any  more.  He 
was  now  what  I'd  always  hoped  he 
would  be  some  day^the  best  cow  pony 
I'd  ever  laid  eyes  on. 

"You've  done  a  good  job,  son,"  I 
said  slowly  and  deliberately,  "an  all- 
around  good  job." His  eyes  glistened,  and  I  knew  he 

was  just  as  aware  of  that  word  "son" 
as  I  was.  "Thanks,  Mr.-  Autry,"  he 
said,  and  led  Lone  Eagle  away  to  the 
corral. 
We  were  on  our  way  again  the  next 

day,  but  Bobby  and  his  father  left  us 
a  week  later  for  New  York.  It  was  all 
settled  before  they  left — Bobby  was  to 
go  to  Veterinary  College  in  the  fall, 
but  he  was  going  to  enter  a  college  right 
on  Long  Island  so  that  he  could  spend 
all  his  weekends  with  his  father.  And 
the  next  summer  they  planned  to  put 
in  as  many  weeks  out  here  with  my 
outfit  as  they  could  spare. 

"Maybe,  Mr.  Autry,"  said  Bobby  with 
just  a  trace  of  a  grin  lighting  up  his 
freckles,  "we  can  get  in  some  more 
practice  on  Psychology!" 

'Behi^^  W^ Make  the  famous  Fresh  test»  See  why 
more  women  are  switching  to  Fresh 
than  to  any  other  deodorant. 

Fresh  stops  perspiration  worries 
completely.  Fresh  contains  the  most 
effective  perspiration-stopping 
ingredient  known  to  science. 

Fresh  stays  smooth. ..never  sticky  or 

gritty... doesn't  dry  out  in  the  jar. 
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Ease  of  use,  too. 
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Note  special  design  of  Meds  oppficatcrs.  Firm, 
smooth,   easy   to    use,    completely    disposable. 

The  Great  Gildersleeve 
Settles  a  Monumental 

Problem 
(Continued  from  page  27) 

Gildy  drummed  his  fingers  against 
his  knees.  "Well — "  he  said.  "To  tell 
the  truth,  Judge,  I  don't  seem  to  be  able 
to  get  a  start  on  it.  Been  so  busy,  with 

one  thing  and  another — " "It  occurred  to  me,"  the  Judge  said, 
"this  town  ought  to  erect  itself  a  me- 

morial to  the  boys  who  fought  in  the 
war.  Been  a  ■wrhole  year  now  since 
hostilities  ceased,  and  we  haven't  done 
anything  about  it.  A  good  granite 
monument  in  the  square  would  look 
mighty  nice — don't  you  agree  with  me, 

Gildy?" 

"I  certainly  do!"  Gildy  nodded  his head  solemnly. 

"So  I  thought,  when's  a  better  time 
to  start  the  ball  rolling  than  at  the 

Founders'  Day  banquet?  Folks'U  be 
in  a  generous  mood,  all  full  up  with 
civic  pride,  and  they'll  all  be  there  in 
one  place,  so  we  could  decide  on  the 
kind  of  monument  we  wanted,  and  ap- 

point a  committee  to  get  prices."  The 
Judge  leaned  back.  "How's  that  for 

an  idea?" GILDY  struck  one  hand  into  the  palm 
of  the  other.  "By  golly,  Judge,"  he 

exulted,  "it's  perfect!  That's  one 
speech  I  can  really  get  my  heart  and 

soul  into.  Why,  you're  right — it's  a 
shame  and  a  disgrace  that  nothing's been  done  yet  to  honor  those  boys 

who  fought  to  save  our  homes!" 
"Exactly,"  the  Judge  agreed.  "And 

you  better  make  a  note  of  that  phrase 

to  use  in  your  speech,  Gildy — it's  a  good 
one.  Now,  look — once  people  decide  to 
put  up  a  memorial,  they're  going  to start  arguing  about  what  it  should  be, 
and  we  don't  want  that  to  happen.  So 
I  think  in  your  speech  you  ought  to 
stress  the  need  for  a  nice,  dignified 

monument   in   the   Square." Before  Judge  Hooker  departed,  he 
had  produced  a  pencil  and  drawn  a 
sketch  of  the  kind  of  moniunent  he  had 
in  mind — ^a  granite  column,  very  plain, 
with   an   inscription   around   the   base. 
The  following  day,  however,  Gildy 

found  that  not  everyone  in  town  was 
in  such  perfect  agreement.  Dropping 

into  Floyd  Munson's  barber  shop  for 
a  shave,  Gildy  was  startled  to  hear 
Floyd  observe: 

"Commissioner,  you're  an  important 

man  in  this  town.  How  a^bout  doin' something  about  this  war  memorial 

deal  some  of  the  folks're  cookin'  up?" 
Gildy  stiffened  in  the  friendly  bar- 

ber's chair.     "War  memorial  deal?" 
"Mean  you  haven't  heard  about  it?" 

Floyd  applied  lather  with  expert  swoops 
of  his  brush.  "Well,  there's  a  movement 
on  foot  to  collect  money  for  one.  That's 
a  good  thing;  I'm  all  in  favor  of  it. 
But  some  parties — I  ain't  sayin'  who, 
just  certain  parties  around  town — want 
to  knock  together  some  kind  of  a  stone 
monument  and  stick  it  up  in  the 

Square.  Now,  I'm  asking  you.  Com- 
missioner— what  good's  a  hunk  of  stone? 

Who's  goin'  to  get  any  fun  out  of  it?" 
"Why — I  don't  know,  Floyd,"  he  said. 

"But  it'd  be  pretty." 
"Pretty!"  Floyd  snorted.  "Might  be 

and  might  not.  Point  is,  we  don't  need any  monument,  and  what  we  do  need 
in  this  town  is  a  park,  with  tennis  courts 
and  swings  for  the  kids  and  maybe  a 

swimmin'  pool.    Way  it  is  now,  there's 



nothin'  for  young  folks  to  do  but  go to  the  movies  or  sit  around  some  bar 

or  drug  store  drinkin'.  You  ought  to know  that,  Commissioner,  with  a  niece 

and  nephew  of  your  own." 
'"Urn — yes,  of  course."  Now  that  he 

thought  of  it,  Gildy  did  remember  that 
Margie  and  Leroy  had  often  complained 
over  the  lack  of  tennis  courts  and  such. 

"Cost  a  good  deal  of  money,"  he  said cautiously. 

"Sure  it  would,  and  that's  what's 
eating  Judge  Hoo— I  mean,  the  parties 
that  want  just  a  plain  old  monument. 

They  got  wind  o'  the  way  people  were 
talkin'  up  a  memorial,  and  they  begun 
advocatin'  a  monument  right  away, 
figurin'  it  was  the  cheapest  and  least 
likely  to  raise  taxes.  But  what  good's 
a  thing  if  you  can't  use  it?" 

FILOYD  sounded  aggrieved;  in  fact, 
Gildersleeve  had  seldom  heard  him 

speak  so  vehemently  on  any  subject. 
He  squinted  at  Floyd's  razor,  being 
wielded  in  wide,  angry  sweeps,  and  de- 

cided that  this  was  no  time  to  irritate 
him  further. 

"Well,"  he  said  carefully,  "I'm  cer- 
tainly glad  to  get  your  point  of  view, 

Floyd,  and  I'll  look  into  the  matter  .  .  . 
Better  give  me  a  massage,  too." 

Judge  Hooker  dropped  in  again  that 
night,  and  Gildy  cautiously  brought  up 
the  matter  of  a  recreation  park.  He'd heard,  he  said,  that  some  people 
favored  a  park  instead  of  a  monument. 

The  Judge  bristled.  "And  where," 
he  asked,  "did  you  hear  all  this?" 

"Well  .  .  .  several  places,"  Gildy  ex- 
aggerated. 
"Any  place  in  particular?"  The  Judge assumed  his  courtroom  manner. 

"Floyd  Munson  mentioned  it,"  Gildy admitted,  and  the  Judge  snorted. 

"Thought  so!  He's. been  going  around telling  everyone  he  knows  the  town 

needs  a  recreation  park.  I'm  surprised 
you  were  taken  in  by  it,  Throckmorton. 
Didn't  you  remember  that  Floyd's 
cousin  Neeley  Herkimer  owns  the 

bottling  works?" 
"Ah?  That  so?"  asked  Gildersleeve, 

wading  knee-deep  in  confusion.  "I 
mean,  yes  of  course  I  know  it,  but 
what's  it  got  to  do  with  Floyd  thinking 
a    recreation    park    would    be    good?" 

"People  get  mighty  thirsty  playing 
tennis  and  swimming,  don't  they?"  the 
Judge  inquired.  "Ever  see  a  swimming 
pool  or  public  tennis  court  that  didn't 
have   a   soft-drink  stand   close   to   it?" 

"Oh,"  Gildersleeve  said.  "Oh,  I  see. 
But  just  the  same — "  He  struggled 
with  the  rights  and  wrongs  of  the  situa- 

tion. "I  mean,  just  because  one  man  is 
interested  in  getting  a  park  for  a  selfish 
reason — that  doesn't  mean  the  town 
oughtn't  to  have  a  park,  does  it?  I 
mean,  a  park  would  still  be  a  good  thing 

for  the  youngsters." 
"Out  of  the  question,"  Judge  Hooker 

said  firmly.  "And  you  ought  to  know 
it  as  well  as  I  do.  A  park'd  cost 
thousands  of  dollars — town  would  have 
to  float  a  bond  issue — and  there's  the 
cost  of  maintenance — gardeners,  care- 

takers, water,  lawn-mowing  machines 
.  .  .  "Tax  rate'd  go  up  by  leaps  and 
bounds.  Property-owners'd  go  broke 
paying  the  bills,  non-property-owners'd 
get  all  the  benefits  and  it  wouldn't  cost 
'em  a  cent.    Out  of  the  question." 
Judge  Hooker,  Gildy  saw,  disapproved 

of  a  park  just  as  strongly  as  Floyd 
Munson  approved  of  one. 

The  question  was,  whose  side  was  he, 
J.  Throckmorton  Gildersleeve,  on? 

It  kept  him  from  sleeping  that  night, 
and  in  the  morning  he  was  irritable  to 
Margie  and  Leroy,  and  even  to  Birdie, 
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pearl  among  cooks  and  housekeepers. 
Afterwards  he  was  sorry,  gave  Margie 
and  Leroy  each  a  dollar,  and  apologized 
humbly  to  a  weeping  Birdie. 

After  a  troubled  day,  he  went  next 
door  and  called  upon  Mrs.  Leila  Ran- 
some.  She  was  the  most  soothing  per- 

son he  knew.  Her  pink-and-white 
complexion,  her  soft  voice  that  reeked 
of  magnolias  and  moonlight,  were  like 
balm  to  his  soul.    But  tonight  she  failed. 

"Leila,"  he  complained,  taking  long 
sips  at  the  tall  glass  of  lemonade  she 
made  for  him,  "I  need  your  advice." 

Leila  fluttered  her  eyelashes.  "Now 
Throckmorton,"  she  said,  "what  pos- 

sible advice  could  poor  little  me  give 
to  you?  Why,  I  declare,  sometimes  it 

seems  that  you  know  everything!" 
"Well,  I  don't  know  the  answer  to 

this  one.  You  know,  I'm  supposed  to 
give  the  address  at  the  Founders'  Day 
banquet  Saturday  night  .  .  ." 

"Yes,  I  do  know,  and  I'm  so  terribly 
proud  of  you!" Automatically,  Gildersleeve  sat 

straighter  in  his  chair.  "Oh,  well — " 
he  said  modestly.  "Anyway,  I  thought 
I'd  talk  it  over  with  you."  He  told  her 
about  Judge  Hooker's  visit,  about  Floyd 
Munson's  advocacy  of  a  recreation  park. 
"The  worst  of  it  is,"  he  finished,  "I  can 
see  ways  they're  both  right." 

Leila  had  been  gazing  off  into  the 
middle  distance.  Now,  very  gravely, 
she  shook  her  head. 

"No,  Throckmorton,"  she  said.  "They 
are  not  both  right.  Neither  is  right. 
What  this  town  needs  far,  far  more 
than  either  a  monument  or  a  park  is  a 
lovely  model  theater.  Why,  I  remem- 

ber when  I  first  came  here  from  down 
south,  how  disappointed  I  was  to  find 
that  there  was  no  auditorium — except 
the  one  at  the  high  school,  of  course, 

and  it  doesn't  count,  it's  so  bare  and 
ugly,  and  the  stage  is  so  small."  She leaned  forward,  impulsively  putting  her 

small  hand  on  his  arm.  "Why,  Throck- 
morton, just  think!  Think  of  what  a 

wonderful  thing  a  little  theater  would 
be  here!  A  place  where  we  could  all 

get  together  and  put  on  beautiful  plays." Her  words  conjured  up  a  charming 

picture  in  Gildersleeve's  mind.  He 
saw  her  on  the  stage — as  Juliet,  per- 

haps, while  he  was  Romeo.  Lights, 
applause,  the  smell  of  grease-paint  .  .  . 
and  Leila  in  his  arms.  Nearly  every 

play  had  some  kissing,  didn't  it? Reluctantly,  he  came  back  to  reality. 
"I  don't  know,  Leila,"  he  fretted. 

"Another  idea  for  the  memorial — that 
makes  three.  And  I  don't  expect  either 
the  Judge  and  his  crowd  or  the  Munson 

bunch  would  go  for  it." 
"Well,  you  must  do  as  you  think  best," 

Leila  remarked  a  trifle  stiffly.  "I 
wouldn't  dream  of  interfering.  Be- 

cause of  course  I  realize  I'm  only  a 
woman,  and  a  comparative  newcomer 

in  town  .  .  ." Gildersleeve  had  flnished  his  lemon- 
ade, and  he  was  hoping  she  would  offer 

him  another.  But  she  didn't,  and  after a  while  he  went  back  home,  uneasily 
aware  that  Leila  was  not  pleased. 

It  was  still  early,  and  he  decided  to 
walk  down  to  the  drug  store  and  talk 
his  problem  over  with  Mr.  Peavey,  its 
proprietor.  Peavey  was  a  level-headed 
sort  of  person,  and  he  always  looked 
at  both  sides  of  a  question. 
Peavey  gave  the  matter  careful  con- 

sideration. Nodding  in  time  to  Gilder- 
sleeve's words,  he  caressed  nis  chin  with his  hand  and  listened. 

".  .  .  and  Judge  Hooker  thinks  a 
monument  would  be  just  the  thing," Gildersleeve  said. 

"Excellent.  Very  appropriate  and 
tasteful,"  said  Mr.  Peavey. 

"But  Floyd  Munson  and  some  others 
want  a  park  with  tennis  courts  and 

playground  equipment  .  .  ." "Fine  thing  for  the  town.  Youngsters 
need  someplace  to  play.  Keeps  'em 

healthy." 
"And  Leila  Ransome  suggests  that  a 

model  theater  where  we  could  have 
local  talent  shows  and  musical  recitals 
would  be  better  than  either  a  park  or 

a  monument." "Charming  woman,  Mrs.  Ransome. 
Always  felt  we  needed  a  theater  for 
home-town  plays  around  here.  Fine 
idea,  just  flne."  Peavey  sounded  really enthusiastic. 

"Then  you'd  say  that  a  theater  was 
the  best  bet?"  Gildy  asked,  and  Peavey drew  back  from  the  counter  where  he 
had  been  leaning. 

"Well  now,  I  wouldn't  say  that, 
exactly,"  he  replied.  "Not  the  best — 
no.  Some  folks  mightn't  want  to  see 
shows — might  like  to  play  tennis  bet- 

ter." 

"You'd  favor  the  park?" 
"No-o-o,"  Peavey  said  on  a  rising  in- 

flection. "Not  necessarily.  Some  folks 
don't  play  tennis,  you  know,  or  go 
swimming.  Might  be  they'd  just  like to  look  at  a  monument.  Takes  all  kinds 

to  make  a  world,  like  the  fellow  said." Gildersleeve  drew  a  deep  breath. 
"Look — suppose  I  were  to  ask  you 
which  you'd  favor,  personally — just 
you,  yourself — what  would  you  say?" Peavey  thought  it  over.  After  a 

silence  he  shook  his  head.  "Don't  be- lieve I  can  answer  that  question,  Mr. 
Gildersleeve.  Too  many  angles  to  it, 
and  besides  this  store  keeps  me  so  busy 
I  never  get  a  chance  to  see  shows  or 
play  tennis  anyway,  and  if  there  was 
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a  monument  on  the  Square  I  couldn't see  it  from  here.  Whatever  the  rest  of 

you  people  decide'll  be  all  right  with 
me — but  thanks  for  asking,  just  the 

same." 
"A  fat  lot  of  good  asking  you  did  me!" 

muttered  Gildersleeve  wrathfuUy,  and 
banged  out  of  the  store. 
The  day  •  had  one  more  tribulation for  him.  When  he  returned  home  he 

found  Margie  in  the  living  room,  look- 
ing severe. 

"Unkie,"  she  demanded,  "where  in 
the  world  have  you  been?  You've  had 
a  visitor." 

"I  have?"  Gildersleeve  sat  down 

wearily.     "Who?" 
"Mrs.  Pettibone.  She  waited  until 

after  nine  o'clock,  but  you  didn't  show 
up,  so  she's  going  to  see  you  in  your office.  Somehow  she  heard  that  you 
were  going  to  talk  about  the  new  war 
memorial  at  the  banquet  Saturday 
night,  and  she  thinks  you  ought  to 
recommend  a  new  public  library.  The 
one  we  have  is  a  disgrace,  she  says — 
and  Unkie,  she's  absolutely  right.  Have 
you  ever  been  in  there?  They  haven't 
got  a  novel  newer  than  The  Sheik, 

and — " Gildersleeve  clutched  his  head  in 

both  hands.  "Don't  you  start,  Margie," 
he  begged.  "I  warn  you,  I  can't  stand 
any  more.  Monuments,  parks,  theaters, 
and  now  a  library!  By  this  time  to- 

morrow somebody  will  be  pestering  me 
to  say  we  ought  to  build  a  stadium!" 
"Now  you're  cookin'  with  gas,  Unc! 

A  football  stadium — that's  what  we 
really  need!" 

GILDERSLEEVE  whirled.  Unheard, 
Leroy  had  come  in  arid  was  standing 

in  the  archway  between  living  room  and 
hall.  Uttering  the  cry  of  a  wounded 
banshee,  Gildersleeve  brushed  past  his 
nephew  and  sought  the  peace  of  his  own 
room  upstairs. 

At  five-thirty  on  Saturday  afternoon, 
Gildersleeve  had  not  yet  written  his 
speech.  Worse  still,  he  had  no  idea 
what  he  was  going  to  say.  Mrs.  Petti- 

bone had,  as  promised,  called  on  him 
at  his  office,  and  had  presented  the 
case  for  a  new  library  in  full  detail. 
Floyd  Munson  had  returned  to  the 
subject  of  the  park  when  Gildy  went  in 
to  get  a  shave,  and  had  been  so  elo- 

quent that  for  the  past  two  days  Gildy 
had  been  forced  to  shave  himself. 
Judge  Hooker  had  drawn  up  and 
brought  around  to  exhibit  another 
sketch  of  a  monument.  Leila  Ransome, 
apparently  knowing  that  her  theater 
had  no  partisans  except  herself,  was 
indulging  in  a  fit  of  ladylike  sulks. 

A  wild  notion  crossed  his  head  as  he 
started  to  change  from  business  clothes 
into  his  dinner-jacket.  He  could  send 
word  to  the  banquet  hall  that  he  was 
sick!  Nobody  would  expect  a  sick  man 
to  appear — particularly  tonight,  when 
it  looked  as  if  it  might  rain.  And  ac- 

tually, he  didn't  feel  too  good.  He  was pretty  sure  he  had  a  fever. 
He  was  standing,  indecisive,  in  the 

middle  of  the  bedroom  when  the  door- 
bell rang  and  Birdie  called  up  the  stairs, 

"Mistah  Gil'sleeve!  Miss  Eve  Good- 
win's here — say  she  goin'  to  the  banquet 

an'  wondered  if  you-all  wanted  to  walk 
'long  with  her." 
Gildersleeve  jumped.  Eve  Goodwin 

—cool,  crisp  Eve,  the  best  teacher  the 
high  school  had  ever  had,  and  an  ex- 

pert at  telling  when  pupils  were  really 
ill  and  when  they  weren't.  If  he  sent 
down  word  that  he  was  sick  she'd  be 
up  here — and  know  perfectly  well  the 
minute  she  set  eyes  on  him  that  he  was 
healthy  as  a  mule. 

1.  BEGIN  NOW — to  breeze  through  autumn  with 
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ness. Wonderful  for  deflaking  dry  outer  skin,  loosen- 

ing blackheads. 

2.  WHEN  DRY  (in  about  8  minutes),  rinse  off 

with  plenty  of  clear,  cool  water.  Now  your  skin  is 

silken-soft  and  smooth.  It  seems  firmer,  finer- 

textured.  And  just  see  how  it  glows — from  the 
gentle  blushing  action  of  White  Clay  Pack.  What 
a  thrilling  lift  for  your  looks! 

Srw^i/^/'  <^  mi^ -V>J 

in  skit)  6$r^ 
Help  remove  dry  outer  flakes,  blackheads... 

revive  skin  beauty... with 

Edna  Wallace  Hopper  Twin  Treatment 
aSSBSttwwifesK;*. 

3.  EVERY  DAY  there's  an  easy  way  to  help  keep 
that  marvelous  new  skin  freshness.  Start  at  base  of 

throat  and  pat  on  Hopper  Homogenized  Facial 

Cream  with  upward,  outward  strokes  (see  dia- 
gram). Cleansing,  lubricating,  softening,  this  rich 

blush-pink  cream  makes  an  ideal  powder  base,  too. 

4.  NOW  LOOK  at  your  fresher,  lovelier  complex- 
ion! P.  S.  If  your  skin  needs  a  little  extra  stimulation 

— every  day — do  this:  Squeeze  out  cotton  in  ice 
water.  Saturate  with  Hopper  Astringent  Skin  Fresh- 

ener and  pat  on  face  and  neck.  Its  gentle  tingling 
touch  makes  your  face  feel  vibrantly  alive! 

Sold  at  leading  cosmetic  counters  .  .  .  25^,  60^,  $1.00  sizes. 
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oni'our  mtl 
According  to  dermatologists^ 
your  shampoo  is  very  important. 
It  should  be  pure  and  gentle,  con- 

taining no  harsh  cleansing  ingre- 
dients that  may  attack  the  hair 

follicles  and  later  cause  you  scalp 
trouble. 

Choose  the  shampoo  that's  safe 
—packer's  pine  tar  shampoo 
or  packer's  olive  oil  shampoo. 

Year  after  year,  packer's  has 
stood  as  a  dependable  name  in 

shampoos,  the  symbol  of  tried- 
and-true  purity,  gentle,  thorough 
cleansing  that  leaves  hair  soft  and 
fresh,  effectively  cleansed  with  safe 
ingredients. 
Make  your  next  shampoo  a 

packer's  shampoo... for  PURITY, 
SAFETY  and  ECONOMY... over  75 

years  a  favorite.  On  sale  at  all 

drug,  department  and  ten-cent 
stores. 
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"I'm  just  dressing,"  he  called  down. 
"Ask  Miss  Goodwin  if  she'll  wait." 

There  was  no  escape  now.  Gloomily, 
he  put  on  his  clothes.  He  surveyed  him- 

self in  the  mirror,  getting  no  satis- 
faction from  a  reflection  which  ordi- 
narily he  would  have  thought  dis- 

tinguished. Neither  did  he  get  any 
pleasure  from  the  sight  of  Eve  smiling 
up  at  him  as  he  came  downstairs. 

"What  are  you  going  to  talk  about?" she  asked  as  they  walked  down  the 
street.     "The  new  war  memorial?" 

"Guess  so,"  Gildy  grunted.  "But  I 
don't  know  what  to  say."  For  a  moment 
he  had  an  impulse  to  confide  in  Eve  and 
ask  for  her  advice,  but  he  put  it  aside. 
"Whatever  you  say,"  Eve  said 

calmly,  "I'm  sure  it  will  be  very  in- 

teresting." 

THE  dining  room  of  Summerfield 
House  was  crowded  with  the  most 

prominent  citizens  of  town,  all  in  their 
best  clothes  and  raising  a  polite  buzz  of 
conversation.  Judge  Hooker,  in  an 
antiquated  set  of  tails,  bustled  up  to 

them,  crying,  "Ah,  Gildy!  We've  been waiting  for  you.  And  Miss  Goodwin! 
Do  those  kids  at  school  know  how 
lucky  they  are  to  get  a  chance  to  look 

at  you  every  day?"  He  winked  and 
prodded  Gildy  with  a  jovial  elbow.  It 
looked  as  though  Judge  Hooker  be- 

lieved the  monument  was  in  the  bag. 
The  banquet  began.  Fruit  cocktails. 

Fried  chicken  with  mashed  potatoes  and 
green  peas.  Waldorf  salad.  Apple  pie 
a  la  mode  and  coffee. 

"You're  very  quiet  tonight,  Throck- 
morton," Eve  said  beside  him.  "Are 

you  thinking  about  your  speech?" "Yump,"  he  said. 
Judge  Hooker  was  toastmaster.  He 

introduced  Gwendolyn  Quink,  descend- 
ant of  the  founder,  who  played  a  cornet 

solo,  and  Mrs.  Pettibone,  who  sang 
"By  the  Waters  of  Minnetonka"  and 
looked  meaningfully  at  Gildy  before  she 
sat  down.  Then,  with  a  flourish,  he 
introduced  "a  man  everyone  here  knows 
and  loves  for  his  warm  heart,  ready 
laugh,  and  keen  judgment — Water 
Commissioner  J.  Throckmorton  Gilder- 

sleeve!" 
There  was  applause. 

Gildy  stood  up.  A  funny  story  he'd heard  the  day  before  came  into  his 
head,  and_he  told  it.  Everyone  laughed, 
so  he  told  another.  This  was  greeted 
with  more  laughter,  but  during  it  he 
caught  Judge  Hooker's  eye,  and  the 
Judge  frowned  and  gave  his  head  a  tiny 
shake,  as  if  to  signal  that  this  was  no 
time  for  too  much  levity.  "But  to  turn 
to  more  serious  matters,"  Gildy  said 
hastily,  and  stopped. 
They  were  all  waiting. 
"I  want  to  talk  to  you  tonight  about 

an  important — uh — thing,"  he  said. 
"Many  good  people  of  our  town,  fol- 

lowing in  the  immortal  footsteps  of  the 
founder.  Homer  Quink,  whose  every 
thought  was  for  the  good  of  the  com- 

munity he — er — fathered,  have  come 
to  me  in  the  last  few  days  urging  a 
memorial  for  the  brave  boys  who  left 
us  to  fight  in  the  war.  It  was  suggested 
that  I  take  this  opportunity  to — ah — 
start  the  ball  rolling,  so  to  speak  .  .  ." 

He  heard  his  voice  going  on  and  on 
and  on,  stringing  one  word  out  after 
another.  Somebody  coughed,  and 
somebody  else  followed  suit,  and  Judge 
Hooker  stared  at  him  glumly. 

".  .  .  so  let's  all  get  together  and  con- tribute to  a  fund  for  a  beautiful  war 

memorial,"  he  said  desperately,  "some- thing that  will  be  a  lasting  inspiration 
to  ourselves  and  our  children.  It  can 
be  a  stone  monument,  as  some  of  you 

have  suggested — or  a  park — or  a  theater 
or  a  new  library  building — I  don't  think it  matters  much  what  we  finally  decide 
to  build,  as  long  as  we  build  something 

fine  and  permanent." A  rustle  ran  around  the  hall,  and 
people  could  be  seen  to  sit  straighter  in 
their  chairs,  ready  to  jump  to  their  feet 
and  begin  talking  as  soon  as  Gildy  had 

sat  down.  They'd  be  at  each  other's throats  in  another  five  minutes,  he 
thought,  and  it  would  be  all  his  fault. 

He  felt  a  gentle  tug  on  his  coat-tail, 
on  the  side  where  Eve  was  sitting. 
"Throckmorton!"  Her  whisper  was  low. 
Under  cover  of  taking  a  drink  of 

water,  he  bent  down  toward  her. 
"I've  been  wondering,"  Eve  whis- 

pered— "has  anybody  thought  to  ask 
the  war  veterans  what  they'd  like  to 
have  for  a  memorial?" "Huh?"  said  Gildy.  His  jaw  dropped. 
"Why — no !  And — "  A  glad  light  came 
into  his  eyes.     "Of  course!"  he  said. 

It  was  the  real  J.  Throckmorton  Gil- 
dersleeve  who  straightened  up  then  and 
faced  his  audience — a  man  unafraid, 
sure  of  himself,  a  noble  crusader.  "It 
doesn't  matter  what  we  decide  on  for 
our  war  memorial,"  he  said  loudly. 
"Just  one  thing  does  matter.  It's  got 
to  be  something  that  is  approved  of  by 

the  boys  it's  supposed  to  honor.  There's no  sense  in  the  rest  of  us,  who  stayed 
safe  at  home  throughout  the  war, 
making  up  our  minds  what  we  want. 
Who  cares  what  we  want?  It's  not  a 
memorial  to  us — it's  a  memorial  to 
every  man  who  left  this  town  and 
served  in  the  Army  or  Navy,  the  Coast 
Guard  or  Marines — those  that  came 
back  and  those  that  never  will  come 

back.  And  by  golly,  we've  got  no  right 
to  be  even  thinking  about  how  we'll 
spend  the  fund  until  we've  consulted them.  Now,  what  I  think  we  ought  to 

do  is  ask  the  different  veterans'  groups in  this  community  to  appoint  a  joint 
committee  to  sound  out  sentiment 
among  their  members,  and  report  back 
in  a  couple  of  weeks.  Meanwhile,  the 
rest  of  us  will  start  raising  the  fund. 
And  just  to  get  things  started,  I  hereby 
pledge  a  contribution  of  one  hundred 
dollars  to  the  War  Memorial  Fund!" 

EVEN  Judge  Hooker,  Mrs.  Pettibone, 
and  Floyd  Munson — 'all  looking  a  bit 

abashed — joined  in  the  storm  of  ap- 
plause that  burst  out  and  rose  to  a 

roar  as  Gildy  sat  down. 
An  hour  later,  Gildy  and  Eve  walked 

home  together.  The  stars  were  out, 
and  there  was  a  faint  smell  of  wood- 
smoke  in  the  air.  It  was  a  perfect  night, 
a  peaceful  time  in  which  to  remember 
the  congratulations,  the  pledges  rolling 
in,  the  spirit  of  goodwill  which  had 
brought  the  Founders'  Day  banquet  to 
a  beneficent  close. 

Gildy  took  Eve's  hand  and  tucked  it 
through  his  arm. 

"I  was  so  proud  of  you,  Throck- 
morton," Eve  murmured.  "The  way 

you  handled  the  situation — the  tact 
and  finesse  you  showed —  No  one  else 
in  town  could  have  done  it  so  well.  I 
just  know  the  fund  is  going  to  be  im- 

mense— and  best  of  all,  there  will  be 
no  hard  feelings  over  the  way  it  is 

spent.     There  can't  be,  after  tonight." Gildy  sighed.  At  the  moment,  he 
felt  humble.  Maybe  tomorrow  he 
would  begin  to  believe  that  consulting 
the  veterans  had  been  all  his  own  idea, 
but  tonight  he  knew  better. 

"Eve,"  he  said  with  heartfelt  grati- 
tude, "all  I  know  is  that  next  time  I 

get  myself  into  a  spot  like  that,  I'm 
going  to  make  sure  beforehand  you're 
around  to  get  me  out." 
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PERSONALITY 
What  a  wand  did  for  Cinderella,  pineapple 

does  for  old  standby  dishes!  They  become 

real  Personalities  with  the  magic  touch,  of 

Crushed,  Chunks, or  Sliced.  And  for  a  golden 

refresher  anytime,  drink  a  tall,  cool  glass  of 

Dole  Pineapple  J  idee. 

PINEAPPLESAUCE   CAKE 

Cream  I/2  cui'  shorteniiiji  with  1  cup 
sugar;  beat  in  2  e'^ii  yolivs,  1  ilrof)  almond 

sp.  each  \anilla  and  lemon 

1/j  tsp.  soda  into  2/^  cnp 
Dole  Crushed  Pineap|)le 
and  add  to  mixture.  Stir  in 

1%  cups  flour  sifted  with 
II/2  tsps.  baking  powder. 
Add  14  tsp-  salt  to  2  ejii; 
whites,  beat  stiff,  fold  in. 

Rake  in  £;reased  8"  \  B"  \ 
2"    pan   about  40   minutes. 

PACIFIC    COCKTAIL 

Arrange  chilled,  slightly  salted  tomato 
wedges.  Dole  Pineapple  Chunks,  ami 
cubes  of  cucumber  in  cocktail  glasses. 

I'our  a  little  of  the  pineapjile  syrup 
over  all,- garnish  with  perky 

sprigs  of  mint  or  water- 
cress, and  serve  very  cold  as 

a  re! resiling  and  apjietizing 

tii'st  course.  Tlie  same  com- 
bination can  be  served  with 

French  Dressing  in  cris[) 
lettuce  cu|is. wamicHiwKS 

The  Time  Between 
{Continued  from  page  39) 

She  pressed  her  lips  together,  shook 

her  hair  back  defiantly.  "We  were 
married,"  she  said  when  she  was  calmer, 
"almost  three  years  ago,  when  I  was 
working  in  Los  Angeles  and  Quent  was 
stationed  at  San  Pedro,  a  few  miles 

down  the  coast.  We  didn't  tell  any- one back  here  about  it  because  with 

my  aunt  dead  and  Quent's  parents 
separated,  we  didn't  feel  that  we  had 
anyone  really  close.  We  just  had  each 
other.  That  was  the  big  thing — to 
belong  so  completely,  to  know  that 
there  was  somebody  to  trust  and  love 

you,  and  be  altogether  on  your  side — " A  bitter  smile  curved  her  lips  briefly, 

and  was  gone.  "I  had  a  nice  apartment 
in  Los  Angeles,  one  I'd  shared  with  a 
girl  friend  before  I  was  married,  and 
Quent  managed  to  get  a  pass  almost 
every  weekend.  We  were  very  happy, 
until  one  week  he  came  in  on  a  Friday 
instead  of  a  Saturday,  quite  late  at 
night,  and  found  me  kissing  a  soldier 

in  the  patio."  She  looked  at  me  side- 
wise.     "Aren't  you  shocked?" 

"No,"  I  said.  "I  assume  that  there 

must   have   been   good    reason   for   it." 

SHE  nodded  vehemently.  "I  thought 
there  was — but  Quent  didn't.  What 

had  happened  was  that  one  of  the  girls 
I  worked  with  had  taken  sick  earlier  in 
the  week.  She  was  new  in  town,  with- 

out friends,  and  her  husband,  a  soldier, 
was  expecting  to  be  shipped  out  any 

day.  She'd  been  living  in  a  miserable little  room,  and  I  moved  her  into  my 
apartment,  and  was  so  busy  taking  care 
of  her  that  I  didn't  have  time  to  write 
to  Quent.  On  Friday  night  she  went 
to  the  hospital — she  was  to  be  operated 
on  in  the  morning.  I  went  with  her 
and  her  husband,  and  he  took  me  home 
afterward.  I  took  him  in  and  made  him 
coffee  and  sandwiches,  and  promised 
I'd  go  to  see  Jean  at  the  hospital  every 
day  and  then  let  her  stay  with  me 
until  she  was  well.  The  poor  boy  had 
been  nearly  crazy.  He  was  sure  he 
wouldn't  get  to  see  her  again  before  he 
left,  and  when  I  said  I'd  look  after  her, 
he  was  so  grateful  he  cried.  I  was  so 
sorry  for  him  I  felt  like  crying,  too, 
and  when  he  kissed  me  goodbye — well, 
it  was  a  real  kiss.  That's  all  Quent 
saw.  He  didn't  see  that  at  that 
moment  I  was  the  only  person  in  the 
world  Tom  could  depend  upon;  he 
didn't  see  that  I  kissed  Tom  back  be- 

cause— -well,  I  was  so  terribly  sorry 
for  him,  and  lots  of  times  you  feel 

sort  of  tender  toward  someone  you're 

sorry  for." 
I  nodded.  "Anyway,"  she  went  on, 

"Quent  marched  up  to  us,  and  there'd 
have  been  a  fight  if  I  hadn't  made  Tom 
leave.  He  was  late,  and  I  thought  he'd gone  through  enough  that  day.  Then 
I  tried  to  explain  to  Quent,  and  he 
wouldn't  listen.  He  said  finally  that 
he  understood,  and  he  said  'Forget it' — and  that's  what  made  me  furious. 
Forget  it — as  if  he  were  forgiving  me! 
And  it  was  he  who'd  been  wrong;  he 
who  owed  me  an  apology.  I  told 

him  that  if  he  didn't  have  any  more 
faith  in  me  than  he'd  just  shown,  I'd rather  forget  our  marriage,  and  he 
said  that  was  all  right  with  him.  He 
walked  out  then,  and  went  back  to 

San  Pedro. "- I  waited-.  Surely  there  was  more.  Even 
a  very  young  girl,  even  a  proud,  high- 

strung  girl  like  Connie,  wouldn't  be foolish  enough  to  let  her  marriage  be 



ruined  for  so  little  reason,  unpleasant 
though  it  was.  But  Connie  said  nothing, 
and  I  asked  finally,  "Was  that  all?" 

She  shrugged.  "Just  about.  Oh,  he 
came  to  see  me  again — but  nothing  was 
ever  right  between  us  after  that.  I  sup- 

pose Quent  had  started  to  pay  attention 
to  the  talk  of  other  men  at  the  base — 
talk  of  unfaithful  wives  and  all  that 

sort  of  thing.  He'd  look  around  the 
apartment  suspiciously,  and  he'd  say 
little  things — and  finally  I  couldn't 
stand  it  any  more.  Quent  signed  the 
papers  permitting  me  to  divorce  him — 
and  I  didn't  even  know  when  he  was 
shipped  out.  Sometime  while  the  di- 

vorce was  in  process — I  didn't  care.  All 
I  cared  was  that  he  left  before  he  found 
out  about  Robbie." 
My  heart  turned  to  stone  within  me. 

I  didn't  have  to  ask  who  Robbie  was. 
Her  voice  when  she  spoke  his  name, 
the  look  on  her  face,  were  enough  to  tell 
me.  "He  was  born  a  few  months  after 
the  divorce,"  said  Connie.  "I  never  in- 

tended that  Quent  should  know  about 
him.  That's  why  I  came  back  here — to 
live  cheaply,  to  save  every  cent  so  that 
I  could  some  day  buy  a  shop  in  Cali- 
fornia." 

I  stared  at  her,  too  stunned  to  think. 
That  she  had  been  married  was  shock 
enough — and  yet,  I  could  understand  it, 
had  almost  expected  something  of  the 
sort.  But  that  she'd  been  divorced  over 
a  misunderstanding  that  a  few  calm 
words  could  have  cleared  away,  that  she 
had  borne  Quent's  son,  intended  to  rear 
him  alone — I  couldn't  grasp  it.  Connie herself  seemed  a  child  to  me — a  child 
who  was  sitting  here  as  calmly  dis- 

posing of  her  own  life,  and  a  man's,  and 
a  little  boy's,  as  if  she  were  playing with  dolls! 

"Where  is  Robbie  now?"  I  asked. 
"With  my  cousins  in  California.  That's 

why  Quent  came  to  see  me.  I  mean — 
one  of  his  old  buddies  from  San  Pedro, 
who  knew  both  of  us  but  who'd  been 
out  of  touch  with  Quent  for  a  couple  of 
years  and  didn't  know  about  the  di- 

vorce, went  to  see  my  cousins  .  .  .  and 
he  found  out  about  Robbie,  and  told 
Quent.  Quent  came  here  this  afternoon 
to  ask  me  to  re-marry  him — for  Rob- 

bie's sake!" 
I  was  so  relieved  that  Quent  knew 

about  his  son  that  I  missed  the  bitter- 
ness with  which  she  said  "for  Robbie's 

sake!"  All  I  could  think  was  that  Quent 
knew,  and  he  could  straighten  things 
out.  Undoubtedly,  his  had  been  the 
fault  in  the  beginning,  but  I  had  faith 
in  the  Quent  who  had  come  to  the  house 
this  spring,  faith  in  the  firm,  self- 
confident    look    of    him.     Quent    would 

make  things  right  for  Connie  and  him. 
Because  they  still  loved  each  other. 

There  wasn't  a  doubt  in  my  mind  but 
that  Connie  still  loved  Quent.  She 
wouldn't  be  fighting  him  so  hard  if  she 
didn't,  and  there  were  the  tears  she'd 
shed  into  her  pillow  at  night,  and  the 
quick  about-face  in  her  way  of  living 
after  he'd  come  back  to  town.  I  was 
as  sure  that  he  still  loved  her,  remem- 

bering now  how  he'd  looked  when  he'd 
seen  her  that  night  here  at  the  house, 
and  how  he'd  hung  around,  watching 
the  door  after  she'd  gone  out,  and  his 
coming  straight  to  her  after  he'd  learned about  Robbie.  .  .  . 

Connie's  lip  curled  scornfully.  "As 
if  I'd  go  back  to  him!  I  was  alone  when 
Robbie  was  born,  and  I've  taken  care 
of  him  every  minute  of  his  life  so  far. 

If  Quent. thinks  he  can  step  in  now — " 
"But,  Connie,  do  you  think  he  meant 

it  that  way?  Don't  you  think  he  means 
it  for  Robbie's  best  interests — " 

She  laughed  harshly.  "That's  what  he 
said,  at  first.  But  when  I  refused,  and 
he  knew  I  meant  it,  the  truth  came  out. 
He  wants  Robbie,  and  he  says  if  he 

can't  share  him  with  me,  he'll — he'll 
have  him  taken  away  from  me." 

I  felt  sick.  Suddenly,  the  whole  fright- 
ening picture  fell  into  place — the  pic- 

ture of  Connie  warped  by  hurt  and  bit- 
terness, refusing  to  believe  anything 

good  of  Quent,  the  picture  of  Connie 
tearing  her  life  down  around  her  out  of 
her  own  blindness  and  rebellion.  Be- 

cause Quent  could  take  Robbie  away 
from  her — and  Connie  herself  had  made 
it  possible.  I  knew  Rushville  Center, 
knew  that  it  liked  Quent.  And  Connie — 
well,  her  behavior  lately  would  not  be 
in  her  favor  if  it  came  to  a  contest. 

I  tried  to  keep  my  voice  steady  as  I 
said,  "I'm  sure  he  wouldn't  do  that, 
Connie.  He  would  have  to  go  to  court, 
and  there'd  be  trouble  and  unpleasant- 

ness— " 

Her  chin  lifted,  and  her  eyes  glowed 
with  a  dark  fire,  as  if  she  would  wel- 

come trouble.  "He'd  better  not  try! 
I'll  fight  him  with  everything  I've  got. 
I'll  show  him — " I  had  to  stop  her.  She  was  working 
herself  into  a  real  fury.  "Connie,"  I 
said  carefully,  "don't  you  feel  at  all 
sorry  for  Quent?" 

She  looked  at  me  blankly.  "Feel  sorry 

for  him!" "Yes.  A  father  has  a  right  to  know 
his  child,  and  you're  taking  a  great  deal 

upon  yourself — " She  stood  up,  walked  a  few  steps 

angrily.  "Robbie  is  my  child- — and 
Quent  gave  up  any  right  he  had  over 
me,  or  anything  that's  mine,  when  he 
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treated  me  as  he  did.  Maybe  women 

used  to  have  to  stand  for  a  man's 
treating  them  any  old  way  they  pleased 

— but  they  don't  any  more.  I'm  free  and 
self-supporting,  and  I  can  care  for 

Robbie  as  well  as   Quent  can — " 
There  it  was  again.  Connie  waved  her 

independence  like  a  flag.  I  bit  my 
tongue,  made  myself  say  reasonably, 
"Have  you  ever  stopped  to  think  what 
may  have  made  Quent  act  and  talk  as 
he  did?  I  don't  think  he  behaved  very 
well — but  then,  he'd  never  had  a  very 
good  example  set  for  him.  He's  a  fine 
boy,  and  everyone  here  likes  him — ^but did  it  ever  occur  to  you  that  his  home 
background  may  have  given  him  a  feel- 

ing of  insecurity  that  could  make  him 
flare  up  at  the  slightest  hint  of  danger 
to  the  home  he  shared  with  you?  He 
knows  how  divorce  can  affect  a  child, 

Connie.  That's  why  he  must  be  sincere 

in  wanting  to — " I'd  gone  rattling  on — and  I  should 
have  known  from  the  first  sentence  that 
there  was  no  use  trying  to  talk  to 
Connie  that  day.  She  stared  at  me,  her 
eyes  widening,  darkening,  and  then  she 
cried  out  in  a  breaking  voice,  "Oh,  you 
— you're  on  Ifds  side!"  And  she  ran  from 
the  room,  up  the  stairs. 

1  CROSSED  to  my  chair  by  the  fire- place, picked  up  my  knitting  with 
shaking  fingers.  Dinner  was  forgotten;  I 
had  to  do  something  with  my  hands.  It 
was  too  bad,  I  told  myself  angrily,  that 
one  could  live  to  be  as  old  as  I  was,  and 

yet  not  learn  to  hold  one's  tongue.  I should  have  waited  until  she  was 
calmer,  until  she  had  had  a  chance  to 
think  and  was  no  longer  under  the 

strain  of  Quent's  visit.  Next  time,  I'd be  more  careful.  .  .  . 

But  there  weren't  any  next  times. 
I  simply  could  not  talk  to  Connie  after 
that — not  about  anything  that  mattered. 
She  was  friendly;  she  was  pleasant — 
and,  yes,  she  began  to  stay  at  home 
once  in  a  while — but  I  could  not  reach 
her.  I  could  not,  of  course,  talk  to  her 
when  Fay  was  with  us,  and  when  we 
were  alone,  she  was  on  guard  every 
minute  against  a  mention  of  Robbie  or 
Quent.  Most  alarming  of  all  was  the 
fact  that  Quent  neither  telephoned  nor 

called  at  the  house  again,  as  I'd  hoped — 
expected — he  would.  The  days  slipped 
by  without  a  word  from  him,  and  each 
day  his  silence  seemed  steadily  more 
ominous. 

It  was  Shuffle  who  inadvertently  told 
me  that  my  fears  were  well  grounded, 
the  ddy  he  came  to  drive  me  and  my 
contributions  to  the  charity  bazaar  at 

the  church.  "Do  you  suppose  the  Jonas 
boy  is  having  trouble.  Ma?"  he  asked 
me.  "I  saw  him  go  into  George  Fergu- 

son's office  this  morning — " I  skipped  a  breath.  George  Ferguson 
is  Rushville  Center's  foremost  lawyer. 
"Seen  him  up  there  two-three  times," 
Shuffle  went  on.  "It  must  be  something 
urgent,  because  I  know  Ferguson's  busy 

right  now." "Maybe,"  I  suggested,  "it  has  some- 
thing to  do  with  the  veterans'  bene- 

fits—" 

But  I  knew  it  hadn't.  All  I  could 
think  of  was  Connie's  face  when  she 
spoke  of  Robbie,  Connie  crying  at  night. 
If  I  could  only  find  a  way  to  make  her 
listen.  .  .  . 

Well,  as  always  .  .  .  God  works  in 
mysterious  ways.  And  I  think  God 

must  have  a  sense  of  humor,  too.  There's no  other  way  of  explaining  what  struck 
me  that  afternoon  at  the  bazaar.  I  was 
looking  at  a  nice  old  pewter  pitcher, 
when  I  heard  Mrs.  Joe  Elton's  voice 
across  the  room.  She  was  lifting  some- 

thing out  of  a  suitbox,  laughing.    "It's 
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my  first  party  outfit,"  she  was  saying 
to  the  women  around  her.  "I  saved  it 
for  years,  but  now  that  we're  moving, 
I  just  had  to  get  rid  of  it.  But  can  you 
imagine  ever  wearing  anything  like 
that — "  There  were  exclamations, 
screams  of  laughter  from  the  women. 
I  took  a  good  look  at  the  dress  Mary 
Elton  was  holding  up  before  her,  and 

crossed  over  to  her.  "I'll  buy  it,  Mary," I  said.  .  .  . 
Everything  worked  perfectly.  Fay 

went  out  after  supper  that  evening,  and 
Connie  and  I  were  left  alone.  Connie 

didn't  go  straight  upstairs,  either,  as  she usually  did.  Instead,  she  sat  down  on 
the  couch,  began  aimlessly  to  turn  the 
dial  of  the  radio.  I  carried  the  box  I'd 
brought  from  the  bazaar  into  the  living 
room,  began  to  open  it.  Connie  watched 

me  idly.'  "What  is  that,  Ma?" 
"A  dress  I  bought  at  the  bazaar. 

Would  you  like  to  model  it  for  me?" She  looked  puzzled  as  I  lifted  the 
folds  of  pale-colored  georgette  from 
the  box,  but  her  eyes  were  alight  with 
interest.  She  really  was  a  child,  I 
thought;  any  sort  of  dress-up  game 
appealed  to  her. 

WHILE  she  was  upstairs  changing,  I 
went  into  Fay's  room,  searched 

through  her  dressing  table  until  I  found 
an  old  lipstick,  grainy  with  age,  but  of 
the  proper  garish  shade.  I  took  rouge, 
too,  and  a  comb,  and  the  whitest  powder 
I  could  find,  carried  them  back  to  the 
living  room.  Connie  came  downstairs, 
fingering  the  panels  of  the  short, 
straight  skirt,  the  huge  rose  that  rode 

jauntily  on  one  hip-bone.  "How  in  the 
world  did  you  come  to  buy  this — " 

I  couldn't  help  smiling.  "Wait,"  I 
said,  "you're  not  complete."  She  stood 
while  I  combed  her  hair  straight  back, 
slick  against  her  head,  in  the  best  imi- 

tation I  could  manage  of  a  boyish  bob. 
I  added  spit  curls  at  cheekbone  and 

forehead,  made  a  pursy  little  cupid's 
bow  of  Connie's  nice,  generous  mouth, 
applied  two  high  bright  spots  of  rouge 
and  a  generous  dusting  of  white  pow- 

der. Then  I  turned  her  to  the  mirror. 

"Too  bad,"  I  said.  "Your  eyebrows  ought 
to  be  a  hairline  .  .  .  but  if  you'll  put 
your  hand  on  your  hip  and  throw  your 
hips  forward  and  cave  your  chest  in  a 

bit,  you'll  achieve  the  flapper  swagger. 
I  think  that's  what  it  was   called — " 

Connie  laughed  in  spite  of  herself. 

"Ma,  really!  Women  never  dressed  like 
this!  Why,  the  waist  is  down  on  my 
hips!  And  my  knees — " 

"Oh,  yes,  they  did,"  I  assured  her, 
"just  about  the  time  you  were  born. 
And  if  you  want  to  know,  that's  about 
the  way  you  look  to  me  in  your  every- 

day clothes." She  swung  around,  staring  at  me. 
There  was  a  suspicion  in  her  eyes,  but 

I  wasn't  afraid.  I  had  her  interest  now; 
she  would  listen.  "You  see,"  I  said, 
"things  were  all  mixed  up  after  the  last 
war,  just  as  they  are  now.  There  was  a 
great  deal  of  talk  about  the  emancipa- 

tion of  women,  and  women  did  a  lot  of 
silly  things  to  prove  how  emancipated 
they  were.  They  shaved  the  backs  of 

their  neck's  and  cultivated  a  flat- chested  look,  and  tried  to  look  and  act 
as  much  like  men  as  possible.  And  the 
crimes  that  were  committed  in  the 
name  of  freedom  and  independence — ! 
Why,  Quent's  parents  would  be  together 
today  if  Evelyn  Jonas  hadn't  thought  it 
was  smart  to  prove  she  could  get  along 
without  Quent's  father.  I  notice  she 
married  again,  soon  enough,  after  she 
found  out  that  Will  Jonas  wasn't  com- 

ing back  to  her." Connie    moved    restlessly,    lifted    the 
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prickly  georgette  away  from  her  shoul- 
ders. It  was  a  hot  night  for  May,  and 

even  though  the  doors  and  windows 
stood  open,  the  room  was  warm. 

"All  of  it,"  I  went  on,  "grew  out  of 
the  fact  that  during  the  war  a  lot  of 
women  who'd  never  before  worked  out- 

side their  homes  had  jobs — men's  jobs, 
many  of  them.  The  same  kind  they  had 
in  this  war.  They  had  pay  checks  for 
the  first  time,  and  they  thought  that 
their  pay  checks  made  them  indepen- 

dent." 

Her  head  went  up.  "Well,  why 
shouldn't  they?  If  they  could  take  care 

of  themselves — " "Taking  care  of  themselves  didn't 
seem  to  make  them  happy,  in  the  long 
run,"  I  said  softly.  "Are  you  happy, 

Connie — all  alone?" She  stared  at  me  without  answering. 

Then  she  said,  "Besides,  it  isn't  the 
same.    I  worked  before  the  war." 

"At  Miss  Florence's.  The  difference 
between  what  she  paid  you  and  your 
war  plant  salary  was  probably  as  great 
as  the  difference  between  no  pay  at  all 
and  a  weekly  salary  twenty-five  years 
ago.  You  couldn't  have  paid  for  your 
baby  all  by  yourself,  and  paid  for  its 
care,  on  what  you  made  at  Miss  Flor- 

ence's. You'd  have  had  to  turn  to 

Quent." 

SHE  shut  her  lips  in  a  firm,  tight  line. "Never!" 

"Then  what  would  you  have  done?" 
Her  eyes  avoided  mine.  "I — I'd  have 

managed  some  way."  But  she  didn't sound  convincing — or  convinced. 
"The  sad  part  of  it,"  I  went  on,  "is 

that  money  was — ^and  is — a  false  issue, 
Connie.  Why,  women  have  always 
earned  their  way  in  this  world,  even  if 
their  services  weren't  measured  in  cash. 
A  light  washing  fifty  years  ago,  for  in- 

stance, meant  carrying  wood  and  water,' and  heating  the  water  in  kettlefuls  on 
a  slow  wood  range,  or  even  over  an 
open  fire,  sometimes,  and  the  irons  were 
great,  twenty-pound  things  .  .  .  you 
think  that  wasn't  a  man-sized  job?  The 
fact  that  women  have  lately  started  to 
work  more  outside  their  own  homes 
doesn't  alter  the  real  facts  much.  Money 
doesn't  make  a  woman  independent  of 
her  man— don't  you  ever  believe  that 
for  a  minute,  Connie.  It  may  give  her  a 

roof  over  her  head,  but  it  doesn't  give her  a  home.  It  can  buy  an  awful  lot  of 

things,  but  it  can't  buy  love  and  com- 
panionship. Money  can't  give  a  girl  a 

partner  in  life — a  person  to  share  things 

with,  to  talk  things  over  with.  It  can't take  the  place  of  a  father  to  a  little 

boy — " 

Connie's  face  went  whiter  than  the 
powder.  "Better  no  father  at  all  than 
a  bad  one,  Ma — "  But  it  was  an  unfair 
argument  to  apply  to  Quent,  and  she 

knew  it.  She  amended,  "Anyway,  we'd 
be  fighting  all  the  time.  That's  no  decent 

home  life." 
"Of  course  you'll  fight,"  I  told  her, 

"unless  you  grow  up  and  have  sense 
enough  not  to.  A  child  fights  with 
everyone.  You  and  Quent  have  both 

behaved  very  badly,  and  you're  being 
criminally  childish  in  not  admitting  it. 
You — "  I  stopped  a  moment,  sure  that 
I  had  heard  a  step  on  the  porch.  But 

apparently  Connie  hadn't  heard,  and  I started  to  go  on.  Then,  out  of  the  comer 
of  my  eye,  I  saw  something  that  Connie 
didn't  see — a  shadow  on  the  open  door. 
And  I  knew,  somehow,  as  well  as  I 
knew  my  own  name,  who  it  was.  Quent. 
My  heart  began  to  beat  a  sight  faster 

than  a  woman  my  age  likes  it  to,  and 
when  I  spoke  again  I  had  to  force  my- 

self to  go  on,  to  sound  natural,  knowing 
that  in  a  way  I  was  betraying  Connie. 



But  there  were  things  that  ought  to  be 
said — ^things  that  both  of  them  ought 
to  hear. 

"You  need  Quent,  Connie,"  I  said. 
"You  wouldn't  be  lying  awake  nights, 
crying,  if  you  didn't.  And  Quent  needs 
you.  He's  foolish  not  to  admit  it,  and 
not  to  admit  he's  wrong — " 

"I  tried  to,  Ma — I  tried  to  admit  it. 
I  tried  to  tell  her."  Quent  stepped  into the  room. 

Connie  gave  a  little  scream,  and  her 
hands  went  up,  as  if  to  hide  the  break- 
ing-up  of  her  face.  For  a  moment  she 
was  as  still  as  stone,  and  then  she  made 
a  little  darting  movement,  like  a  fright- 

ened animal  that  wants  to  run  away. 
But  Quent  caught  her,  held  her  firmly 
by  the  wrist. 

"I  tried  to  tell  her.  Ma,"  he  repeated. 
He  was  saying  it  to  me,  but  it  was 
Connie  his  eyes  were  on — as  if  he 
hadn't  seen  her  in  a  long,  long  time, as  if  he  might  never  see  her  again. 
Hungry  and  pleading  and  prideful,- all 
at  once.  "I  tried,  but  I  guess  I  used 
the  wrong  words  or  something,  because 
she  wouldn't  believe  me." 

Connie  found  her  tongue  then.  "How 
could  I?"  she  flared.  "You — you  threat- 

ened me.  You  said  you'd  take  Robbie!" 

1  COULD  see  the  little  muscles  at  the 
corners  of  his  mouth  twitching  and 

all  of  a  sudden  I  was  desperately  sorry 
for  him.  Sorrier,  even,  than  I  was  for 

Connie.  He'd  tried,  only  what  he'd  tried 
had  been  all  wrong,  poor  Quent! 

"I  was  wrong  about  that,  too,"  he  told 
her,  and  the  pleading  had  come  into  his 
voice,  too,  now.  "I  realized  that,  after 
I  started  to  talk  to  Lawyer  Ferguson 
about  it.  I — I  could  never  have  gone 
through  with  a  thing  like  that,  Connie. 
It  was  just — just  words,  ail  of  them  try- 

ing to  make  things  better,  and  all  of 
them  always  making  things  worse!" 

He  drew  her  closer,  looked  down  into 
her  face — into  her  eyes,  and  what  was 
behind  them.  And  his  voice  was  very 
gentle.  "Connie — did  you  really  cry? 
Did  you — "  And  then  he  seemed  to 
notice,  for  the  first  time,  the  get-up  I'd 
put  on  her.  "Connie,  for  Pete's  sake, 
what  have  you  got  on?" 

I  thought  for  a  minute  she'd  flare  up 
again.  I  could  almost  hear  her  saying, 
Quent  Jonas,  don't  you  yell  at  me!  But 
she  didn't,  after  all.  Bless  her  heart, 
she  giggled  like  a  little  girl.  And  then 
they  were  both  laughing — together. 

"Ma  got  the  dress  at  the  rummage 
sale  today,"  Connie  explained,  "and 
she— asked  me  to  put  it  on  because — " 

"For  a  joke?"  Quent  finished  for  her. 
"Gosh,  Ma,  did  girls  really — " 

But  Connie  interrupted.  "No,  not  for 
a  joke,  Quent.  I — I'd  like  to  tell  you 
about  it  sometime.  Not  now."  Her 
laughter  was  all  gone,  and  her  eyes,  as 
she  looked  up  at  him,  had  grown  sud- 

denly gentle. 
He  nodded,  as  if  he  imderstood,  and 

patted  her  shoulder.  "Well,  anyway,  go 
wash  your  face  and  change  your  clothes, 

Connie — you  can't  go  anywhere  looking 
like  that." 
Although  she  knew  the  answer  by 

then,  she  asked  him,  "Where  am  I 
going,  Quent?" 
He  grinned.  "Watch  your  grammar, 

darling — it's  we.  We  are  going — ^home." 
I  guess  they  forgot  all  about  me,  then. 

They  forgot  about  the  whole  world, 
holding  each  other  tight  like  that,  after 
such  a  long  time,  and  saying  all  the 
sweet,  half-finished  little  things  that 
people  in  love  always  say  to  each  other. 

But  I  didn't  mind.  I  just  slipped  off  to 
the  kitchen  and  made  myself  a  good 
cup  of  tea.    I  needed  it. 

New  Help  for  Linoleums - 
a  Wax  that's  Tlasticized "! 

Easy  as  mopping!  Just  pour  out  a  little  O-Cedar  Self  Polishing  Wax  is  "plasti- 
O-Cedar  Self  Polishing  Wax  on  your  lino-  cized"  to  dry  with  i  lovelier  gleam  if  you 
leum  and  spread  with  a  soft  cloth  or  ap-  don't  use  pressure.  O-Cedar  dries  faster, 
plier,  using  an  easy  stroke.  No,  don't  rub!  too— in  a  record  17  minutes! 

Quick  cleaning!  Just  wipe  up  spills  and  ing'plasticized"  finish.  You  can  skip  heavy 
splashes  with  a  paper  towel.  Get  'em  quick  scrubbing  with  O-Cedar  Self  Polishing 
—and  there's  no  harm  done  to  that  gleam-      Wax  on  your  floors. 

Lasts  longer!  Weeks  after  you've  given  your  floor  a  quick-and- 
easy  O-Cedar  waxing,  its  "plasticized"  finish  is  still  gleaming, 
still  saving  you  work.  Remember,  it's  O-Cedar— "the  greatest 

help  in  housekeeping." 

edar  self  polishing  wax o<^ 
WHEN  YOU  WANT  A  PASTE  WAX  -say  O-Cedar,  too. 
Its  "balanced  formula"  makes  O-Cedar  Paste  Wax  soft 
enough  for  easy  application,  hard  enough  for  longer 

wear.  O-Cedar  Corp'n,  Chicago,  111.;  Toronto,  Can. 

O-CEDAR     "THE     GREATEST     HELP     IN     HOUSEKEEPING" 
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BORDERLINE  ANEMIA 
* 

leaves  girls  listless  and  lonesome! 

How  thousands  who  are  pale  and  tired  because  of  this  blood 

deficiency  may  find  renewed  energy  with  ironized  Yeast  Tablets 

IISTLESS  GIRLS — girls  who  are  low  on 

■^  pep  and  "personality"— can  often 
blame  their  blood.  For  medical  records 

show  that  up  to  68%  of  the  women  ex- 
amined—many men— are  the  victims  of 

a  Borderline  Anemia,  resulting  from  a 
ferro-nutritional  blood  deficiency. 

Yes,  if  you're  pale  and  weary  with- 
out quite  knowing  why,  you  may  be  a 

victim  of  this  common  Borderline  Ane- 
mia. Your  red  blood  cells  may  be  too 

faded  and  puny  to  release  all  the  ener- 
gy you  need.  If  so,  build  up  your  red 

blood  cells— your  supply  line  of  energy. 

Help  Build  Blood,  Energy 
with  Ironized  Yeast  Tablets 

Take  Ironized  Yeast  if  your  color  and 

pep  seem  to  have  faded  due  to  a  Bor- 
derline Anemia.  Ironized  Yeast  Tablets 

are  specially  formulated  to  combat 
Borderline  Anemia,  to  help  bring  your 
red  blood  cells  back  to  full  size  and 
health  and  thus  restore  your  normal 

energy  and  appeal.  Of  course,  continu- 
ing tiredness,  listlessness  and  pallor 

may  be  caused  by  other  conditions,  so 
consult  your  physician  regularly.  But 
when  you  have  this  Borderline  Anemia, 
when  you  envy  others  their  energy, 

take  Ironized  Yeast  Tablets.  They'll 
help  you  build  up  your  red  blood  cells 
—your  natural  vitality  and  charm. 

'i'BORDERLINE   ANEMIA 

resulting  from  a  ferro-nutritionat' 
blood  deficiency  can  cause 

TIREDNESS  •  LISTLESSNESS  •  PALLOR 

Energy-Building  Blood.This 
is  a  microscopic  view  of 

blood  rich  in  energy  ele- 
ments. Here  are  big, 

plentiful  red  cells  that 
release  energy  to  every 
muscle,  limb,  tissue. 

Borderline  Anemia.  Many 
have  blood  like  this; 
never  know  it.  Cells  are 

puny,  faded.  Blood  like 
this  can't  release  the 
energy  you  need  to  feel 
and  look  your  best. 

Ironized  Yeast 
TABLETS 

ji  ̂ li 

Facing  the  Music 
(Continued  from  page  4)  tease,  Jon 
fied  from  the  pit,  up  the  aisle  and  into the  street. 

Gart's  special  pride  these  days  is  the 
Jon  Gart  trio  (organ,  harp,  and  vio- 

lin) which  can  be  heard  daily  over 
Mutual. 

Despite  all  these  etheral  activities, 
Gart  is  not  too  well  known.  The  other 
day  he  was  stopped  on  the  street  by  a 
stranger,  who  announced,  "Say,  I  re- 

member you  from  radio.  Weren't  you 

on  WFBH?" 

*  m  * 

Andy  Russell  has  scored  such  a  hit 
on  The  Hit  Parade  that,  if  plans  can 
be  worked  out  between  the  baritone 
and  the  cigarette  sponsor,  he  will  con- 

tinue on  the  show  in  the  Fall,  broad- 
casting from  Hollywood.  The  major 

portion  of  the  program — Joan  Edwards 
and  Mark  Warnow's  orchestra — will 
remain  in  New  York,  and  a  special 
band  will  be  hired  just  to  accompany 
Andy  on  the  West  Coast.  In  addition  to 
this  chore,  Andy  will  probably  return 
to  the  Joan  Davis  show. 
Andy  did  so  well  at  the  New  York 

Paramount  this  summer  that  in  addi- 
tion   to    his    reported    $5,000    a    week 

NEW  RECORDS 
Ken  Alden  recommends: 

FRANK  SINATRA:  Takes  two 

new  tunes,  "How  Cute  You  Can 
Be"  and  "Five  Minutes  More"  in 
his  stride.  (Columbia) 
BOYD  RAEBURN:  A  superior 

orchestra  revives  "Summertime" and  "You've  Got  Me  Crying 
Again."  (Musicraft) 
ARTIE  SHAW:  The  unpredict- 

able jazzist  scores  with  two  show 

tunes,  "Got  the  Sun  in  the  Morn- 
ing" from  "Annie  Get  Your  Gun" 

and  "Along  With  me"  from  "Call 
Me  Mister"  and  it's  all  very  pleas- 

ant. (Musicraft) 
XAVIER  CUGAT:  With  Buddy 

Clark  doing  the  lyrics,  here's  a 
tip-top  disc  treatment  of  "South 
America,  Take  It  Away"  and 
"Chiquita  Banana,"  the  familiar 
refrigerator  warning.  (Columbia) 
WOODY  HERMAN:  What  Woody 

does  to  "Humoresque"  won't please  the  longhairs  but  most  of 
us  won't  mind.  By  the  way,  it's 
now  called  "Mabel,  Mabel."  Re- 

verse is  the  tune  "Linger  In  My 
Arms."  (Columbia) 
JANE  FROMAN:  Certainly 

among  the  country's  best  song 
stylists.  You'll  know  why  when 
you  hear  her  sing  "I  Got  Lost  In 
His  Arms"  and  "Millionaires 
Don't  Whistle."  (Majestic) 
VAUGHN  MONROE:  The  mus- 

cular-voiced juke  box  star  is  in 

form  singing  and  playing  "When 
The  Angelus  Is  Ringing"  and 
"Just  the  Other  Day,"  the  latter 
being  a  dressed-up  version  of  a 
radio  jingle.  (Victor) 
ELLA  FITZGERALD-LOUIS 
JORDAN:  A  crack  combination 
whip  out  the  crazy  Calypso 
"Stone  Cold  Dead  In  The  Market" 
and  "Petootie  Pie."  (Decca) 
ST.  LOUIS  WOMAN:  An  album 
of  hits  from  the  Broadway  musi- 

cal with  the  original  sepia  cast. 
A  disc  treasure.  (Capitol) 
SPIKE  JONES:  You  know  what 

to  expect  of  "Hawaiian  War 
Chant"  and  "Glow  Worm."  (Vic- 

tor) 
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salary,    the    happy    management    gave 
him  a  munificent  bonus. 

*  *  * 

Johnny  Desmond  quit  that  NBC  pro- 
gram because  of  difference  of  opinion 

with  the  sponsor.  However,  the  chances 
are  that  the  ex-GI  will  be  back  on  the 
air  again  with  a  new  bankroller. *  *  * 

I  spent  some  time  with  Dinah  Shore 
and  her  husband  George  Montgomery 
when  the  happy  pair  were  in  New 

York  recently.  It  was  George's  first 
glimpse  of  Gotham,  and  Dinah,  who 
first  gained  attention  in  the  Big  Town, 
got  a  great  kick  showing  her  movie 
mate  the  sights.  Neither  of  them 
drinks  or  smokes  and  wherever  they 
went,  21,  the  Starlight  Roof,  or  the 
Stork,  knowing  headwaiters  immedi- 

ately dispatched  their  underlings  to  set 
up  orangeades  and  cookies  for  the 
couple. 

I  asked  Dinah  what  her  major  en- 
tertainment thrill  was  on  this  belated 

honeymoon- vacation. 
"Seeing  the  young  comedian  Peter 

Lind  Hayes  at  the  Copacabana,"  she 
replied.  "I  predict  he  will  be  one  of 
our  biggest  radio  and  movie  stars." Both  Dinah  and  Ginny  Simms  have 
been  trying  to  get  young  Hayes  to  join 
their  radio  programs.  Incidentally, 
Dinah  has  got  herself  a  brand  new 
sponsor.  She  turned  down  offers  to  co- 
star  with  Frank  Sinatra  and  Bob  Burns. 

*  *  * 
The  band  New  York  is  talking  about 

is  piloted  by  young  Elliot  Lawrence,  a 
promising  Philadelphia  pianist  and 
son  of  Stan  Broza,  program  director  of 
WCAU,  Philadelphia.  He  was  a  solid 
hit  at  his  New  York  Hotel  Pennsyl- 

vania debut  and  veteran  dance  band 
experts   compared   Elliot   with   Claude 
Thornhill. ^  ^  * 

Jo     Stafford     dropped     those     forty 
pounds  by  strict  dieting.    Incidentally, 
Jo  beat  out  Dinah  Shore  in  Billboard 

magazine's   popularity   poll   of   college students.  It  was  the  first  time  since  the 

poll's  advent  that  Dinah  lost  first  place. 
Peggy  Lee  jumped  to  third  position  and 
Ginny  Simms  dropped  down  to  twelfth. *  *  * 
Charles  Trenet's  temperament  is 

holding  up  the  ambitious  plans  his 
well-wishers  mapped  out  for  him.  The 
singing  Frenchman  lost  a  number  of 
friends  when  he  refused  to  cooperate 
with  publicity  and  magazine  people 
and  provoked  arguments  with  the  or- 

chestra   accompanying    him. *  *  * 

Unless  Hildegarde  substantially  re- 
duces her  radio  salary  it  is  quite  pos- 
sible that  the  Milwaukee-born  Miss 

Sell  will  be  off  the  air  this  season. 
*  *  * 

Charlie  Barnet  got  so  mad  the  other 
night  while  performing  in  a  New  York 
night  club  that  he  walked  off  the  band- 

stand and  the  pleading  manager  had 
to  chase  him  twelve  blocks  and  beg 
him  to  finish  the  session. 

*  *  * 
Interested  in  adding  to  your  Bing 

Crosby  record  collection?  A  man  re- 
cently advertised  in  the  trade  paper 

Variety  that  he  owned  the  largest 
collection   of   the   Groaner's   discs   and 
would  sell  them  for  $10,000. *  *  * 

Yelling  and  whistling  by  ballroom 
hepcats  when  any  Hollywood  dance 
band  starts  playing  its  theme  song,  and 
other  forms  of  synthetic  enthusiasm, 
along  with  announcers  who  fancy  them- 

selves as  comics  "without  wit  or  script" have  been  ruled  off  the  Mutual  net- 
work, it  was  announced  recently  by 

Charles  Bulotti  Jr.,  Program  Director. 
A  step  forward! 

I  might  as  well  have  hugged  a  statueT 
It's  true— a.  statue  couldn't  be  any 
more  imresponsive  than  Ben  was,  to 

my  caresses.  Yet  he'd  been  such  an afiFectionate  husband!  How  was  I  to 

blame?  You  see,  I  thought  I  vinder- 
stood  about  feminine  hygiene.  But 

I'd  foolishly  trusted  to  noto-and-then 
care.  My  doctor  brought  home  to  me 
the  truth  that  such  neglect  can  Idll 
married  happiness.  And  he  stressed 

using  "Lysol"  brand  disinfectant 
always,  for  douching. 

Now  our  love  has  come  to  life! 

ii 

Our  love,  our  happiness,  have  found 
breath  and  life  again!  And  I  can 
thank  my  doctor  and  his  good  advice 
about  feminine  hygiene.  I  always 

use  "Lysol"  now,  in  the  douche,  and 
find  it  really  works!  Being  a  true 

germ-killer,  of  course  it's  far"  more thorough  than  salt,  soda  or  other 
homemade  solutions.  Then,  besides 

being  an  effective  yet  gentle 

cleanser,  it's  easy  and  economical  to 

use!  £tieri/wifeshouldknow"Lysol"! 

More  women  use  "LYSOL"  for  Feminine  Hygiene  than  any 
other  germicide  .  .  .  for  6  reasons 

Reason  No.  2:  NON-CAUSTIC  .  .  . 

GENTLE  .  .  .  "Lysol"  douching  solution 
is  non-caustic,  non-injurious  to  delicate 
membrane  — not    harmful    to    vaginal 

tissue.   Try   the   easy-to-follow "Lysol"  way! 

Note:  Douche  thoroughly  with  cor- 
rect "Lysol"  solution   .  .  .  always! 
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Come  and  Visit  Burns  and  Allen 

Behind  the  living  room  is  a  large  room 
which  the  Burnses  had  added.  Actually 
it  is  th6  living  room,  with  easy  chairs 
upholstered  in  tans  and  rose  beige  and 
terra  cotta. 

It  was  here  Sandra  and  Ronnie 
danced  the  boogie  duet  they  learned 
recently  at  dancing  school.  And,  like 
their  piano  recital^  it  was  something 
to  see.  Otherwise  you'd  never  see  it. 
For  both  George  and  Gracie  judge  even 
their  children's  entertainment  by  pro- fessional standards. 

"Piano  lessons,  dancing  lessons," 
George  muttered  into  his  cigar  as  San- 

dra and  Ronnie  left  the  room.  "Tennis 
lessons,  riding  lessons,  French  lessons — 
what  else,  Gracie?" Where  winter  brings  cold  and  storms 
the  fireplace  becomes  the  heart  of  a 
house.  But  the  heart  of  the  Burns  house 
is  its  big  oriel  window.  It  overlooks 
the  back  lawn,  the  white-picketed 
swimming  pool,  the  white  cottage  that 
houses  dressing-room  and  a  large  bil- 

liard table,  a  white  brick  wall  with 
large  pots  of  pink  geraniums  swinging 
on  iron  brackets  and  the  snapdragons 
which  grow  in  colorful  splendor  beside 
the  kitchen  wing. 

EVERYONE  gravitates  to  this  window. 
It's  here  Gracie  waits  for  George  to 

come  home  from  the  golf  game  he  plays 
in  the  afternoon,  after  work;  that  Lou 
Holtz,  a  close  friend,  sits  down  with  the 
evening  paper  when  he  drops  in  for 
dinner,  that  George  reluctantly  faces 
Sandra  or  Ronnie  when  Gracie  insists 
the  time  has  come  for  paternal  disci- 
pline. 

"I  can  handle  them  one  at  a  time," 
George  says,  "but  when  I  have  to  lec- ture both  at  once  and  Ronnie,  dead 

serious,  says  to  Sandra  'Listen  to  him. 
He's  always  right!' — well,  it  throws  me." 

"Tell  about  the  time  Ronnie  stuffed 
the  funny  sheet  in  the  downstairs  lava- 

tory, George,"  Gracie  said,  "and  the water  overflowed  all  over  the  blue 
carpet  in  the  hall.  And  I  was  waiting 
at  the  front  door  when  you  came  home 
and  said  'After  all,  George,  he's  your 

George  shook  his  head.  "All  the  way 
upstairs — where  Ronnie  had  been  sent 
to  wait  for  me — I'm  preparing  my 
speech.  Ronnie  was  at  his  door.  'Dad,' 
he  says,  pointing  to  his  head,  'do  me  a favor!  Tell  me  what  goes  on  in  here. 

Tell  me  why  I  do  such  things!'  " 
"Whereupon,"  said  Gracie,  "George 

retreated!" At  the  rear  of  the  front  hallway  and 
to  the  left  of  the  playroom  is  the  dining 
room.  It  and  the  adjoining  breakfast 
room  are  furnished  in  eighteenth  cen- 

tury mahogany.  The  long  Sheraton 
sideboard,  inlaid  with  satinwood,  is 
waxed  and  polished  to  a  soft  lustre. 
The  long  table,  its  graceful  legs  tipped 
with  brass  claws,  reflects  the  large 
shallow  bowl  of  garden  flowers  that 
stands  upon  it. 
Here  Gracie  serves  Dutch  suppers, 

promptly  at  twelve  on  Wednesday 
nights,  when  the  crowd — most  likely 
consisting  of  Lou  Holtz,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Harpo  Marx,  George  Jessel,  Mrs.  Wil- 

liam Burns  (George  Burns'  sister-in- 
law) — meet  here  for  poker.  After 
which  the  party  breaks  up  for  they  all 
have  work  to  do  in  the  morning. 

P  Behind     the     dining     room     is     the 
kitchen,   a   large   white   enamel  work- 

""       shop,  where  the  Burns'  cook  holds  full 
sway.    The  cook,  the  upstairs  girl  and 
an   outside   man   comprise   the   perma- 

{Continued  from  page  43) 

nent  staff.  A  splendid  cleaning  woman, 
who  keeps  the  house  immaculate,  comes 
twice  a  week.   So  does  a  laundress. 

Of  course  Gracie  gives  the  cook  hints 
sometimes.  She  tells  her,  for  instance, 
"Never  serve  Mr.  Burns  a  thin  soup 
with  a  piece  of  lemon  floating  in  it, 
please!  In  this  family  we  have  thick 

soups!" 

And,  as  Poncho  at  the  Beverly 

Hills  Club  can  tell  you.  Grade's  culi- nary suggestions  are  not  bad.  When 
the  Burnses  gave  a  dinner  party,  too 
large  to  be  held  at  home,  Gracie  went 
into  a  huddle  with  Poncho. 

"Let's  not,"  she  said,  "have  any  of 
those  little  canapes  that  they  spray 
with  embalming  fluid — to  keep  the 
grated  egg  and  curlicues  in  place.  And 
for  an  entree  let's  have  lamb  stew!" 
"Lamb  stew,  Mrs.  Burns!  Are  you 

sure?"  asked  Poncho.  Gracie  was  sure. 
Now  he's  sure  too.  The  Burns'  guests were  so  enthusiastic  about  the  stew 
and  asked  for  it  so  often  afterwards 

that  it  has  become  part  of  The  Club's famous  cuisine. 
To  the  left  of  the  big  front  door  as 

you  enter  the  Burns'  house  and  across the  hall  from  the  living  room  is  the 
library.  There's  a  fireplace  and  walls 
of  waxed  pine.  There's  oak  furniture, rich  and  seasoned.  Here  they  often  dine 
with  the  candle  flames  casting  a  soft 
light  on  the  old  chintz  that  pulls  across 
the  French  windows  and  on  all  their 
faces  as  each  in  turn  eagerly  talks  of 
the  day's  activities. 
When  George  and  Gracie  go  out  of 

town,  Grade's  sister,  Aunt  Bessie,  takes 
over.  Or  Sandra  and  Ronnie  go  to  stay 
with  Aunt  Bessie  at  her  house.  Aunt 
Bessie  is  fun;  full  of  stories  about  San 
Francisco  when  she  and  Gracie  were 

children.  George  loves  Aunt  Bessie's stories,  too,  and  the  running  gag  for 
more  than  one  Burns  and  Allen  radio 
script  has  been  born  with  George  and 
the  kids  gathered  around  the  oriel  win- 

dow listening  to  Gracie  and  Aunt  Bes- 
sie reminisce  about  San  Francisco  and 

Mama. 

George  has  an  office  in  the  Holly- 
wood Plaza  Hotel  where  he  and  his 

writers  work  on  radio  scripts  in  the 
morning  and  through  lunch  at  the 
Brown  Derby  just  across  the  street. 

WHEN  a  script  is  completed,  the  day 
before  the  broadcast,  usually,  George 

brings  it  home  to  read  with  Gracie. 
She  asks  for  changes  only  when  she  is 
given  a  line  she  never  would  say,  either 
because  the  phrasing  is  strange  to  her 
tongue  or  because  she  is  at  odds  with 
the  sentiment. 

George  breakfasts  about  nine  o'clock. 
By  this  time  the  house  is  quiet,  for  the 
children,  supervised  by  their  governess, 
have  partaken  of  their  fruit,  cereal, 
eggs  and  milk  and  rushed  for  the  cor- 

ner where  their  respective  buses  take 
them  to  their  respective  schools. 

At  breakfast  George  reads  the  Daily 
Variety  and  the  Hollywood  Reporter. 
Gracie,  therefore,  cannot  breakfast  un- 

til he  is  through.  For  Variety  and  The 
Reporter  start  her  day  too,  arriving  on 
the  tray  with  her  fruit  juice  and  coffee. 

Suzy  follows  upon  the  maid's  heels 
and  George  brings  up  the  rear — to 
kiss  Gracie  goodbye  and  tell  her  not 
to  miss  a  certain  gossip  note  or  indus- 

try story. 
Their  bedroom  is  large  but  their  bed 

is  almost  larger,  leaving  room  only  for 

a  table  and  a  chair  or  two.  It's  the  joy 
and  pride  of  their  lives,  that  bed,  with 

its  upholstered  and  inlaid  headboard 
and  beautiful  spread  appliqued  with 
a  huge  "B"  and  a  smaller  "G"  on  either 
side.  The  only  time  they're  ever  un- 

happy over  that  bed  is  when  they  need 
sheets.  Weeks  and  weeks  go  by  before  i 
they're  delivered.  I 
On  either  side  of  the  bed  there's  a  ' 

door.  The  door  on  the  right  leads  to  ' 
Grade's   dressing-room   and   bath. 

Dainty  is  the  word  for  Gracie.  From 
her  beautiful  soft  coiffure  to  her  tiny, 
beautifully  shod  feet  she  achieves  that 
simple,  casual  look  which,  because  it 
doesn't  emphasize  the  meticulous  care 
her  appearance  has  occasioned,  becomes 
the  very  epitome  of  grooming. 

Gracie,  however,  sleeps  on  the  left 
side  of  the  bed  because  George  one  day 
asked  her  to  switch  sides.  After  six 
years  he  had  decided  he  was  unhappy 
sleeping  on  the  left  side.  So  now  she 
has  to  walk  all  around  the  bed  to  get 
to  her  dressing-room. 

She  humors  him,  no  doubt.  But  he 
humors  her  too.  He  worries  about  any- 

thing she  worries  about. 
For  instance,  Gracie  insists  the  chil- 

dren should  be  taught  the  proper  thing 
to  do  as  they  go  along.  So  George  wor- 

ries about  their  manners  even  though 
he  really  thinks  if  you  let  kids  alone 
their  pride  will  make  them  do  the  right 

thing  when  they're   older. He  also  worries  over  Ronnie  being  on 
the  thin  side^ — in  spite  of  the  fact  that 
Ronnie  has  picked  up  as  he's  grown  up, 
just  as  the  doctor  said  he  would — be- 

cause Gracie  is  forever  fussing  that 
Ronnie  is  too  thin. 

RONNIE'S  bedroom  just  down  the  hall 
from  George's  and  Grade's,  is  virt- 

ually a  little  sitting-room,  decidedly 
masculine  in  feeling.  There's  a  rough- 
woven  coverlet  on  the  pine  bed.  There's a  tailored  simplicity  to  the  draperies 
and  wall  paper.  And  in  the  center  of  the 
room  there's  a  gate-leg  table  of  pine 
with  facing  arm  chairs  and  a  bridge 
lamp  with  an  adjustable  arm  which 
provides  a  perfect  light  for  reading  and study. 

Sandra's  room,  further  down  the 
hall,  is  ultra  feminine,  all  frilly  and 
chintzey  with  canopied  twin  beds,  a 
dressing-table,  a  slipper  chair  and  a 
little  chaise  longue. 

Across  the  rear  of  the  second  floor  is 

a  large  room  that  is  the  children's  play^ room.  For  years  the  window  shelves 
have  been  crowded  with  fairy  tales, 
the  Oz  books  and  countless  volumes  of 
other  juvenile  series.  Railroad  trains 
have  raced  through  miniature  tunnels 
and  halted  at  miniature  stations.  Dolls 
and  teddy  bears  have  slept  not  only  in 
their  small  appointed  bedsteads,  car- 

riages and  cribs  but  on  chairs  and  under 
oddly  assorted  quilts  on  the  floor. 

It's  about  to  be  done  over.  The  very 
young  books,  read  and  reread,  are  being 
given  away.  The  trains  have  lain  idle 
for  months  now.  And  the  dolls  have 
been  long  neglected. 
Now  that  Sandra's  twelve  and  Ron- nie's eleven  .  .  . 
"I  think,"  George  said  to  Gracie  the 

other  day,  "it's  time  we  changed  that 
room  completely.  Let's  get  the  kids  a 
combination  phonograph  and  radio  so 

their  gang  can  dance  up  there.  .  .  ." 
"A  ping  pong  table  would  be  nice 

too,   George,"   Gracie  added. 
Life  goes  on.  And  it's  houses  like 

the  Burns',  in  which  life  is  rich  and full  and  forever  changing,  that  grow 
lovelier  with  the  years. 
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Extra  Benefit: 
THIS  NEWER  WAY 

10  TAKE  VITAMINS! 
Take  them  in  fortified  food— 

the  delicious  Ovaltine  way! 

If  the  vitamins  you're  taking  aren't  doing 
you  all  the  good  you'd  hoped,  this  may  be 
the  reason!  Authorities  now  agree,  vita- 

mins do  most  good  in  combination  with 
other  food  elements,  which  are  absolutely 

necessary  for  best  results. 

For  example,  Vitamins  A  and  C  need 

protein.  Vitamin  B,  needs  energy-food. 

Vitamin  D  requires  Calcium  and  Phos- 

phorus, and  so  on — and  you  get  them  all 
in  each  glass  of  Ovaltine  made  with  milk. 

For  Ovaltine  is  an  all-round  supplemen- 

tary food  that  supphes — besides  vitamins 
— nearly  every  food  element  needed  for 
robust  health,  including  those  elements 
needed  for  vitamin-effectiveness. 

So  why  don't  you  turn  to  Ovaltine,  as  so 

many  people  are  doing?  If  you're  eating 
normal  meals,  2  glasses  of  Ovaltine  daily 

should  give  you  all  the  extra  vitamins 

needed  for  buoyant  health — in  a  way  they 
can  do  you  more  good! 

FRAIL,  UNDERWEIGHT  CHILDREN  often 
pick  up  surprisingly,  lose  their  jumpiness, 
when  Ovaltine  is  added  to  each  regular 
meal.  It  supplies  all-round  food  values — 
protein  for  muscle-building,  energy-food, 
precious  minerals — as  well  as  every  rec- 

ognized vitamin  a  child  needs! 



I  sat  down  under  the  tree  and  we 
watched  the  fishing  and  talked  quietly 
about  what  a  nice  day  it  was  and  finally 
Denny  and  Sammy  wandered  away  to 
investigate  the  possibilities  of  a  nearby 
blackberry  bush. 

The  soldier  turned  to  me.  "Are  you 
really  Denny's  aunt?"  he  asked  cas- ually. 

''Oh,  no,"  I  laughed.  "I'm  Joan  Davis 
— a  friend  of  his  mother.  But  I'm  ter- 

ribly fond  of  both  Denny  and  his 
mother.  And  it  always  seemed  simpler 
for  him  to  call  me  Aunt  Joan." 
"How  about  his  father?"  he  con- 

tinued, casually.  "Does  he  have  a 
father?" 

"I  guess  so,"  I  answered,  "but  I've 
never  seen  him.  He  and  Denny's 
mother  are  divorced — -have  been  for 

years.  I  don't  think  Denny's  ever  seen 
his  father.  Sue,  that's  his  mother,  has 
supported  Denny  ever  since  he  was  a 
baby.     She    works    for    a    department 

Denny  Finds  A  Father 
(Continued  from  page  33) 

store  in  Stanwood — a  town  about  one 

hundred  miles  from  here.  Denny's  just 

visiting  us." "But  doesn't  he  go  to  a  nursery 
school  or  something?" 

"Yes,  but  the  school  is  closed  down 
temporarily  and  there  was  no  one  to 
look  after  him  until  it  opens  again,  so 
I  told  Sue  he  could  stay  with  us  in  the 

meantime.  It's  pretty  lonesome  for 
him  when  he  can't  go  to  school." 

"Yes,  I  guess  so,"  he  agreed,  and 
then,  softly,  "poor  little  kid." His  tone  was  so  odd — so  sad  and 
yearning — that  I  turned  to  stare  at  him. 
He  caught  that  stare  and  returned  it 
with  a  thoughtful  expression,  as  though 
he  were  trying  to  make  up  his  mind  to 
say  something.  Finally,  he  bit  his  lip 
and  looked  away. 

"What's  the  matter?"  I  asked  impul- 
sively.   "Is  something- troubling  you?" He  buried  his  head  in  his  hands  for 

a  moment,  then  leaned  back  against  the 

tree  and  looked  straight  ahead  and  be- 
gan to  talk,  almost  as  though  to  himself. 

"I  was  hoping  you'd  ask  me  that,"  he 
said.  "I  was  wondering  how  I  was  go- 

ing to  begin.  You  see,  I  have  a  confes- 
sion to  make — and  a  very  great  favor 

to  ask  of  you." My  eyes  widened,  but  I  didn't  say anything.  He  reached  into  an  inside 
pocket  and  brought  out  his  wallet. 
Taking  his  identity  card  from  the 
wallet  he  handed  it  to  me  without  a 
word.  I  looked  at  it,  wondering  what 

this  was  all  about.  I  didn't  have  long 
to  wonder.  "Dennis  Benton,"  the  card 
read.  "Age  31,  Height  5'  11 1/2",  Weight 
175  ..."    I  looked  up  at  him. 
"Then  you  must  be  ..."  I  began, 

and  broke  off  as  he  nodded. 
"Yes,"  he  said,  and  his  lip  twisted 

wryly.  "Yes,  I'm  Denny's  father.  I'm 
the  ne'er-do-well  who  couldn't  support 
his  family,  so  his  wife  threw  him  out. 
I'm  the  guy  with  the  bright  ideas  and 

STRAIGHT  LINE  DESIGN 

Cleans  teeth  best  say  dentists  2toI 

uUSl  iniS  one    is  recommended 

/  so   overwhelmingly   by   dentists 
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Every 

Pepsodent  Brush 
has  the  Straight  Line  Design 
most  dentists  recommend 

CONCAVE    DESIGN 

There  are  only  3  basic  brushing  surface  designs  found 
among  all  leading  tooth  brushes:  straight  line,  convex  and 
concave.  When  30,000  dentists  were  asked  which  design 

cleaned  teeth  best — by  over^'helming  odds,  by  more  than 

2  to  1 — the  answers  were:  "Straight  Line  Design  !" 

Why  Pepsodent's  Straight  Line  Design 
Cleans  Teeth  Best 

Most  people's  teeth  are  not  set  in  curved  rows.  They  lie  in 
a  series  of  relatively  straight  lines.  Authoritative  research 

shows  that  Pepsodent's  Straight  Line  Design  fits  more  teeth 
better  than  convex  or  concave  designs — actually  cleans  up 
to  30%  more  tooth  surface  per  stroke. 



no  staying  power.  Only  I've  learned  my 
lesson  now — or  I  think  I  have." 

"Exactly  what  happened?"  I  asked. 
"Sue  never  told  me  the  details." 

"Well,  it  was  just  an  accumulation  of 
things — or  rather,  a  piling  up  of  the 
same  old  things.  I  had  a  little  money 
when  we  got  married  and  I  guess  I 
thought  it  would  last  forever.  So  I  was 
careless  about  the  jobs  I  got.  I  was 

always  losing  them  because  I  wouldn't 
settle  down  and  really  work.  I  was  al- 

ways going  off  on  a  tangent  on  some 
idea  that  I  thought  was  brilliant  but 
that  somehow  never  turned  out  right. 
Sue  kept  pleading  with  me  about  it — 
nagging,  I  called  it  in  those  days — but 
I  breezed  right  along,  doing  as  I 
pleased.  Then  when  there  was  only 
about  a  hundred  dollars  left  in  the 

bank  account,  I  thought  I'd  double  it 
in  a  crap  game.  You  can  figure  out 
what  happened.  I  lost  it  all.  And  then 
1  was  so  ashamed  and  sick  about  it  that 
I  took  a  few  drinks  to  soften  the  blow. 
Soften  the  blow!   I  was  paralyzed  when 

,  I   got   home.     And   that   was   the   last 
!  straw   for   Sue." 

I  LOOKED  at  him  curiously.  It  wasn't 
a  nice  picture  he  had  painted  of  him- 

self, but  at  least  he  had  been '  honest 
enough  about  it.    "And  what  happens 

,  now?"  I  asked. 
I  He  shrugged.  "That's  my  problem. 
I  As  I  said,  I've  learned  my  lesson.  I'm 
I  a  big  boy  now.  Only,  I  don't  know where  to  go  from  here.  How  does  a 
I  prodigal  father  win  back  his  wife  and 
child?    Do  you  know?" 

I  shook  my  head,  "I'm  afraid  my  ex- 
i  perience    along    those    lines    is    pretty 

(  limited.   What  is  it  you  want  to  do?" 
I      "Well,  I  learned  a  lot  in  the  Army. 
I  I   was    a   radio    operator    on    a   heavy 
bomber,  and  when  I  completed  my  first 

I  tour  they  transferred  me  to  the  Public 
I  Relations  Office.  I  was  only  a  mediocre 
I  radio  operator,  but  I  hit  a  pretty  good 
stride  in  the  PRO.    They  handle  con- 

I  tacts    for    the    Army    with    the    press, 

among   other  things,   and   I've   always had  a  yen  for  newspaper  stuff.    There 
were   some    old-time   newspaper    guys 
in  that  office,  too,  and  they  helped.  If  I 
could  do  it  in  the  Army,  I  could  do  it 
in  civilian  life." 

"That  sounds  reasonable,"  I  nodded, 
"you  could  probably  get  a  job  as  a  re- 

porter or  a  publicity  man." 
"That's  what  I  thought,"  he  said 

eagerly,  "and  then  when  I  really  hit 
my  stride,  I  can  go  to  see  Sue  and  find 
out  if  she'll  have  me  back.  I  don't 
think  she  really  hates  me.  It's  just  that 
she  couldn't  trust  me.  Well,  if  I  can 
prove  that  I'm  trustworthy,  don't  you 
suppose  she  miight  consider  giving  me 
a  second  chance?"  He  looked  at  me 
with  such  an  earnest  wistful  expression 
that  I  had  to  turn  away  to  hide  the 
sudden  tears  that  sprang  to  my  eyes. 

"I  don't  know,"  I  said  cautiously, 
"she  doesn't  say  much  about  you,  but 
I  think  she's  still  pretty  bitter."  "Then, 
to  change  the  subject,  "But  how  did 
you  happen  to  be  in  this  particular 
spot  on  this  particular  day?  Don't  tell 
me  it's  just  one  of  those  coincidences." 

He  grinned  a  little  sheepishly.  "Well, 
as  a  matter  of  fact,  it  isn't  a  coincidence 
at  all.  I  found  out  where  Sue  was,  and 
then  I  found  out  that  Denny  was  stay- 

ing with  you,  so  I  came  to  Beechwood. 
I  followed  you  out  here  today.  Silly,  I 
guess,  but  I  had  a  terrible  urge  to  talk 

to  Denny  and  get  to  know  him.  He's 
a  swell  kid,  isn't  he?" 

"He  certainly  is,"  I  agreed. 
"Do  you  think  he  likes  me?"  he  asked 

anxiously. 
"I'm  sure  he  does,"  I  told  him.   "You 

won  him  over  the  very  first  thing." 
He  relaxed  and  a  pleased  expression 

crossed  his  face.  "I  don't  want  to  force 
myself  on  him,  and  it  wouldn't  be  right 
to  tell  him  who  I  am  until  Sue  agrees, 

but  I'd  like  to  get  to  know  him  better — , 
as  a  sort  of  friend.  And  that  brings  up' the  favor  I  wanted  to  ask  you.  Would 
it  be  all  right  with  you  if  I  happened 
to  turn  up  here  on  the  afternoons  you 
come  here  with  the  children?  I  know 
it  sounds  kind  of — well,  clandestine  and 
all  that,  but  I  don't  sep  how  it  could  do 
any  harm,  and  it  would  mean  a  lot  to 

me.   Would  you" mind  too  much?" I  thought  hastily  of  Sue.  In  a  sense 
it  would  be  betraying  her^  knew  how 
she  felt  about  her  ex-husband. 

I  looked  at  that  man  now.  He  didn't 
look  like  a  weakling.  He  didn't  look 
defeated.  A  little  humble  now,  under 
the  circumstances,  yes;  but  he  had  the 
air  of  a  fighter.  Maybe  the  Army  had 
done  it  for  him.  Maybe  the  years  away 
from  Sue  had  stiffened  him.  At  any 
rate,  he  gave  the  impression  of  a  man 
able  to  do  a  man-sized  job.  And  I 
thought  that  if  I  had  been  an  employer 
and  he  had  come  to  me  for  a  job,  I 
would  have  been  inclined  to  give  it  to 
to  him.  I  liked  his  frankness  in  telling 
me  about  himself,  too. 

"We'll  probably  be  here  Thursday 
afternoon,  about  three,"  I  said.  And 
then  I  added,  severely,  "But  don't  come 
loaded   down    with   candy    and    stuff." 

Dennis  laughed.  "I'll  stick  to  Ry- 
Crisp  and  apples,"  he  promised.  "But 
I'll  be  here  Thursday  at  three.  Is  it  a 

date?" 

"It's  a  date,"  I  agreed.  "And  now  it's 
time  for  us  to  be  leaving."  I  called  the 
children,  and  we  said  goodbye  to  the 
soldier. 

"IF  I  should  happen  to  run  into  you 
I  again  some  time,"  he  said  to  Denny 

seriously,  "you  can  recognize  me  by  my 

little  finger." "Yes,"  Denny  said,  "but  oughtn't  I 
to  know  your  name?    You  know  mine." 

"Well,"  said  his  father,  "in  the  Army 
they  always  called  me  Lefty,  so  I  guess 
that's  what  you'd  better  call  me,  too." 

"OK,  Lefty,"  said  Denny.     "So  long." 
That  night  Harry  couldn't-  get  home for  dinner — he  had  to  discuss  a  law 

case  with  one  of  his  clients — but  Sue 
drove  out  for  a  weekend  with  the 
children  and  me.  At  dinner  Denny 
excitedly  told  his  mother  all  about  his 
new  friend.  Lefty.  Sue  listened  pa- 

tiently and  made  suitable  comments  at 
the  right  time.  Later,  when  the  boys 
had  been  put  to  bed,  she  said  lightly, 
"The  soldier  certainly  made  an  im- 

pression on  him,  didn't  he?" "Yes,"  I  said  noncommittally,  "he  was 

v,ery  nice  and  friendly." 
"You  know,"  said  Sue,  wrinkling  her 

brow  thoughtfully.  "Denny  really 
needs  masculine  influence.  He's  get- 

ting to  the  age  now  when  just  a  mother 
isn't  enough.  I've  been  trying  to  figure 
out  what  to  do  about  it." 

"How  about  his  own  father?"  I  asked 
innocently.  "Maybe  he  could  see  him 
once  in  a  while." Sue's  eyes  flashed.  "Not  if  I  can 
help  it!  Dennis  gave  up  any  claim  to 

Denny  five  years  ago.  If  he'd  had  any interest  in  the  child  at  all,  he  would 
have  shown  it  long  before  this.  But 
no,  he  was  only  too  willing  to  sneak 
out  and  let  me  take  over  his  responsi- 

bilities." 
"But  at  least  you've  got  Denny,"  I 

said  temperately. 
Her  face  relaxed.  "Yes,  bless  his 

heart,  I've  got  Denny.  And  he's  justi- 
fication enough  for  anything,  I  guess." 

Then  her  voice   changed   and   became 

Wl^o;/  LIQUID  ̂  
'    'LIPSTICK' 
Can' t  smear  I    Won*t  ru  b  off! 

inmt^^ 

Betty  Price  Is  one  of  the 
"60  most  beautiful  girls  in  the 

world"  featured  at  Earl  CarroH'a 
Theatre,  Hollywood. 

I nstantiy.  •  • 
make  YOUR  lips  more  thrilling! 

Here  is  the  most  important  charm 
discovery  since  the  beginning  of  beauty, 

A  "lipstick,"  at  last,  that  isn't  greasy— 
that  actually  can't  smear— that  really 
won't  rub  off —and  that  will  keep  your 
lips  deliciously  soft,  smooth  and  lovely. 

It  isn't  a  "lipstick"  at  all.  It's  a  liquid, 
ia  the  most  exciting  tones  of  red  ever 

created.  It's  so  permanent.  Put  it  on  at 
dusk— it  stays  till  dawn  or  longer.  Reg- 

ular size  bottle  that  lasts  a  long,  long 
time  is  only  $1  at  all  stores.  Or, 

MAIL  COUPON  TODAYI  ' CHECK  SHADES  WANTED 

D  Scarlet — devastating  on  girls  with  hazel  eyes,  fair  skin. 

D  Parisian — spectacular  on  Irish 
type,  dark  hair,  blue  eyes. 

n  Regal — real  excitement  with 
brown  eyes,  medium  skin- 

n  English  Tinl — precious  inviting 
coral,  new  glamor  for  blonds. 

n  Orchid — exoticpink,Iovelywith 
lavenders,  or  pastel  gowns. 

n  Gay  Plum — enchanting  with 
fuchsia,  plum  or  purple  cos- tumes. 

□  Gypsy — doeswondersfordark- eyed   charmers  with   olive  skin. 
n  Medium — natural  true  red,  flat- tering to  every  type, 
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Your  daily  bath  can  be  a  delightful, "^C-^/i glamorizing  aid  to  your  loveliness.       .  m 
Bathasweet  Water  Softener  makes  even      -~z  i 
the  hardest  v\/ater  soft  as  rain  and  just 
OS   kind  to  your  skin.  You  bathe  in 
the  fragrance  of  flowers.  Your  body  is 
cleansed  more  perfectly  . . .  stays  dainty 
longer.  Millions  of  women  use  it;  if  you 
do  not,  by  all  means  use  the   coupon. 

Other  Bathasweet  products:- 

Si<J€cf
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A  VEST  POCKET  SIZE  RADIO! 
So  small  it  will  slip  in  your  pocket  or  purse!  Actually  smaller  than  a  pack  of  king 
sue  cigarettes!  Weigrhs  but  i/ith  lb.  complete  ready  to  play— as  shown  with  self 
contained  earphone  for  personal  use.  No  extra  wires  or  special  attachments  required. 
Streamlined,  attractive  and  durable  black  and  silver  plastic  cases.  Uses  new  preset 
"crystal  diode"  rectifier  same  as  used  in  Army-Navy  ultra  hi-frequency  radar  sets during  the  war.  Has  slide  tuning  dial  for  station  selection.  Since  no  tubes,  batteries 
or  electrical  socket  power  "plug-ins"  are  ever  required,  the  radio  should  operate for  years  with  little  or  no  upkeep  expense.  Usually  receives  local  radio  broadcasts 
simply    by    clipping    self    contained     connection     "snap"    to     metal     of    telephones. 

ClTT&milklTPm  Tft  UTAIlir    ^"'"  y^"  i"  yo^r  locality  if VrUlftnf&JTI  1  dd£/  IV  WVa1>IV  attached  and  used  according 
to  complete  operating  instructions  sent  with  each  radio.  Can  be  used  at  home,  in 
offices,  hotels,  cabin  camps,  in  bed,  after  hours  on  farms  or  most  anywhere  in  the United  States  or  Canada. 

C!P1lT^\  /^Vr¥  ^r  C!  1  nn  (currency,  express  or  postal  money  order, m9XlMM^^  ^^cVuX  Bi9A«UU  bank  draft,  or  personal  check)  and  pay 
postman  $2.99  plus  delivery  and  postage  fees  on  arrival  or  send  $3.99  for  postpaid 
delivery  (O.P.A.  ceiling).  Ideal  qift  for  children  or  adults  alike!  A  truly  practical 
novelty  radio  capable  of  real  radio  receptionl  Order  your  "Pakette"  radio  today  for real  enjoyment.  Critical  material  shortages  may  limit  future  production  so  order 
today— NOW— to  assure  the  earliest  possible  delivery.  (Canadian  or  foreign  orders 
must  send  U.S.    cash   plus   extra  postage   in  full   with  order.) 
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MONEY-BACK,  POSTAGE-BACK  GUARANTEE 
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FREE!  500  Yds.  Thread! 
Beautiful  new  prints.    Large  colorful 
pieces.    3  lbs.    (18  to  22  yds.)   only 
$1.49   plus   postage.     Sent  C.O.D. 
FREEI  EXTRA!  Five  hundred  yds. 
good  white  #50  thread  FREE  and  16 
lovely  quilt  patterns  all  sent  free.    If 

not    perfectly    satisfied,    just    return^ 
quilt    pieces     (keeping    free    sewing 
thread  and   free  quilt  patterns   for 
your  trouble)  and  we  will  refund  your 
$1.49  plus  all  postage  spent  BOTH  wayal 
You  be  the  judge.    You  can't  lose.    Could 
anything  be  more  fair?    Compare  our  offer 
and  liberal  guarantee  with  others.   Send  No 
Moneyl  Just  mail  a  card  Today,  Act  Nowl 
REMNANT  SHOP,   Box  483.K.  SESSER.  ILLINOIS 

FREE! 

VlAMONP  PlMGSWi 
1  T^^T^^     Life-time  STERLING  Silver— 89c  EA. 

Perfectly    matched    Engagement    and 
Wedding  ring  in  exquisite  Sweetheart 

design.    FLASHING,    FIRE- 
LIKE creations  that  are  GUAB- 

ANTEED   to   delight  you. 

Money-Back  Guarantee 
,%mii  NO  MONEY 

Just  name  and  address.  State 
size  or  enclose  strip  of  paper. 
You  pay  postman  only  89c  plus 

post,  on  arrival. RUSH  ORDER  NOWl 
GEM-CRAFT 

Dept.  29,   Box  1969,   Atlanta,  Ca. 

brisk.     "Joan,  I've  decided  to  get  mar- 

ried again." 
I     gasped.       "Good     gracious,     Sue! 

When,  and  to  whom?" She  laughed  at  my  stricken  expres- 
sion. "Oh,  it's  not  as  imminent  as  all 

that.  I  haven't  even  been  asked  yet. 
But  the  time  has  come  for  Denny  to 

have  a  father — he's  got  to  have  a  man around  the  house.  I  thought  once  I 

could  give  him  everything  he'd  need, but  lately,  and  especially  tonight  when 
he  went  into  rhapsodies  about  that 

soldier,  I  realized  that  he's  getting  too 
old  to  be  just  a  Mamma's  boy.  I  don't 
want  him  to  grow  up  to  be  a  sissy!" 

"But  whom  would  you  marry,  Sue?" 

SHE  grew  thoughtful  at  that.  "Well, there's  always  Charley  Brown  at  the 
store.  But  he  must  be  at  least  fifty. 
And  there's  young  Jim  Crowley,  but 
he's  such  a  dreamy  character  that  it 
would  be  like  taking  another  child  to 
raise.  Joan,  do  you  know  Henry  Col- 

bert?" 

"The  insurance  man?  Yes,  I  know 

him  slightly,  but  I  can't  say  I  like  him 
much.     A  little   too   smooth,   I'd   say." 
"Maybe  you're  right  about  that,  but 

he's  been  giving  me  a  terrific  rush 
lately.  And  he  makes  good  money  and 
he  doesn't  have  any  bad  habits  that  I 
know  of.    Besides,  he's  very  handsome." Her  eyes  softened  as  she  spoke  about 
him,  and  I  could  feel  alarm  mounting 
inside  me.  I  knew  all  about  Henry  Col- 

bert, and  in  my  opinion  he  was  a  selfish, 
vain,  opinionated  prig.  Oh,  he  could  be 
charming,  there  was  no  doubt  about 
that,  and  he  was  evidently  turning  all 
of  that  charm  on  Sue  these  days.  But 
compared  to  the  bronze-faced  soldier 
with  the  straight  back  and  the  laugh 

wrinkles,  who  was  Sue's  ex-husband, 
Henry  Colbert  reminded  me  of  a 
tailor's  dummy — the  kind  that  has  a 
superior  sneer  painted  on  its  face. 

"Well,"  I  told  Sue,  "it's  your  life — 
yours  and  Denny's — but  don't  make any  rash  decisions,  and  for  goodness 
sake  give  yourself  plenty  of  time  be- 

fore you  make  any  decisions." "I  will,"  she  promised.  When  Harry 
got  home  that  evening,  I  told  him  the 

whole  story.  His  first  impulse,'  as usual,  was  that  I  should  leave  well 
enough  alone,  but  gradually  he  began 
to  agree  with  me. 

"I  guess  a  man  can  change  his  ways," 
he  said  finally,  "especially  if  he's  got 
a  good  reason  for  changing  them.  And 

I  suppose  there  couldn't  be  a  much  bet- ter reason  than  his  son — his  own  flesh 

and  blood." 
"I'd  like  to  help  him,"  I  said,  "but 

aside  from  bringing  Denny  down  to  the 

fishing  hole,  I  don't  see  what  I  can  do." 
Harry  looked  thoughtful.  "You  say 

he's  a  newspaperman?" 
"Well,  he  did  something  like  that  in 

the  Army.  But  I  don't  know  what  it 
was,  exactly.  And  I  don't  even  know 
if  he's  any  good  or  not.  But  he  said 
he  liked  it,  and  I  guess  if  he  liked  it 
he  must  have  been  pretty  good.  People 

don't  usually  like  things  they're  not 

good  at." 

Harry  nodded  his  head.  "I  wonder 
if  Phil  Stanley  might  have  some  ideas." 

I  looked  up  at  him  suddenly.  "Harry, 
you're  wonderful!  Phil  Stanley,  of 
course.  I'll  call  him  first  thing  tomor- 

row. He'll  know  exactly  what  to  do 
about  Dennis."  Phil  Stanley  was  one 
of  my  oldest  friends.  He'd  just  gotten 
out  of  the  Army,  and  if  anyone  knew 

the  "angles"  he  did.  I  was  sure  he'd know  someone  who  could  help  Dennis 
get  a  start  in  the  right  kind  of  field. 

Of  course  I  was  probably  being  overly 
optimistic.      When    I    called    Phil    the 



next  day  he  protested  that  he  didn't 
know  "exactly"  what  to  do  about  Den- 

nis, but  after  a  certain  amount  of  talk- 
ing on  my  part,  he  said  he'd  see  Dennis 

and  talk  things  over  with  him. 
I  beamed  over  the  telephone,  and 

told  him  Dennis  would  be  over  to  see 
him  late  Thursday  afternoon  if  he  cared 
to  make  the  long  drive.  As  I  hung  up 

the  receiver,  I  couldn't  help  chuckling 
to  myself.  With  Phil  and  Harry  and 
Dennis  and  Denny  and  I  all  working 

together,  Henry  Colbert  wouldn't 
stand  a  chance!  And  Sue — well.  Sue 
would  just  have  to  bow  to  majority 
rule,  that's  all! 
Thursday  afternoon,  sure  enough, 

who  should  we  run  into  at  the  creek  but 

Denny's  friend,  Lefty!  Denny  was  so 
pleased  that  I  thought  for  a  minute  he 
was  going  to  burst  from  sheer  happi- 

ness. Some  ducks  were  swimming 
quietly  near  the  bank,  and  Dennis 
miraculously  had  a  bag  of  peanuts  in 
his  pocket,  which  he  and  the  children 
doled  out  to  the  cackling  paddlers.  It 

wasn't  long  before  Denny  had  a  firm 
grip  on  his  friend's  hand  and  was  bab- 

bling excitedly  about  what  he  was  go- 
ing to  be  when  he  grew  up.  Dennis 

gravely  discussed  various  fields  of  en- 
deavor with  him  and  when  they  finally 

arrived  at  the  conclusion  that  com- 
mercial aviation  was  a  logical  kind  of 

business  for  an  up-and-coming  young 
man,  I  had  difficulty  keeping  down  a 
big  lump  in  my  throat.  They  liked  each 
other  so  much! 

I  TOLD  Dennis  that  I  had  arranged 
for  him  to  talk  to  Phil  Stanley  that 

afternoon,  and  at  first  he  was  a  little 
annoyed.  He  preferred  making  his  own 
arrangements  and  going  his  own  way 
without  help,  he  tried  to  say  as  politely 
as  possible.  But  after  we  had  talked 
a  while,  he  agreed  that  at  least  Phil 
could  give  him  some  pointers  as  to 
what  jobs  might  be  available  and  said 
he'd  be  glad  to  talk  to  him. 

I  had  the  feeling  that  he  was  going 
to  see  Phil  mainly  as  a  favor  to  me, 
and  I  thought  how  difficult  it  was  to 
help  the  people  you  really  want  to 
help.  Because  if  they're  the  right 
kind  of  people,  they  usually  prefer  to 
sink  or  swim  by  their  own  efforts. 
Pride,  I  thought,  that's  what  it  is — a 
kind  of  false  pride.  But  I  couldn't  help 
admiring  Dennis  for  it. 

As  it  turned  out,  I  was  really  justi- 
fied this  time.  Because  Phil  and  Den- 

nis liked  each  other  immediately,  and 
on  the  strength  of  that  liking,  Phil 

!  gave  Dennis  a  letter  of  introduction 
to  a  publicity  firm  that  needed  an  extra 
man  for  a  temporary  campaign.  On 

Phil's  recommendation,  they  hired Dennis. 
Dennis  wrote  to  me  about  it  the  next 

week.  "It's  just  the  opening  wedge  I 
needed,"  his  letter  said  excitedly.  "And 
they're  going  to  know  I'm  aroxmd  if 
I  have  to  sit  up  all  night  every  night, 
dreaming  up  new  ideas.  I've  got  one  I 
think  is  pretty  good  right  now — if  it 

^  works  out  I'll  tell  you  about  it.  If  not, 
i  I'll  just  pitch  in  and  try  again." 

Well,  I  thought — so  far,  so  good.  And 
'  I  wasn't  a  bit  ashamed   of  the  warm 
feeling  of  smug  satisfaction  that  swept 
over  me. 

The  following  Sunday  Sue  came  out 
to    Beechwood    to    get    Denny — school 

;  was  starting  again.    She  was  going  to 
i  see  Henry  Colbert  that  night,  she  said, 
and  her  cheeks  were  flushed.    Dennis 
is  going  to  have  to  hurry,  I  thought — 
things  are  coming  to  a  climax  with  Sue. 

■  Pretty  soon  something  definite  is  going 
^to  happen — and  I'll  bet  I'm  not  going 

WHAT  SUFFERING  DO  A 

HAVE  IN  COMMON? 

A  daughter  of  the  rich — reated  in 
the  lap  of  luxury — a  product  of  the 
best  finishing  schools  or  colleges. 
Who  would  think  this  lovely 
creature  had  a  care  in  the  world! 

A  little  slavey — just  a  drudge 
from  childhood — an  object  of 
pity  to  the  passerby. 

Yet  there  is  a  common  ground 
of  suffering  where  these  two  types 
of  women  often  meet.  Because 

many  girls — whether  rich  or  poor 
— by  their  very  physical  nature  are 
apt  to  suffer  distressing  symptoms 

on  "certain  days'   of  the  month. 
^his  is  something  you 

shouldn' t  joke  about 

In  case  female  func- 
tional monthly  dis- 

turbances cause  you — 
at  such  times — to  suf- 

fer from  cramps,  headache,  back- 
ache, nervous  distress,  and  weak, 

tired  out,  restless  feelings — so 
cranky  no  one  wants  to  be  near  you 
^■this  is  nothing  to  joke  about! 

Start  right  away — try  Lydia  E. 
Pinkham's  Vegetable  Compound 
to  relieve  such  symptoms. 

Pinkham's  Compound  does  more 
than  just  relieve  such  monthly 

pain.  It  ALSO  relieves  accompany- 
ing nervous,  restless,  highstrung 

feelings — when  due  to  this  cause. 
Taken  regularly — this  great  medi- 

cine helps  build  up  resistance 
against  such  distress — something 
any  sensible  woman  should  cer- 

tainly want  to  do! 

For   over   70   years   Pinkham's 
Compound  has  been  helping  thou- 

sands upon  thousands  of  girls  and 
women  in  this  way.  Time  \\d.s proved 
it  one  of  the  most  effective  medi- 

cines for  this  purpose.  Just  see  if 

you,  too,  don't  remarkably  benefit! 
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How  to  make 

Hair-Dos  last  longer. . .  look  softerl 
No  matter  how  you  wear  your  hair  —  no 
matter  if  it's  coarse-  or  fine-textured,  see 
how  much  longer  your  curls  last,  how 
much  softer  they  look  set  with  delightful- 

ly fragrant  Jo-Cuf ! 

Just  comb  Jo-Cm  through  your  hair 
and  set.  See  how  quickly  it  dries,  how 
exquisitely  shining  and  lustrous  your  hair 
looks,  how  long  your  curls  last!  Get 
Jo-Cuf  at  any  drug  counter  and  try  it 
today!  25^  and  49^  plus  tax. 

Jo -Cur 
WAVE  SET 

Send  for  our  FREE  new  booklet. 

It's  full  of  helpful  tips  on  how-to- 
set  smart  new  hair  styles.  Affili- 

ated Products,  Dept.  D-1,  22  East 
40th  Street,  New  York  16,  N.  Y. 
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to  like  it,  whatever  it  turns  out  to  be! 
But  I  needn't  have  worried — Dennis 

was  hurrying.  Phil  Stanley  called  me 
the  next  afternoon,  bubbling  over  with 

excitement,  to  say  that  Dennis'  idea — 
the  one  he'd  told  me  about  in  his  letter 
— had  been  a  howling  success,  and  the 

firm  was  tremendously  pleased.  "He's 
got  a  flair  for  publicity,  all  right,"  Phil told  me  with  immense  satisfaction,  as 
if  he'd  invented  Dennis  all  by  liimself. 

As  I  left  the  phone  I  told  myself  that 
all  Dennis  had  to  do  now  was  to  get 
himself  a  permanent  contract  that  Phil 
had  been  hinting  at,  put  some  money  in 
the  bank,  and  start  courting  Sue  all 
over  again. 
And  fate,  as  it  has  a  way  of  doing, 

stepped  in  in  a  very  strange  and  terri- 
fying manner. 

It  was  about  two  weeks  later  that, 
(Sne  morning,  I  got  a  frantic  telephone 
call  from  Sue.  Her  voice,  over  the  wife, 
was  a  thin  high  wail  of  pure  terror. 
"Joan — oh,  Joan — Denny's  sick!" 

1HAD  momentary  visions  of  measles and  chickenpox  and  the  other  things 
that  children  so  often  had,  and  I 
couldn't  imagine  what  had  put  that 
stark,  unreasoning  terror  into  her voice. 

"Sue,  calm  down,  dear — what's  the 

matter?" 

"Denny — he's  terribly  ill.  The  doctor 

isn't  sure,  yet,  what  it  is.  They're  mak- 
ing some  tests  at  the  laboratory'  now. 

They're  going  to  take  him  to  the  hos- pital in  a  few  minutes.  Joan,  can  you 

— will  you  come  and  be  with  me?" 
Of  course  I  said  yes — I  hardly  even 

remember  saying  it  before  I  was  rush- 
ing away  from  the  phone,  unbuttoning 

the  neck  of  my  housedress  as  I  hurried 
into  the  bedroom  to  change  my  clothes. 

By  the  time  I  got  to  Stanwood,  Den- 
ny was  in  the  hospital. 

"Typhoid,"  Sue  told  me,  as  I  almost 
ran  across  the  corridor  to  take  both  of 

her  hands  in  mine.  "Typhoid,  with  all 
sorts  of  complications.  Joan — you  talk 
to  the  doctor.  I — I'm  so  mixed  up  I 
don't  know  what  to  do!" 

I  did  talk  to  the  doctor,  and  after 
that  there  was  nothing  to  do  but  wait. 
And  we  waited,  Sue  and  I,  hands  tight- 

ly locked.  Silent,  for  the  most  part. 
Once  she  told  me  that  Denny  had  been 
sick  for  several  days,  but  she  had 
thought  it  was  one  of  the  colds  he 

seems  to  get,  and  she  hadn't  thought  it 
was  serious.  I  couldn't,  then,  tell  her  it 
was  better  to  think  a  child's  illness 
serious  and  be  wrong  than  to  think  it 
was  not  serious,  and  be  wrong  that 
way. 

But,  as  I  say,  for  the  most  part  we 
sat  in  silence.  Every  now  and  again  I 
would  query  the  nurse,  and  from  her, 
"We  will  hope  for  the  best,  Mrs.  Davis," 
we  derived  small  satisfaction.  I  don't know  what  Sue  was  thinking  of  in 
those  long,  waiting  hours,  but  I  know 
what  was  in  my  own  mind.    Dennis. 
Dennis  shoiild  be  told.  He  had  a 

right  to  know.  He  had  earned  that 
right,  now.  I  tried  to  tell  myself  that 
this  was  Sue's  business,  not  mine.  But 
I  couldn't  believe  it.  I  knew,  now,  that 
I  had  the  greatest  faith  in  Dennis. 
Dennis  had  to  be  told — and  I  would 
have  to  tell  him.  And  Sue — would  she 
hate  me  for  it?  Would  she  hate  me 
for  meddling,  interfering? 
By  late  afternoon,  I  knew  that  no 

matter  what  trouble  it  caused  between 
Dennis  and  Sue,  I  must  telephone  him. 

I  slid  my  hand  gently  out  of  Sue's,  told, her  I  was  going  to  phone  Harry,  and 
went  out  of  the  room. 

I  did  phone  Harry,  to  explain  that 



I  didn't  know  when  I'd  be  home,  and 
then  I  asked  for  Long  Distance.  Den- 

nis, bless  him,  was  wonderful.  "It'll 
be  all  right  with  Sue,"  he  said,  his 
voice  tight.  "It  will  have  to  be  all  right 
with  her.  I'll  be  there  tomorrow  morn- 

ing, Joan!" The  next  morning  we  were  outside 

the  door  of  Denny's  room,  talking  to 
the  doctor,  when  Dennis  came.  The 

doctor  was  saying,  "I  think  it's  best 
to  give  him  a  transfusion  this  morning, 
Mrs.  Benton — -perhaps  then  we  can  look 
for  a  rally.  The  child  isn't  progressing 
as  well  as  we  might  hope,  and  I  think 
that  the  transfusion  is  definitely  in- 
dicated." 

Sue  had  begun  to  say,  "Of  course, 
doctor — "  when  Dennis,  coming  around 
the  corridor  corner,  said,  "A  transfu- 

sion? I'm  the  boy's  father,  doctor,  and 
I'd  like  to  be  the  donor  if  possible.  I 
know  my  own  blood  type,  and — " 

I  FELT  suddenly  removed  from  the 
others — almost  as  remote  as  if  I  were 

watching  a  play.  Dennis  smiling  and 

saying,  very  simply,  "Hello,  Sue."  Sue's 
eyes  flashing  anger,  and  then  the  al- 

most visible  remembrance  of  Denny's 
illness,  and  the  fading  of  the  anger. 
You  could  see  how  she  put  her  own 
feelings  aside.  There  were  more  import- 

ant things  to  be  done  now.  And  then 
Dennis  was  shaking  hands  with  the 
doctor,  and  the  two  of  them  were  hur- 

rying away  to  check  blood  types  and 
get  ready  for  the  transfusion. 

Sue  and  I  went  into  the  room,  to  stand 
beside  Denny's  bed,  as  we  had  so  many 
hours  yesterday  and  during  the  long, 
dark  night.  And  in  a  moment,  Dennis 
was  back.  Without  hesitation,  he 
walked  across  to  Sue,  put  his  arm 
around  her.  And  then,  as  she  turned 
her  anxious  face  up  to  his,  he  kissed 

her,  very  gently.  "It's  going  to  be  all 
right,"  he  said.  "I  can  give  the  transfu- 

sion. Sue.  We'll  get  Denny  well  again, 
and  then  we  can  talk  about — other 

things.   Trust  me  now,  will  you?" 
I  didn't  realize  that  I  was  holding 

my  breath,  until  I  saw  her  nod,  and  try 
to  smile  at  him. 

And  then  Denny's  eyes  opened,  and Dennis  looked  down  at  his  son.  The 

little  boy's  face  was  pale  and  wasted, 
as  if  he  had  been  ill  for  many  days. 
His  little  hands  outside  the  covers 
looked  blue  and  pinched.  He  stirred 
uneasily,  and  then  his  eyes  focused  on 
Dennis,  and  he  tried  to  smile.  His  lips 
shaped  themselves  soundlessly  to  one 
word — "Lefty   .   .   ." 

"Well,  I  guess  I  got  here  in  time, 
all  right,"  Dennis  told  him  briskly. 
"We're  going  to  fix  you  up  in  a  jiffy. 
I  decided  I'd  better  come  right  down and  find  out  what  was  the  matter. 
They  tell  me  you  need  the  loan  of  a 
little  blood,  son — think  you  could  use 
some  ex-soldier  blood  in  your  veins?" 
Denny  managed  the  slightest  of  nods, 

and  then  lay  there  looking  adoringly 
at  Dennis.  The  doctor  came  in  to  make 
preparations  for  the  transfusion,  and 
motioned  me  to  take  Sue  out  of  the 
room.  I  led  her  into  the  waiting  room 
and  we  sat  silent,  holding  hands 
tightly. 

It  wasn't  much  more  than  fifteen 
minutes  later  that  I  saw  Dennis  out  in 
the  hall  beckoning  to  me  with  his  finger 

to  his  lips.  Quietly,  I  put  Sue's  hand 
in  her  lap  and  went  out  into  the  hall, 
closing  the  door  behind  me. 

"Listen,  Joan,"  he  said.  "Transfu- 
sion's over — the  doctor  says  all  we  can do  now  is  wait  and  see.  You  and  Sue 

have  been  doing  enough  of  that — it's 
my  turn  now.   Get  her  home,  will  you, 
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JACK:  Here's  a  cheerful  earful  about  beeyoo- 
tiful  skin!  Mom  smoothes  Mennen  Antiseptic 
Baby  Oil  on  us  daily  for  these  twin  blessings— 
JILL:  First,  Mennen  Baby  Oil  is  better  for 

preventin'  -diaper  rash,  urine  irritation  and 
lotsa  other  troubles,  'cause  it's  antiseptic. 
Second,  this  milu,  soothin'  oil  keeps  skin 
lovelier  by  preventin'  rough,  dry  skin  .  .  . 
JACK:  Most  doctors,  hospitals,  nurses  say 
Mennen  is  best.  Makes  us  smell  sweet,  too. 
Have  Mennen  Baby  Oil  and  Baby  Powder 

ready  for  baby's  first  day  home! 

BEST  FOR  BABY-also,  be  sure  to  use  MENNEN  BABY  POWDER  to  help  keep 
baby's  skin  comfy  artd  healthy.  Super-smooth ;  new  scent  makes  baby  smell  sweet 

'  and  lovely.  Preferred  by  more  Baby  Specialists  than  any  other  baby  powder. 
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and  make  her  eat  something  and  rest?" 
I  went  back  to  the  waiting-room. 

Gently  I  explained  to  Sue  that  the 
transfusion  was  over  and  that  Denny 
was  sleeping  and  that  the  doctor 
thought  he  would  be  all  right.  The 
best  thing  for  her  to  do,  I  said,  was  to 
go  home  and  get  some  rest,  and  some 
food.  I  needed  both,  too,  I  added. 
Dennis  would  take  up  the  vigil — he 
would  let  us  know  if  there  was  any 
change. 

Sue  wanted  to  stay  right  where  she 
was,  looking  at  me  with  dull,  pleading 
eyes,  but  I  helped  her  to  her  feet  and 
with  my  arm  around  her  led  her  out 
of  the  hospital. 

It  wasn't  until  we  were  safely. inside 
Sue's  house,  and  I  was  warming  us  some 
soup,  that  she  mentioned  Dennis.  "How do  you  suppose  he  found  out  about 

Denny,  Joan?" I  smiled  at  her.  "I  think  he's  been 
keeping  better  track  of  you  two  than 

you  realized,"  I  told  her. 
"He — he  looked  different,  somehow," 

she  said  bewilderedly.  "He  looked — 
oh,  grown  up — as  though  he  were  re- 

sponsible and  adult." 
I  WAS  determ.ined  to  be  casual  about 

it.  Perhaps  if  she  accepted  Dennis 
now,  in  this  bemused,  lethargic  state  of 
hers,  she  would  accept  him  as  a  natural 
thing,  and  then,  when  Denny  was  well, 
the  shock  of  having  him  back  would 
not  be  so  great.  If  she  learned  now 
in  this  time  of  crisis  to  rely  on  Dennis, 
learned  that  she  could  rely  on  him, 
half  the  battle  would  be  won. 

And  so  I  simply  said,  as  if  it  didn't 
matter  too  much,  "Well,  it's  been  five 
years  since  you've  seen  him,  hasn't  it? 
It's  natural  that  he  should  seem  older." 

I  brought  her  a  cup  of  soup  and  she 
drank  it  docilely  and  then  I  tucked  her 
into  bed,  promising  to  take  my  own 
nap  on  the  couch  in  the  living  room  so 
that  I  would  be  sure  to  hear  the  phone 
if  Dennis  called  from  the  hospital. 
Finally,  there  was  a  call — after  I  had 
catnapped  for  a  couple  of  hours.  It  was 
a  nurse,  calling  for  Mr.  Benton,  she 
said,  to  say  that  Denny  was  coming 
along  very  well.  He  might  need  one 
more  transfusion,  just  to  be  on  the  safe 
side,  but  Mrs.  Benton  was  not  to  worry. 

I  woke  Sue  to  whisper  the  good  news 
to  her.  She  smiled  at  me  thankfully 
and  then  we  both  went  back  to  sleep. 

During  the  next  two  days,  we  seldom 
saw  Dennis,  except  for  a  murmured 
greeting  in  the  corridor  of  the  hospital, 
a  brief  consultation  about  Denny.  Den- 

nis would  "go  off  duty"  in  his  watching 
with  little  Denny  when  Sue  and  I  came, 
after  needed  rest.  Sue  was  still  per- 

plexed, I  knew — and  still  so  numb  and 
limp  from  the  shock  of  Denny's  grave illness  that  she  had  little  feeling  left 
in  her  for  anything  else.  But  from  the 
few  things  she  said,  and  from  the  way 
she  looked  at  him,  I  could  tell  that  a 
lot  of  changes  in  her  thinking  were 
taking  place  gradually.  Once,  as  we 
stopped  to  talk  a  moment  to  Dennis  be- 

fore he  went  away  to  get  some  sleep,  I 
purposely  asked  him  about  his  job. 
"You  won't  lose  your  wonderful  chance, 
will  you,  Dennis,  by  being  away?" 

He  shook  his  head.  "This  is  more  im- 
portant. And  besides,  they  understand 

— they're  swell  people."  There  was 
warmth  in  his  voice — ^the  warmth  and 
certainty  of  a  man  who  is  secure  in  the 
knowledge  that  his  job  will  be  there 
because  he's  wanted  back;  a  man  who 
has    confidence    and    self-respect. 

It  was  that  evening  that  Sue  asked 
me  how  I  knew  Dennis.  "I  realized 
this  afternoon,  when  you  asked  him 
about  his  job,  that  you  had  known  him 
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before,"  she  said.  And  so  I  told  her, 
as  gently  and  quietly  as  I  could,  how 
Denny  and  I  had  come  to  meet  Dennis. 

About  the  job,  and  Dennis'  plans,  I  said 
as  little  as  possible — that  was  for  him 
to  tell  her. 

And  the  next  morning,  he  did.  He  was 
waiting  for  us  at  the  hospital,  as  usual. 
And  so  was  Denny  waiting  for  us,  look- 

ing much  brighter  than  he  had  since 
he  was  taken  sick. 

"Mama,"  he  greeted  Sue,  "I'm  prac- 
tically all  well  again — practically." 

"Practically,"  Sue  agreed. 
"I  guess  it  was  that  ex-soldier  blood, 

the  way  Lefty  said.  He  said  he'd  have 
me  fixed  up  in  a  jiffy.'' 

Sue's  eyes  met  Dennis'  across  the 
bed.  "A  fellow  needs  his  Dad,"  Dennis 
said  softly,  almost  pleadingly.  "Needs 
him  when  he's  well,  too.  And  a  man 
needs  his  son — and  his  wife." 

Sue  looked  from  Dennis  to  Denny 
and  back  again.  Her  lips  were  trem- 

bling and  her  eyes  were  very  bright. 
And  then,  suddenly,  she  was  around 

the  bed,  and  in  Dennis'  arms,  sobbing 
wildly,  clutching  at  him  as  though  to 
convince  herself  he  was  real.  He  held 
her  close  to  him,  murmuring  into  her 
ear  those  small,  meaningless  things 
that  are  so  comforting  to  a  woman,  and 
that  are  never  meant  for  other  ears  to 
hear.  I  turned  away  and  made  some 

sort  of  convincing  answer  to  Denny's 
question,  "Why  is  Mommy  crying — 
why?" 

K'lNALLY  Sue's  sobs  died  away,  and 
*  she  stood  quietly,  leaning  against 
Dennis.  "I  don't  care,  darling,"  I  could 
hear  her  telling  him  huskily,  "I  don't 
care  where  you've  been  or  what  you've 
done,  or  anything.  The  only  thing  that 
matters  is  that  you  came  back  to  us 
when  we  needed  you." 

"I'm  staying,  too,"  he  said  quietly, 
but  with  a  touch  of  grimness  in  his 

voice.    "I'm  never  going  away  again." 
"I — I  don't  know  what  we'll  do,"  Sue 

began  uncertainly.  "I  have  lost  my  job 
I  suppose — or  I  will  have,  by  the  time 
this  is  over.  It — it  never  was  such  a 

very   good  job,   anyway." 
Dennis  grinned.  "You  don't  need  a 

job,"  he  told  her  firmly.  "I've  got  one — a  darned  good  one.  If  you  ever  take 

another  job  it'll  be  strictly  for  the  fun 
of  it — not  because  you  have  to." 

Sue  looked  at  him  with  those  big  grey 
eyes  of  hers  brimming  with  tears — 
happy  tears.  And  suddenly  the  old  Sue, 
the  fuU-of-fun  girl  I'd  known  so  long, 
reasserted  herself.  She  began  to  giggle. 
"My,  my,"  she  told  him,  "How  times 
have  changed!" 

Dennis  looked  at  her  sternly  for  a 
moment  and  then  they  both  broke  into 
shaky  laughter  and  hugged  each  other 
again  as  if  they'd  never  let  go.  .  .  . 

I'm  sure  they  never  will  let  go  again, 
either.  They're  just  about  the  happiest 
people  I  knew.  A  few  months  ago, 
when  Hope  was  born,  they  came  to  see 
me  in  the  hospital — -"for  old  times' 
sake,"  they  said.  And  we  talked,  then, 
about  the  time  when  Denny  was  in  the 
hospital,  and  the  time,  not  so  much 
later,  when  Harry  and  I  went  with 
them  when  they  were  married  for  what 
Sue  said  was  the  second  and  last  time. 
And  after  that,  how  we  all  went  out 
to  the  fishing  hole  at  Beechwood  for 
what  Dennis  insisted  was  the  best 
honeymoon  picnic  he  could  think  of. 
When  they  came  to  the  hospital,  I  no- 

ticed that  Denny  was  still  calling  him 

Lefty.  He  just  couldn't  think  of  him 
as  a  parent,  even  yet.  He  thought  of 
him  as  his  best  friend.  And  what  better 
way,  after  all,  for  a  boy  to  think  of 
his  father? 

hold  m\'  her  bwsbanJ  2 
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Why  are  college 

girls  such  origina- 
tors? Why  are  they 

usually  ahead  of 
other  women  in 
ideas  and  customs? 

■  Is  it  because  they 
are  away  from  the 
fixed  patterns  of 
life  at  home  ?  ...  At 

any  rate,  a  great 
many  of  them  are 
discarding  belts 
and  bulky  pads  for 
monthly  sanitary 

protection  —  and 
are  turning  to  the  modern  Tampax 
method.  This  is  proved  by  the  record  of 

Tampax  sales  in  women's  college  towns! 
Tampax  is  truly  a  modern  product, 

invented  by  a  doctor  to  be  worn  in- 
ternally. No  external  pads.  No  supports. 

Nothing  to  hamper  or  chafe  .  .  .  Made 

of  pure  long-fiber  cotton  compressed  in 
easy-to-use  applicators,  Tampax  is  invisi- 

ble and  unfelt  when  in  place. 

It  requires  no  sanitary  deo- 
dorant . . .  Changing  is  quick 

and  disposal  trouble  prac- 
tically disappears. 

Active,  busy  women  find 
that  Tampax  leaves  them 
free  and  unhampered.  Also  stops  worry 

about  bulges  and  edge-lines.  Sold  in  3 

dififerent  absorbencies — Regular,  Super, 
Junior — at  drug  stores  and  notion  coun- 

ters.TampaxIncorporated,Palmer,Mass. 
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Corliss  Archer, 
Poet  Laureate 

(Continued  from  page   25) 
same    house    with    me— eating    here — 
sleeping  here — ?     Oh!"  her  voice  went 
up  to  a  squeal. 

Harry  Archer  looked  at  his  wife  for 
an  explanation.  He  was  exhibiting 
marvelous  self-control. 

"It's  all  right,  dear,"  she  told  him, 
hastily.  "Byron  Warwick  is  a  poet,  so 
naturally  Corliss  is  a  little  excited." 

"A  little  excited?  Mother,  don't  you 
see  what  this  means?  Daddy,  it's  the 
greatest  thing  that's  ever  happened to  me!  Never  in  all  my  dreams  did 
I  ever  dream  of  being  near  Byron 
Warwick,  except  maybe  to  just  get 

his  autograph — "  Suddenly  her  man- 
ner changed.  Her  eyes  grew  horrified. 

"What  are  we  going  to  do  with  him?" 
"I  don't  know  what  you  mean,  Cor- 

liss. We'll  entertain  him,  of  course. 
We'll  give  him  a  nice,  restful  day  and 
one  of  Louise's  good  home-cooked 
meals  and  if  he  likes  bridge — " 

TORLISS  clasped  her  hands  in  prayer- 
^  ful  dismay.  "I  was  afraid  of  that. 
Look,  darlings — you  must  listen  to 
me.  Byron  Warwick  is  not  like  other 
men — he's  cast  from  a  different  mold. 
He's  an  artist  and  a  Bohemian  and  he's 
sensitive  to  moods  and  surroundings. 

You  just  can't  treat  him  like  you 
would  an  ordinary  visitor.  The  aura 
is  so  important  to  him — if  we  disturb 
his  train  of  thought  we  might  ruin 

forever  his  great  creative  genius." "I  don't  see  how  in  the  world  one  of 
Louise's  orange-layer  cakes  is  going  to 
de-rail  his  train  of  thought,"  Mr. Archer  snorted. 

"What  else  would  I  give  him,  Cor- liss? You  know  Louise  does  wonders 

with  creamed  chicken  and  peas  and — " She  stopped  abruptly  at  the  distress  in 

her  daughter's  face. 
"Creamed  chicken  is  for  Babbitts  .  .  . 

absolutely.  And  I  just  can't  have  Mr. 
Warwick  think  we  don't  know  about 
such  things.  We  don't  want  him  to 
despise  us  for  being  mundane,  grub- 

bing souls,  do  we?  Do  we?"  her  voice 
rose  dramatically.  "Imagine  him 
strolling  the  Paris  boulevards,  sitting 
in  the  little  sidewalk  cafes — and  asking 
for  creamed  chicken!  Daddy,  we've 
just  got  to  get  him  some  absinthe!" Harry  Archer  stared  at  his  offspring. 
"What  do  you  know  about  absinthe?" he  demanded. 

"They  all — poets  and  artists  and  such 
— drink  absinthe,"  she  told  him.  "You 
never  hear  about  them  eating.  They're 
always  sipping  an  absinthe  frappe.  I 

wonder,"  she  added,  dreamily,  "if  it's 
anything  like  a  pineapple  parfait?" Both  parents  choked  a  little.  Then 
her  father  told  her,  gently  but  firmly, 
"No,  Corliss.  Absolutely  no.  And  we 
will  have  none  in  the  house,  even  if 
absinthe  does  make  the  heart  grow 
fonder  .  .  .  that's  a  joke,  daughter. 
That's  a  joke."  He  looked  at  the  blank 
faces  of  his  two  women.  "Well,  maybe 
not,  but  it  was  a  try," Corliss  knew  an  ultimatum  when  she 
heard  one;  she  discarded  the  thought 
of  herself  and  Byron  Warwick  sipping 
absinthe  together.  But  she  had  other 
ideas. 

"Tea.  High  tea.  Crimipets  and scones  and  strawberry  jam.  In  front 
of  the  fire.  I  can  see  us  now,  sitting 
there — the  mood  and  the  setting  mel- 

lowing his  shy,  sensitive  nature — "  Cor- 
liss sensed  her  mother  was  weakening 
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TWICE  THE  SPARKLE 

TWICE  THE  WEAR 

To  make  your  nails  gleam  like  jewels 

—to  give  them  extra  days  of  brilliant, 

chip-free  beauty — brush  on  fast  drying 
Lustre-Coat  before  md  after  applying 
nail  polish.  This  new  magic  fluid 
will  amaze  you. 
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protecting  breath  and  health,  this  new 

mouth  wash  gives  a  thrilling  exhilaration 

—  the  feel  of  complete  oral  cleanliness. 
Economical  too— every  cent  goes  2  to  4 
times  as  far  as  with  ordinary  mouth 
washes.  You  use  1  part  Lanteen  Mouth 
Wash  with  3  parts  water.  Get  25c,  49c  or 
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Pleasant  and  Refreshing 

LANTEEN  MEDICAL  LABORATORIES,  INC.,  CHICAGO  10 

and  she  hurried  to  press  the  attack. 
"Look,  here's  his  biography  and  his 
picture.  You  want  him  to  give  the 
Reading  Club  a  good  lecture,  don't  you? You  want  him  to  tell  the  other  ladies 

about  how  good  a  hostess  you  are,  don't 
you?  I  can  just  hear  him  saying:  'Mrs. Archer  is  one  of  the  few  women  who 

really  understands  me.'  " 
Mrs.  Archer's  doubts  went  overboard. 

"We — ell,  I'll  talk  to  Louise,  though 
goodness  knows  how  she'll  take  to  the 
idea  of  having  her  mealtimes  and 
menus  disarranged  like  this.  But  no 

one  can  ever  say  I  don't  think  of  my 
guests  first — if  Mr.  Warwick  needs  at- 

mosphere, we'll  see  he  gets  it.  Harry, 
that  will  mean  you'll  have  to  come 
home  early,  for  the  tea." 
"Why?  Am  I  part  of  the  atmosphere? 

Do  you  want  me  with  a  Tyrolean 
feather  in  my  hat  or  shall  I  wear  a 

velvet  smoking  jacket?" 
Corliss  missed  the  sarcasm.  "Angel! 

That's  wonderful — I  know  where  you 
can  buy  a  smoking  jacket,  too.  And 
be  here  early — remember — 'The  curfew 
tolls  the  knell  of  parting  day,  The 

lowing  herd  wind  slowly  o'er  the  lea, 
The  plowman  homeward  plods  his 

weary  way — '  " Mr.  Archer  threw  down  his,  napkin 
and  left  the  table.  "Now  she  thinks 
I'm  in  the  dairy  business!"  he  muttered, as  he  went  out. 

BUT  Mrs.  Archer  proved  herself  to  be 
more  amenable  to  Corliss'  sugges- tions. The  days  that  followed  were  a 

perfect  flurry  of  house-cleaning  and 
furniture  re-arranging  before  Corliss 
could  announce  herself  satisfied.  On  ta- 

bles everywhere  one  looked  there  were 
open  books  of  poetry  or  weird  pieces  of 
sculpture  borrowed  from  an  arty  neigh- 

bor. Corliss  had  scoured  their  own  and 

friends'  houses  for  all  the  pipes  she 
could  find.  They  were  all  there,  ranged 
on  the  mantel,  from  meerschaum  to 
corn-cob.  Family  portraits  were  hastily 
relegated  to  the  closets,  as  being — Mrs. 
Archer  and  Corliss  agreed — a  little  too 
homespun.  Brass  andirons  shone,  and 
the  ottoman  before  the  fire  was  moved 
at  least  a  dozen  times  a  day  until  Corliss 
could  find  the  right  spot  .  .  .  since  here 
she  planned  to  sit  at  the  feet  of  the  Last 
of  the  Bohemians. 
And  then  it  was  Tuesday  afternoon. 
"I'm  glad  you're  home  early,  Corliss 

— with  Mr.  Warwick  coming  tomor- 
row." Mrs.  Archer  had  a  harried  look. 

"You  and  Dexter  can  help  me  carry 
out  the  mattress  in  the  guest  room.  I 
want  it  sunned  and  the  clean  blankets 

aired  before  I  make  up  Mr.  Warwick's 

bed." 

Together  the  three  of  them  trooped 

upstairs. 
"Don't  tell  me,"  Dexter  grumbled, 

"that  Mr.  June-Moon  Warwick  ac- 
tually goes  to  bed  like  other  people.  I 

thought  poets  were  always  out  at  night 
hanging  over  bridges  looking  at  the 
water  or  in  cemeteries  making  up  stuff 
about  death  and  how  tired  they  were 

of  it  all." "Now  Dexter — "  Mrs.  Archer  began. 
But  Corliss  interrupted  her.  Her 

lower  lip  was  pouting  out  a  little,  as 
it  always  did  when  she  was  thinking. 
"Mommy — I  wonder  if  Dexter  doesn't 

have  something.  Oh,  I  know  he  was 
just  trying  to  be  funny,  but — somehow 
— this  room  doesn't  do  anything  to  me. 
As  a  poet,  I  mean.  And  I  don't  think 
it's  quite  the  proper  setting  for  Byron, 
either — all  these  ruffles  and  curtains 
and  things.  I  seem  to  see  a  different 

room,  much  different.  Wait!"  she looked  around  once  more  and  then  her 

eyes  brightened.    "Wait — I'm  getting  it 
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After  removing  polish  .  . 
nails,  with  emery  board,  to  oval 
shape — never  point!  Never  file 
down  into  corners.  Good  strong 
corners  near  fingertips  help  pre- 

vent breaking  and  splitting. iii 

.  .  .  After  soaking  fingertips  in 
warm,  soapy  water — scrub  with 
nail  brush.  Tear  an  absorbent 
Sitroux  Tissue  in  quarters.  Wrap 
tip  of  orange-stick  in  one  quarter 
— push  back  cuticle  gently.  Use 
another  quarter  Sitroux  Tissue 
for  left  hand.  (Remember — never 
waste  precious  Sitroux  Tissues !  *  ) 

^ 

...  If  nails  are  small,  cover  entire 
nail  ...  if  long,  leave  half-moon, 
small  tip.  Remove  excess  polish 
with  remaining  half  of  Sitroux 
Tissue.  To  hurry  drying,  run  cold 
water  over  nails.  Keep  Sitroux 
Tissues  handy  for  cleansing  and 
dozens  of  other  jobs,  too. 
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— I  know  what  it  is — it's  the  garret!" 
"The  garret?  You  mean  our  attic, 

Corliss?"  Mrs.  Archer  was  horrified. 
"Of  course!  Only  in  books  they  al- 

ways call  them  'garrets'.  It  has  to  be, 
Mommy.  Just  think  of  that  poor  man 
traveling  around  the  country,  living  in 
hotel  rooms  or  other  people's  guest rooms — all  the  same.  The  same  bed  and 
the  same  chairs  and  the  same  curtains 
and  the  same  night  tables  with  the 
same  detective  stories  on  them — why,  it 
must  be  terrible!  All  poets  live  in 
garrets.  They're  used  to  them  and 
they  feel  at  home  there." 

"But,  Corliss — "  her  mother  pro- 
tested— "it's  full  of  old  trunks  and  the 

only  light  is  just  an  electric  light  bulb 

hanging  from  the  ceiling  and  there's 
only  one  tiny  window  and  it's  dusty 

and  dark — " "It  sounds  perfect."  Dexter  raised 
his  voice  in  mock-ecstasy.  "Couldn't you  throw  in  a  few  rats  and  a  broken 
skylight  or  two,  Mrs.  Archer?  Just  to 

make  Byron  feel  completely  at  home." 

"I'M  ignoring  you,  Dexter  Franklin." 
1  Corliss  gave  him  one  of  her  best 

raised-eyebrow  looks.  "I'm  ignoring  you 
completely.  This  is  far  more  important 
than  even  we  can  imagine.  Suppose — 
just  suppose — that  Byron  Warwick 
were  to  walk  into  that  garret  and  find 
himself  so  completely  at  home — so  in- 

spired— so  sort  of  back  in  the  Left 
Bank — that  he  were  to  compose  a  new 

poem — right  in  our  house!" "He  couldn't  do  that  in  the  guest 
room? — no — "  Mrs.  Archer  hastily 
answered  herself — "no,  I  see  what  you mean.  Or  I  think  I  do.  And  it  would 
be  nice  if  he  were  to  dedicate  his  new 
book  to  us  ,  .  .  To  those  who  made  this 

possible  or  something  like  that." 
"Oh,  gee,  Mrs.  Archer — you,  too!" Dexter  sighed. 
But  when  it  came  to  transforming  the 

"garret"  the  job  fell  to  Corliss.  Watch- 
ing her  daughter's  strange  flights  of 

fancy,  Mrs.  Archer  had  to  admit  she 
didn't  have  quite  the  feeling  for  the work.  All  that  was  hostess  in  her 
revolted. 

"Not  that  old  camp  bed,  Corliss! 
Surely  he  won't  want  to  sleep  on  that! 
It's  so  lumpy  and — " 

"Well,  it's  the  best  I  can  do."  Cor- 
liss' face  was  smudged  with  dirt  and 

wet  from  her  exertions  in  lugging  the 

old  cot  up  the  stairs.  "It  really  should have  some  broken  slats  and  be  a  little 
more  rickety,  but  I  think  it  will  do. 
Now,  let's  shove  those  trunks  back under  that  eave  and  then  I  can  put 
these  old  orange  crates  here  for  chairs. 
The  table's  got  to  be  pretty  big  and 
sturdy,  though.  He'll  probably  want to  lean  his  elbows  on  it  when  he 

writes." 
The  table  they  found  was  big  and 

sturdy,  though  it  was  a  hideously 
scarred  and  much-painted-over  one 
that  had  once  graced  their  kitchen  in 
a  summer  camp.  But  Corliss  declared 
it  perfect — after  she  had  carefully 
spilled  a  bottle  of  ink  all  over  the  top. 

It  was  past  bed-time  before  she  was 
through  and  Mr.  Archer  and  Dexter 
were  called  up  from  their  gin-rummy 
game  to  inspect  the  results. 

For  a  moment  they  just  stood  and 
looked,  in  awed,  stunned  silence. 

"Holy  Smoke!"  breathed  Mr.  Archer. 
"Gee  Whillikens!"  whistled  Dexter. 
"It's  an  opium  den,"  opined  Mr. 

Archer. 

"It's  a  smuggler's  cave,"  guessed  Dex- ter. 

Their  eyes  went  back  in  simultaneous 
fascination  to  the  scene  through  the 
open  attic  door. 
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GIRLS!  Want 

quick  curls  ? 

EYES  light  on  lovely  hair  and  linger  there 
when  it  shines  in  all  its  natural  beauty. 

Your  hair  will  be  soft,  sparkling,  and  lustrous 
when  you  do  it  at  home  with  new  different 
Wildroot  Hair  Set  that 

replaces  old-fashioned 
thick  gummy  wave  sets. 
Does  all  they  do  and 
more!  Light  bodied,  faster 
drying.  It  contains  proc- 

essed LANOLIN,  leaves 
your  hair  soft,  natural, 
and  at  its  lovely  best. 
Style  your  own  distinc- 

tive hair-do  quickly,  with- 
out fuss  or  disappoint- 

ment! And  watch  those 
admiring  glances!  Ask 
for  New  Wildroot  Hair 
Set  at  your  toilet  goods 
counter  today! 
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EXTRA  PROFITS 
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SAMPLESon  Approval. 
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U7 Essex St.,Dept  23- X,  Boston  11, Mass. 

A  torn  strip  of  carpet  marked  the 
little  clearing  in  the  otherwise- jumble 
of  old  trunks  and  boxes  and  miscel- 

laneous catch-all  of  accumulated  years 
of  housekeeping.  In  the  center  of  the 
rug  was  the  ink-stained  table  and 
around  its  edge,  in  casual  disarray, 
were  the  orange-crate  chairs.  An  old 
beer  bottle  with  a  candle  guttering 
from  its  neck,  the  wax  dripping  slowly 
along  its  sides,  occupied  the  center  of 
the  table. 

But  it  was  the  bed,  huddling  in  one 
corner  near  the  tiny  window,  that  held 
their  gaze.  Over  it,  and  only  partly 
hiding  the  brown  Army  blanket  below 
— was  Mrs.  Archer's  prized  red-and- blue  Paisley  shawl! 

"I  think  that  was  really  a  stroke  of 
genius  on  my  part.  It  gives  the  final 
touch  of"  color  and  abandon  the  room 
needed,"  Corliss  explained  compla- cently. 

"Oh."  There  didn't  seem  to  be  any- 
thing more  for  Mr.  Archer  or  Dexter  to 

say.  They  were,  for  once,  completely  at 
a  loss. 

Even  Mrs.  Archer  looked  a  trifle  wor- 
ried. She  turned  away  with  a  slight 

shudder. 

"Let's  go  downstairs,"  she  suggested 
weakly,  "and  see  if  there  aren't  some 
cookies  left  from  dimj.er.  I  need  some- 

thing." 
"Coming,  Corliss? ".  Dexter  seemed  to be  still  in  a  daze. 

"Thank  you,  no.  I  still  have  one  line 
of  my  poem  to  write — the  one  I'm 
submitting  tomorrow  to  Mrs.  Thack- 

eray. If  I'm  going  to  beat  Betty  this 
year  and  be  poet  laureate  of  our  "class 
I  have  to  make  some  sacrifices." 

They  filed  down  the  stairs  in  silence, 
but  at  the  landing  Mr.  Archer  pulled 
himself  a  little  out  of  his  shock.  "Cor- 

liss, you  may  be  right."  And  now  there was  a  reflective  look  in  his  eye,  an  odd 
look  that  somehow  checked  Corliss'  ela- 

tion and  made  her  feel  disturbed.  "Yes, that  room  may  be  just  the  thing  for 
certain  people.  Just  the  thing.  And, 
if  you'll  forgive  a  mundane,  grubbing 
businessman  for  quoting— remember — 
'What's  sauce  for  the  goose,  is  sauce 

jor  the  gander'.' " School  was  a  problem  for  Corliss  next 
day  and  she  found  it  hard  to  concen- 

trate. The  last  class  was  barely  over 
when  she  was  on  her  feet  and  flying 
homewards.  There  were  things  she 
had  to  do.  In  fact,  so  many  things  to 
do  that  she  only  just  made  it — with  a 
flying  leap  downstairs  into  the  living 
room  as  she  heard  the  sound  of  the 
family  car  spurting  gravel  in  the  drive- way. 

He  was  here!  Byron  Warwick  was 
coming  into  this  house! 

Indeed  he  was.  The  young  man,  fol- 
lowing Mrs.  Archer  through  the  front 

door  and  into  the  hall  and  struggling 
with  a  S'Uitcase  in  either  hand,  was  in- 

deed the  young  man  of  the  portrait. 
"The  profile  was  there  and  the  dark, 
shadowed  eyes  and  the  hair  cut  longish 
and  curly.  More  than  this,  Corliss 
couldn't  see  very  clearly,  because  part 
of  her  preparations  had  been  to  lower 
all  the  blinds,  leaving  the  living  room  in 
a  sort  of  undersea  gloom. 

She  looked  at  them  through  horn- 
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rimmed  spectacles  which  weren't  her own.  When  she  spoke  her  voice  was 
sepulchral.  " 'O  World!  O  Life!  O 
Time!  On  whose  last  steps  I  climb — ' 

you  know." "Shelley,"  Mrs.  Archer  supplied  au- 
tomatically, and  then-  recovered  her 

poise  with  a  gasp.  "Corliss,  stop  that! 
Mr.  Warwick,  this  is  my  daughter,  Cor- 

liss." 

"Mr.  Warwick!"  Corliss  came  out  of 
her  trance  with  a  bounce.  Even  the 

horn-rimmed  spectacles  couldn't  con- 
ceal her  excited  eyes.  "You  must  for- 
give me.  But  being  a  poet  yourself, 

you'll  understand  how  rapt  a  person 
can  get  when  a  person  is  communing 

with  her  psyche." 
Perhaps  Byron  Warwick's  commun- ing had  never  been  done  in  the  middle 

-of  a  living  room,  in  front  of  an  audi- 
ence. At  least,  there  was  a  slight  hesi- 
tation before  he  spoke. 

"IH,  yes.  When  one  is — ah — com,m.un- 
A  ing — it  is  certainly  a  soul-shatter- 

ing experience  to  be  so  interrupted.  I 
find  it  so."  He  picked  up  a  statuette 
from  the  end  table — a  piece  of  sculpture 
Mr.  Archer  privately  believed  to  have 

been  conceived  in  a  nightmare.  "You 
know,  this  is  almost — well,  nearly  quite 
good,  you  know.  I  knew  a  girl  in 
Paris,  once — "  giving  the  two  entranced 
women  the  full  benefit  of  his  profile  as 
he  seemed  to  gaze  back  into  memory — 
"who  did  this  sort  of  thing.  Wonder- 

ful artist,  Mimi.  Kept  goldfish  in  her 
coflfee-pot  and  made  coffee  in  a  pie- 
plate.  Said  it  kept  her  out  of  a  rut, 

you  know." 
Corliss  was  in  ecstasy  right  down  to 

her  tingling  toes.  Mr.  Archer,  coming 
in  the  front  door  and  overhearing,  was 
downright  disgusted. 
"Mr.  Warwick — my  husband,  Mr. 

Archer." 
Mr.  Archer  thrust  out  his  hand 

gingerly.  And  then  he  winced. 
Strangely  enough,  this  poet-fellow 
really  had  a  grip! 

But  now  he  was  elevating  that  chin 
again  and  looking  soulful. 

"The  sun!"  he  exclaimed  as  Mrs. 
Archer  raised  the  shades.  "Oh,  the  sun. 
Great  Giver  of  Life  and  Healer  of  Sor- 

rows— as  a  poet,  I'm  a  sun-worshipper, 

you  know." "I  thought  poets  were  moon-gazers," Mr.  Archer  muttered. 
For  just  a  second  he  thought  he 

caught  a  glimpse  of  something  that 
looked  peculiarly  like  laughter  in  the 
back  of  Byron  Warwick's  eyes,  but  then 
the  visitor  strode  to  the  fireplace  and 
leaned  his  arm  negligently  against  the 
mantel.  Again  the  profile.  Mr.  Archer 
decided  he  must  have  imagined  the 
laughter. 

"Please  do  sit  down,  Mr.  Warwick," 
invited  his  hostess.  "We  so  rarely  have 
this  opportunity  of  meeting  an  authority 
on  modern  verse.  Your  visit  here  is 
exciting — like  someone  from  an  outside 
world.  I  read  your  Stream,s  Flowing 

Softly  and  enjoyed  it — " "That?  My  worst  effort,  a  weakness 
of  my  sentimental  adolescence."  His tone  was  superciliously  rude  and  Mrs. 
Axcher's  cheeks  turned  pink. 

To  Corliss  the  rudeness  was  the  poet's 
prerogative  and  her  eyes  were  still 
adoring.  But  to  Mr.  Archer  it  was  in- 

excusable and  he  had  opened  his  mouth 
to  tell  this  young  puppy  what  he 
thought  of  him,  when  Louise  entered 
with  the  tea  tray.  The  awkward 
moment  was  saved. 

"A  crumpet,  Mr.  Warwick?"  Corliss offered. 

"Thank  you,  no,"  he  replied,  absent- 
mindedly,  putting  his  untasted  cup  of 
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tea  on  the  mantel.  "I  had  a  hamburger 

on  the  train — " He  stopped.  Three  faces  stared  at 
him  in  consternation.  Byron  War- 

wick's face  was  a  study  .  .  .  but  he  re- covered himself,  quickly. 

"Ghastly  things,  those  hamburgers — 
but  as  a  poet  I  believe  in  forcing  myself 
to  these  experiences.  It's  a  part  of 
Life,  you  know." Corliss  nodded  her  head  solemnly  as 
if  she  certainly  did  know,  and  her 
pleasure  was  almost  unbearable  when 
he  condescended  to  occupy  the  big  easy 
chair  near  her  ottoman. 
And  then  she  saw  Dexter,  his  head 

poking  surreptitiously  around  the 
kitchen  door.  Mr.  Archer  saw  him, 
too. 

"Come  in,  Dexter!  Come  in,  my  boy. 
Never  was  so  glad  to  see  anyone!  You 
naust  stay  for  dinner — sit  down — I 
won't  take  no  for  an  answer."  As 
often  as  he  had  considered  Dexter  a 
nuisance  around  the  house,  here  at 
least  was  someone  who  talked  nor- 

mally— who  didn't  talk  about  Life  and 
Experiences. 

"But  I  don't  know  anything  about 
poetry,  Mr.  Archer,"  Dexter  objected. 
"Are  you  sure  I  won't  be  in  the  way?" 

"If  you  want  my  opinion — yes — " 

BUT  Mr.  Archer  cut  in.  "What  Corliss 
means  is  'yes,'  you  certainly  are 

welcome,  Dexter.  Sit  down,  my  boy. 
Mr.  Warwick,  this  is  a  neighbor  of  ours, 
Mr.  Dexter  Franklin.  He  and  Corliss 
being  around  the  same  age,  they  nat- 

urally see  a  lot  of  each  other  and  we 

naturally  see  a  lot  of  him — "  conscious 
that  he  was  rambling  a  bit  disconnect- 

edly, Mr.  Archer  stopped  short. 
In  fact,  all  conversation  stopped  short. 

Even  if  the  others  could  have  thought 
of  something  to  say  to  their  guest — 
what  could  you  do  when  Byron  War- 

wick wasn't  listening? 
Byron  Warwick  was  fast  asleep  in 

his  chair. 
When  he  woke  a  half -hour  later  only 

his  host  and  hostess  were  in  the  room. 
Dexter  and  Corliss  had  been  sent  on 
errands. 

"Oh — look — I'm  terribly  sorry!"  Still 
not  entirely  awake,  the  supercilious- 

ness and  the  rudeness  had  vanished 
from  his  face  and  he  looked  honestly 
ashamed.  He  had  forgotten  his  profile. 
"That  was  an  awful  thing  to  do,  going 
to  sleep  when  you  were  talking  to  me. 

But  I'd  had  a  long  train  trip — " 
"It's  quite  all  right,  Mr.  Warwick," 

Mrs.  Archer  reassured  him.  "I'm  al- 
ways glad  when  my  guests  feel  enough 

at  home  to  relax  and  be  comfortable. 

We're  very  informal  people." 
"Thank  you,  Mrs.  Archer."  He 

looked  at  her  gratefully.  "You  know," he  went  on,  rubbing  his  eyes  to  get  the 

sleep  out  of  them,  "I  think  this  is  the first  moment  I  have  felt  really  relaxed 
for  months,  ever  since  I  started  on  this 

tour.  I  almost  feel  like  I'm  back  home, 
with  my  own  folks." 

Harry  Archer's  baleful  regard  faded, although  there  was  still  wariness  as  he 
looked  at  the  poet.  "Where  are  your 

folks?" 

"Iowa.  I  was  born  there  and  when 
I  get  through  with  these  lectures  next 
month  I'm  heading  back  there  as  fast 
as  I  can  .  .  .  they're  real  people  there 
— real  friends  and  neighbors.  I  do  my 

best  work  there." His  two  listeners  sat  stunned,  their 
mouths  open.  Iowa!  A  far  cry  from 
the  Left  Bank! 
"Well — Great  Godfrey — young 

man — "  Mr.  Archer  finally  managed, 
outraged — "if  you  didn't  put  on  such  an 
act  with  people — all  that  rudeness  and 
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that  business  of  Life  and  goldfish  and 
the  Sun,  the  Great  Giver  of  Life,  and 
that  nonsense,  you'd  find  people  here 
are  just  the  same  as  they  are  in  Iowa." 
Byron  Warwick's  tone  was  humble, 

but  he  shook  his  head.  "They  may  be 
just  ordinary  with  other  people,  Mr. 
Archer,  but  there's  something  about  a 
poet  that  makes  them  dithery.  They 

expect  a  show.  They'd  be  disappointed if  they  found  out  I  liked  hamburgers 
and  country  fairs  and  that  I  helped  my 
mother  do  the  family  shopping.  Put- 

ting on  that  act,  I  try  to  live  up  to 
their  expectations  of  what  a  poet  is 
like.  At  least,  those  are  my  instruc- 

tions from  the  publicity  agent  who  ar- 

ranged this  lecture  tour." 
Mr.  Archer  began  to  laugh.  "Sure — 

look  at  Corliss.    And  look  at — " 
"Harry!"  warned  his  wife,  her  cheeks 

flaming.    And  he  subsided  into  chuckles. 
At  dinner,  Corliss  was  still  in  a  daze. 

She  was  sitting  right  next  to  Byron 
Warwick,  their  elbows  so  close  they 
almost  touched! 

"Did  you  have  a  nice  nap,  Mr.  War- 
wick?" she  asked,  timidly. 

"UE  certainly  did,"  chuckled  her  fa- 
ll ther.  "He  had  quite  a  snooze.  Of 

course,"  turning  to  his  guest,  "Corliss, 
here,  was  a  little  disappointed.  She 
was  hoping  to  discuss  iambic  penta- 

meter with  you." "Oh?"  the  poet  smiled  back  at  his 
host.  "Do  people  really  discuss  such 

things?" 
Of  course  they  don't,  Corliss  thought to  herself,  furiously.  At  least,  not  in 

front  of — of — unbelievers  like  her 
parents  and  Dexter.  And  who  wanted 
to  he  bothered  with  the  more  me- 

chanical things  of  poetry,  like  penta- 
meter? Once  she  and  Byron  were 

alone,  she  was  sure  she  knew  the  way 
to  draw  him  out,  to  let  him  pour  out 
the  pent-up  beauties  of  his  soul. 

Poor  Byron!  In  spite  of  all  she  had 
tried  to  do  for  him,  here  he  was  eating 
creamed  chicken  and  peas,  and  forced 
to  listen  while  Dexter  and  Daddy  did 
their  usual  armchair  quarter-backing 
of  last  Saturday's  football  game!  What must  he  think  of  them? 
"Daddy — we  mustn't  bore  our  guest. 

Mr.  Warwick  doesn't  care  about  Lefty 
Polchak's  left-side  run,  or  whatever  it 
was  Football  is  such  a  primitive 

sport,"  she  apologized  to  Byron,  "but grown  men  do  seem  to  have  a  childish 
delight  in  seeing  other  men  run  down 
a  field  with  a  silly  old  ball  and  beat 

each  other  up  over  it." 
"It's  our  psyches,  Corliss,"  Mr.  Archer 

said,  complacently.  "It's  the  real  us 

cbming  out." There  was  a  definite  twinkle  in  Byron 
Warwick's  eyes.  "Oh,  I  don't  know. 
Miss  Archer.  Have  you  ever  seen  a 
fast  quarter-back  streaking  down  for 
a  fifty-yard  run,  weaving  in  and  out, 
straight- arming  the  safety  man?  That's 
real  poetry — poetry  in  action.  It's  a 
game,  yes.  But  isn't  much  of  life  a 

game?" 

This  was  something  like  it!  Corliss 

thrilled  to  her  fingertips.  "Isn't  much 
of  life  a  game?" — now  he  was  talking 
like  he  had  before!  "You're  right,  of 
course,  Mr.  Warwick.  You're  so  ight. 
Life  is  just  a  game  and  we  are  merely 
players,  all  of  us.  Actors  who  speak 
our  few  paltry  lines  and  then  exit  off 

the  stage  when  Death  gives  us  the  cue." And  the  resemblance  to  his  picture 

was  much  more  marked  when  he  tilted' 
his  head  that  way  and  gave  her  that 
side-long  glance.  Even  his  eyes  seemed 
to  be  infused  with  strong  emotion  and 
the  muscles  around  his  mouth  twitched. 

"I  see   what  you  mean.   Miss  Archer. 
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You  feel  that  all  life  is  futile  and 

empty,  but,  remember — 'A  thing  of beauty  is  a  joy  forever,  Its  loveliness 
increases;  It  will  never  pass  into 

nothingness.' " "Keats!"  breathed  Corliss  in  rapture. 
And  so  transported  was  she  that  she 
quite  missed  the  long  look  that  passed 
between  her  father  and  their  guest. 
She  didn't  even  notice  that  the  con- 

versation had  reverted  to  football. 
"Mr.  Warwick — "  breaking  into  the- 

passing  strategy  of  Ohio  State —  "when you  were  struggling  for  an  existence  on 

the  Left  Bank  in  Paris — " 
Byron  coughed.  "I'm  sorry,  Corliss, but  I  never  was  on  the  Left  Bank.  My 

publicity  agent  took  a  few  liberties,  I'm afraid,  with  that  biography.  I  was  in 
Paris,  but  I  was  taking  a  college  course 
at  the  Sorbonne  and  working  my  way 
through  by  being  night  clerk  in  a 
hotel.  I  didn't  have  much  time  for 
the  kind  of  life  my  biographer  so  de- 

lightfully describes." Dexter  whooped. 

"Dexter,  you're  being  impolite,"  Mrs. Archer  admonished. 

"Don't  worry,  Mrs.  Archer  .  .  .  I've 
had  a  few  laughs,  myself,  reading  that 

biography."  Then,  seeing  Corliss' 
crushed  look,  he  added,  kindly,  "But  I 
did  go  up  into  the  Eiffel  Tower,  once. 

And  I  wore  a  beret— *one  day." 

THE  rest  of  the  dinner  was  a  hurried 
affair.  The  elder  Archers  and  Byron 

Warwick  were  due  at  the  Reading  Club 
by  seven-thirty  and  Mrs.  Archer  rushed 
them  through  dessert. 
When  they  were  finally  left  alone, 

Dexter  turned  on  Corliss. 

"Now  what  do  you  think  of  old  June- 
Moon  Warwick?  I  think  he's  a  phony. 
He's  no  more  of  a  real  poet  than  I  am." 
"You  just  don't  understand  him," 

Corliss  defended  hotly.  "You  can't  see 
under  that  polite,  sweet  manner  of 
his  to  the  sensitive  soul  beneath.  You 
heard  what  he  said  about  life  being 

just  a  game.  Well,  that's  how  he  feels. He  knows  families  like  ours  have  cer- 

tain habits  and  he's  kind  enough  to 
play  up  to  us  and  pretend  t6  like  the 
same  things  we  do.  I  saw  how  he  was 

suffering  .  .  .  you  and  yotxr  football!" 
"For  a  man  whose  soul  was  suffering 

he  sure  knew  plenty  about  triple  plays 

and  T-formations." 
"Oh,  Dexter,  you  just  can't  see!" 
"Nuts.  I  can  see  you're  acting  dopey 

— as  usual." 
Corliss  drew  herself  up.  "If  that's 

what  you  think  of  me  and  my  aspira- 
tions for  better  things,  then  you  can 

just  go  home." Dexter  folded  his  arms  and  settled 

himself  back  in  his  chair.  "Not  me, 
chick.  I'm  sticking  around  to  see  Lord 
Byron  get  settled  into  his  little  nest 

under  the  eaves." At  the  mention  of  the  attic  room,  a 
warm  glow  of  rapture  spread  over  Cor- 

liss. Yes,  that  would  make  up  for 
it.  "A  place,"  she  gloried,  aloud,  "where 
he  can  escape  the  shackles  of  civiliza- 

tion and  be  himself." 
"Yes — that's  what  it  is,  that  attic. 

A  home  from  home."    Dexter  snickered. 
But  Corliss  wasn't  paying  any  atten- 

tion. She  was  re-living  her  first  sight 
of  the  poet.  The  pin-pricks  of  disil- 

lusion were  vanishing.  She  could  for- 
get Byron  sleeping  in  the  armchair,  she 

could  forgive  his  not  ever  having  lived 
on  the  Left  Bank  in  Paris.  She  could 

overlook  Dexter's  and  her  father's  dis- 
paraging remarks. 

She  was  living  in  a  dream  world. 
Soon  the  others  would  be  coming  home 
and  she  would  be  able  to  take  Byron 
up  to  his.  room.    She  would  show  it  to 
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him,  nonchalantly,  and  then  start  to 
leave  him. 

But  he  would  put  his  hand,  softly,  on 
her  arm.  He  would  say  "My  dear  girl 
— how  did  you  know — ?"  JVo  .  .  .  that 
wasn't  emotional  enough.  He  would 
say  "Corliss,  why  didn't  I  know  I  would 
find  you  someday,  like  this,  waiting  for 
me?  Then  he  would  kiss  her  hand 
and  drop  it  and  turn  away  into  his 
sanctuary,  the  fire  of  inspiration  burn- 

ing in  his  eyes. 
And  she  would  sit,  through  the  long 

night,  huddled  on  the  steps  outside  his 
door,  knowing  her  presence  there  would 
help  him.  And  he  would  find  her  there 
in  the  morning — when  his  candle  had 
burned  low — and  he  would  say — 

"Corliss!"    The  door  banged  open. 
She  jerked  herself  back  to  reality. 

She  was  still  in  the  living  room,  with 
Dexter  playing   Harry   James   records. 

"Yes,  Mums  .  .  .  I'm  here.  Wasn't  it 
a  simply  thrilling  experience?  Did  he 
read  his  poetry?  Aren't  you  just  over- 

whelmed?" 
SHE  could  hear  him  coming  up  the 

walk  outside,  his  laughter  mingling 

with  her  father's. 
"Yes,  dear.  It  was  lovely.  He  has  a 

way  of  making  poetry  seem  almost — 
well,  almost  understandable,  if  you 

know  what  I  mean.  But  that's  not  why I  called  you.  I  want  you  to  fix  a  tray 
of  sandwiches  and  milk,  or  would  you 

rather    have    coffee,    Mr.    Warwick?" 
"Neither,  thank  you,  Mrs.  Archer. 

Don't  bother  for  me.  I  have  to  watch 
my  diet — my  publicity  manager  insists 
on  it.  He  says  fat  poets  don't  have 
publics.  So  I  think,  if  you  don't  mind, 
I'd  like  to  go  straight  to  bed  tonight." 

"Bed?"  Mrs.  Archer's  bright  smile 
faded  away  and  an  expression  of  hor- 

ror stole  over  her  face.    "Bed." 
"Yes,  Mums.  I'll  be  glad  to  escort 

Mr.  Byron  to  his  room." "No — let  me."  And  Mr.  Archer 

grabbed  his  guest's  suitcases  and  firmly took  the  head  of  the  procession,  as  the 
whole  family  trailed  after  and  up  the 
stairs  .  .  .  Corliss  exulting  in  anticipa- 

tion .  .  .  Dexter  hovering  behind  her 
.  .  .  and  Mrs.  Archer  agonizing. 

So  close  were  they  on  each  other's heels  that  when  Mr.  Archer  stopped 
short  on  the  second-fioor  landing,  they 
couldn't  stop.  For  a  moment  there  was 
a  confused  jumble. 
"Oh — excuse  me! — this  way,  Mr.  War- 

wick. Follow  me,  Mr.  Warwick,"  Cor- 
liss called  gaily,  edging  towards  the 

door  that  led  to  the  attic.  "This  way — 
Daddy!  Angel! — you're  going  the 
wrong  way!  You're  taking  Mr.  War- 

wick's suitcases  into  my  room.  They 

go  up — " 

"No,  Corliss.  You  go  up.  The  suit- 
cases stay 'here,  and  so  does  Mr.  War- 

wick." So  fast  it  happened  Corliss 
couldn't  take  it  all  in — but  in  a  second 
the  suitcases  were  in  her  room,  Mr. 
Warwick  was  in  her  room,  and  his 
goodnights  were  echoing  through  her 
bedroom  door! 

Stunned,     she     faced     her     father. 

"Oh,  I  agree  with  you,  Corliss,"  he 
said,  hastily,  "That  attic  room  is  just 
the  thing  for  a  poet — for  a  budding 
young  poet  who  wants  to  learn  about 
life  the  hard  way.  But  I  talked  it  over 
with  Mr.  Warwick  and,  unfortunately, 
he  has  one  of  these  odd,  artistic  at- 

tachments to  a  soft  bed  and  curtains  at 
his  window  and  he  even  has  a  detec- 

tive story  he  wants  to  read  before  he 
goes  to  sleep.  So,  you  see,  we  just 
had  to  give  in  to  his  whims." 
"Angel!"  Corliss  wailed.  "You 

mean  I've  got  to  go  upstairs  and  sleep 
on  that  hard  old  camp  bed?"    An  aw- 
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ful  thought  struck  her.  She  remem- 
bered, suddenly,  that  strange  reflective 

look  her  father  had  given  her  when  she 
had  first  shown  him  the  attic  room. 

Harry  Archer  tucked  his  wife's  hand inside  his  arm,  moving  her  along  the 
hall.  Laughter  shook  his  shoulders. 
■'Why,  I'm  doing  you  a  favor,  daughter! 
You'll  never  have  an  opportunity  like 
this  again  to  expand  your  horizons  and 

frapple  with  Art."  And  firmly  their oor  closed  behind  them. 
It  was  a  crushed  and  dejected  Corliss 

who  followed  Dexter  down  into  the 
living  room. 

"Gee,  Corliss — do  you  really  want  to 
sleep  in  that  attic?  It  seems  such  a 

funny  place,  but  I  guess  you  do.  I'm  so 
dumb  about  poets." 
"Dexter  Franklin,  you're  just  plain 

dumb!  Who  wants  to  sleep  there? — 
oh,  to  think  I  trusted  that  man!  That 

— that  Byron  Warwick — he's  nothing 
but  a  fraud — "  and  she  bowed  her head  on  the  arm  of  the  chair. 

Dexter's  hand  stole  awkwardly  to 
her  shoulder.  "Don't  you  care.  He 
doesn't  know  anything  about  poetry. 
He   and   Mrs.   Thackeray   at   school — " 

"IIIHAT   about   Mrs.   Thackeray?"   the 
II  words  came  muffled,  ominously, 

from  Corliss. 
Dexter  looked  as  if  he  could  have 

bitten  off  his  tongue.  "I'm  sorry,  Cor- 
liss. I  didn't  mean  to  tell  you  like 

that.  You  left  school  so  fast  today  you 

didn't  stop  to  find  out  about  the  poetry contest.  Mrs.  Thackeray  said  your 
poem  showed  lots  of  imagination  but 
she  gave  the  prize  to  Betty  again  and 

she's  going  to  be  poet  laureate  this 
year."  Since  no  answer  came  from  the 
huddled  form  beside  him,  he  hurried 

on.  "They  don't  know  anything.  In 
books  all  famous  people  are  misun- 

derstood when  they  are  young.  Some 
day — ;don't  cry,  Corliss!" 

She  sat  up  suddenly  and  threw  her 
hair  back  off  her  face  in  a  coltish  move- 

ment. "I'm  not.  I'm  not  crying.  Dex- 
ter.   Jeepers — I'm  so  relieved." 

"You're  what?" 
"I'm  simply,  utterly  glad.  You've  no 

idea  what  a  strain  it  is  upon  a  per- 
son's life,  being  a  poet.  Having  to  go around  with  a  dreamy  expression  all 

the  time  and  looking  up  things  to  quote 
and  I  always  get  them  mixed  up — I 
mean,  I  just  never  know  Shelley  from 
Kipling!  And  not  being  able  to  talk 
like  a  human  being  and  gazing  up  at 
the  stars  all  the  time  when  I'd  much 
rather  be  listening  to  Dorsey  records. 
Oh,  it's  a  terrible  strain.  Dexter.  And 
now  I've  been  so  cruelly  disillusioned 
— it  just  isn't  worth  while!  All  I  was 
trying  to  do  was  be  kind  to  Byron 
Warwick,  and  now  I  have  to  go  up  and 
sleep  on  that  awful  camp  bed  and 
think  about  mice!  Dexter  .  .  .  nobody 
understands  me  but  you!  I  never  want 

to  hear  another  line  of  poetry." In  a  second  he  was  transported  to 

happiness.  "You  mean  that?  Then — 
tonight — will  you  do  me  a  favor,  Cor- 

liss? Will  you  really  kiss  me  tonight, 
instead  of  just  blowing  a  kiss  at  me 

the  way  you  usually  do?" 
"Well — just  this  once,  Dexter.  It's 

no  more  than  you  deserve." 
He  swayed,  awkwardly,  towards  her 

— when,  suddenly,  to  his  horror,  out  of 
the  associations  of  the  past  ten  days, 
out  of  the  treachery  of  his  subcon- 

scious— he  heard  himself  saying — "Oh, 
Corliss!     What  bliss — !" 

She  sprang  away  from  him,  her  eyes 
shedding  sparks.  She  ran  up  the 
stairs.    She  stamped  her  foot. 

"You  get  out  of  here.  Dexter  Frank- 
lin!— you — you   poet,   you!" 
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Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
{Continued  from  page  49) 

older  he  learned  to  drive  the  car.  Then 

he  fixed  the  car  so  we  could  roll  Daddy's sunshine  bed  into  the  car.  We  would 

take  'Sunday  trips,  and  when  Son  was out  of  school  we  would  go  camping. 
Those  wonderful  trips  will  never  be 
forgotten!  Son  would  bring  us  home, 
and  work  the  rest  of  school  vacation. 

One  day  Son  said,  "Let's  take  Dad  out 
to  see  the  bright  lights."  He  asked  his father  if  he  would  like  to  drive  over  to 
Los  Angeles.  When  we  arrived  we 
drove  into  a  drive-in  picture  show.  I 
never  saw  anyone  so  excited  as  Daddy 
was — his  eyes  sparkling.  The  last  show 
he  had  seen  was  the  kind  where  you 
read  what  the  actors  are  saying.  He 
was  so  happy  and  excited  over  his  show 
that  he  kept  talking  to  me  until  four 
o'clock  in  the  morning. 
He  said,  "You  and  Son  are  always 

springing  surprises  on  me,  but,  oh, 
how  I  love  you  for  it.  It  makes  life 
worth  living  even  if  it  is  one  big  pain 

after  another." 

WE  took  him  out  a  great  many  times. 
We  had  many  trips  to  mountains  and 

beach  with  friends.  God  bless  them  for 
helping  to  make  his  life  more  beautiful. 
You,  Papa  David,  Chichi,  even  helped 
to  make  his  life  beautiful.  His  radio 
stood  beside  his  bed.  I  have  seen  him 
in  great  pain  holding  his  side  and  laugh- 

ing with  you.  I  want  to  thank  you  for 
your  part  in  his  life. 

He  was  a  college  man,  and  with  the 
aid  of  his  radio  and  reading  he  kept 
himself  posted  on  everything  worth- 

while. He  could  talk  on  any  subject 
that  our  friends  wanted  to  talk  about, 
right  up  to  the  last.  He  lived  for  twenty 
years  in  his  helpless  condition;  passed 
away  two  years  ago.  A  few  days  before 

he  left  us,  he  said,  "I  would  not  take 
anything  for  the  past  twenty  years  we 
three  have  spent  together.  You  have 
been  a  wonderful  wife  and  no  man 
ever  had  a  better  son.  You  both  have 
stood  by  me  all  these  years  and  I  love 

you.". 

Mrs.  C.  C.  B. 

Here  are  the  other  letters  Papa  David 
selected  as  telling  stories  you  will  want 
to  read.  Each  of  the  writers  has  re- 

ceived a  check  for  fifteen  dollars, 

A  MOTHER-IN-LAWS  STORY 

Dear  Papa  David: 
So  many  families  living  together  in 

war  times  seemed  to  develop  or  bring 
to  light  a  special  crop  of  wicked 
mothers-in-law,  at  least  everywhere  I 
went  I  heard  wild  stories  about  some 

husband's  dreadful  mother.  My  young- 
est son's  bride  must  have  heard  these 

witch's  tales  too,  for  she  treated  me 
with  cold  politeness,  always  on  guard 
from  the  moment  she  came  to  live  with 
us  after  her  husband  went  overseas.  I 
needed  the  comfort  of  this  beautiful 

girl's  love,  for  all  three  of  my  sons 
were  in  the  war's  danger  zones.  But  I 
must  have  overdone  things  in  my  effort 
to  prove  that  I  wanted  to  be  a  decent 
mother-in-law,  for  she  only  became 
more   suspicious. 

The  mail  was  her  life.  At  first  she 
would  rush  home  from  her  war  job, 
grab  up  his  letters  and  dash  past  me 
to  her  room.  I  knew  then  that  she  had 
heard  the  story  about  the  mother-in- 
law  who  insisted  upon  reading  all  of 
her  son's  letters. 
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Dept.  5910  Pleasant  HUl,  Ohio 

STAMMER? 
This  new  128-page  book,    ■Stammering,  Its  Cause 
and  Correction,"  describes  the  Bogue  Unit  Method for  scientific  correction  of  stammering  and  stut 
tering — successful  for  45  years.  Benj.  N.  Bogue, 
Dept.  1188.  Circle  Tower.  Indianapolis  4.  Ind 

Z^JKTfcrC^TVS^ 

Ask  for  loymon's  Face  Powdei,  Itougt,  Upstick,  Noil  Polith. 
SoU  horn  counttr  display  carik  In  drag  ond  other  storei. 

ViOnt'S  PRODUCTS  CO.,  Spencer,  Ind. 

|eINOl^ 

ToC^^wt. 

torners rihe^ca/rA/n^for  mourning  Snapshots.  Cards,  Siamps. 
eic.     No  p»8ie  need**d.     Pockel  Gummed  Inside  for 
holding  prints  tighter  loose.    Neai.  Quick  and 
Artistic  too.     Sold  at  photo  supply  and  album 

counters  or  send  lOc  today  for  pkg.  of  100 
I  and  Free  Samples  to  See  and  Try  them. 

,,^Y-,  Engel  Art  Corners  Mfg.  Co., 
^***='DepL60-K.  4711  N.Clark  Chicago.^O-IH, 

N/\ILS 
ATA  moment's  NOTICE  'ih Have  you  torn,  thin,  short, 

or  discolored  Nails?  don't 
worry!  Just  apply  nu-nails and  in  a  jiflfy  you  have  long, 

tapering  fingernails.  Can  be 
worn  any  length  and  polished 
any  shade.  Will  not  harm  nor 
soften  natural  nails.  Water- 

proof. Removed  at  will.  Help 

you  overcome  nail  biting  habit.  Set 
of  ten,  20c.  Af  oH  5c  ond  70c  stores. 
NU-NAILS  FINGERNAILS 

5251  W.  Harrison  St.  Oipt.  It-M,  Cliicago 



Then  there  was  no  overseas  mail  for 
a  month.  The  yoiuig  girl  began  to  droop 
from  not  eating  or  sleeping  much.  She 
stayed  home  from  work  one  morning 
and  I  heard  her  sobbing  in  her  room. 
Timidly  I  knocked.  There  was  no  an- 

swer for  'a  moment,  then  a  tearful, 
"Come  in."  There  she  was,  sitting  up 
in  bed  holding  a  large  photograph  that 

was  signed  "All  my  love  and  kisses." 
"I  hate  her,"  she  wailed,  "I  found  her 

in  a  box  of  his  things  when  I  first  came. 
I  hate  her.  Even  when  I  put  the  box 

away  I  know  she's  there  grinning." 
I  took  the  picture  from  her.  "That 

was  just  a  high  school  affair,"  I  said. 
"She's  married  now  and  has  two  chil- 

dren." I  tore  the  picture  into  bits  and 
threw  it  into  the  wastebasket. 
My  daughter  gave  me  her  first  warm 

smile.  Then  all  of  a  sudden  she  threw 
her  lovely  arms  arond  me  and  wept. 

"Mother,  oh  mother,  why  don't  I  get  a 
letter?  Do  you  suppose  something's 
happened?"  I  held  her  close  while  I 
told  her  all  the  fairy  stories  I  could 
think  of  why  mail  is  delayed.  They 
sounded  so  real  I  almost  believed  them 
myself.  We  both  heard  the  click  of  the 
mail  slot  and  the  young  girl  rushed  to 
the  door.  There  was  a  happy  cry  and 
she  ran  back  to  me.  "Sixteen  letters," 
she  shouted,  healthy  color  coming  back 
into  her  face.  "Don't  go,  mother  dear," 
she  said,  and  with  her  head  pressed 
against  my  shoulder,  she  read  the  last 
letter  first,  partly  out  loud.  And  then 
I  knew  that  life  can  be  beautiful  be- 

tween a  mother  and  her  son's  wife. Mrs.  p.  V.  L. 

LIKE  A  BAD  DREAM 

Dear  Papa  David: 
Our  family  went  through  an  experi- 

ence in  1942  that  taught  us  just  how 
beautiful  life  can  be.  I  am  married  to 
a  fine  husband.  We  have  three  wonder- 

ful children.  One  afternoon  four  years 
ago  my  twenty  months  old  baby  and  I 
were  enjoying  our  afternoon  nap.  I  was 
awakened  by  a  crackling  noise  and  the 
feeling  that  I  was  choking.  I  got  up  and 
found  that  my  house  was  a  furnace  of 
flames.     The    smoke    blinded    me    and 

T.D.M.5pe//.  THRILLS 
IT'S  A  DATE 

EVERY  SUNDAY 

For  a  half-hour  of  real  thrills,  listen 

every  Sunday  afternoon  to  "True  De- 

tective Mysteries".  Action-packed 
fact  stories  dramatized  from  the 

pages  of  True  Detective  magazine. 

Tune  in  this  Sunday  and  every  Sun- 
day afternoon. 

4:30PME.T. 

3:30PMC.T. 

2:30  PM  M.  T. 

1 :30  PM  P.  T. 

TRUE   DETECTIVE 

MYSTERIES 

ON  ALL  MUTUAL  NETWORK  STATIONS 

Here's  The  Greatest  Offer  Ever  Made  To  Amateur  Camera  Fans! 

For  Only  %Z.9ti  You  Get  A  Complete 
5-WKE  CANDID  TYPI  CAMERA  OUTPUT 
Plvfi  o  t^htmce  to   WtlkS  ̂ ^ 

•k  Genuine  Prize-Winning 
PHOTO-CRAFT  CAMERA 

•  Shoulder  Strap  CARRYING  CASE 
•  3  ROLLS  of  No.  127  FILM 

•  Ejitry  Blank  in  Amateur 
Picture-Taking  Contest  for 
Best  Pictures  Taken  with  a 

Prize-Winning  Photo-Craft 
Camera 

58  Awards.  Totaling  $1250.00 
ItlPrin   SSW 

IndPiin   SISI 
tidPrin    SIM 

IS-SII  Hon.  MenDni . .  tISt 
Il-tS  Mem  •nrdi . . .  IISI 

PICTURES  YOU  TAKE  TODAY 

WILL  BE  THE  TREASURES  of  TOMORROW 

And,  Mth  yout  very  fictt  Pholo-Craft  uupihot,  you  may  win  a  ireajun  for  younelf  today.  For 

your  PriM-Wmning  Photo-Craft  Candid  Camera  outfit  cornea  to  you  ready  to  go  to  work  — 
with  a  handy  shoulder  strap  carrying  case  AND  enough  fihn  for  48  exposures  —  for  only 

JJ.98.  Imagine  getting  for  so  little  a  camera  capable  of  taking  Prize-Winning  picturesi  You 
need  no  special  skill  to  operate  a  Photo-Craft.  Even  if  you  have  never  used  ANY  cameta,  the 

Photo-Craft  is  so  simple  and  *'picture-sure"  that  the  first  picture  you  take  of  a  loved  one,  your 

Mom,  or  family  pet  may  be  a  "Ptiie  Winner" — a  picture  that  may  earn  you  as  much  as  J300. 
And  remember  your  PhoI»Craft  will  also  take  full  color  pictures  when  loaded  with  colorchrome 
film.  So  whedier  for  a  gift  or  for  yourself,  order  your  Photo-Craft  no».  Complete  details  of  the 

great  ̂ 1,250  Prize  Contest  are  included  with  your  PrizerWinning,  5-piecc  Photo-Craft  outfit. 

Sold  en  an  "Examine  at  Our  Risk" 
GUARANTEE  OF  SATISFACTION 

Yea,  if  you  don't  feel  that  your  Prize-Winning  Photo-Craft  b  everything  you  expected,  you 
oay  renim  it  to  us  within  10  days  for  cheerful,  speedy  refund. 

LOOK  At  THCSC  feAWKS! 
*  (taiiiM  traua  tmsi  inl  PKth  Po<iM  Ini 
*  Mull  PidirntatiylUiifitd  Mo.  117 Fits 
*  Win  Ml  Pictsm  is  Fill  Cilff 
*  lit  ■^Ika)!"  Itnl  Tarn  Hidtr 
*  EitT,  Inqta,  FHlptMl  OnnliM 
*  knt4>  Is-giiri  li>  lluie 

RUSH  THIS  COUPON  FOR  CAMERA  OUTFIT 

5   NATIONAL  NOVELTIES,  Dept  PW-37 I   608  South  Dearborn  St^  Chicago  5.  lU. 

I    Rush  my  Prize  WiimJng  Photo-Craft  outfit  at  ̂ 3.98  witfi 
I    Handy  Shoulder  Strap  Carrying  Ca»e  and  5  roll*  of 
I    No.  127  Film— and  complete  details  of  the  Photo-Craft 

^1,250  Contest  for  Amateur  Camera  Fan«. 
I  My  money  will  be  refunded  If  returned  in  10  day*. 
I  CHECK  ONE 

I    Q  Fm  endofing  ̂ 3.98  in  full  payment.   Ship  Postpaid. 

I    O  Ship  COD.  Ill  pay  postman  ̂ 3.98  plu»  postage. 
!Ns»e   

L- 

Ci.y_ 

SUFFERERS 
FROM l?If?fP 

;CALY5KIN     TROUBLE) 

MAKETHEONE    J^^DeRITlOIL 

spore^ 
TEST.  )i   

Prove  it  yourself  no  matter 
"-  ow  long:  you  have  suffered 

or  what  you  have  tried. 
Beautiful  boob  on  psoria- Bis   and    Derm  oil    with 
amazing,     true    photo- 

graphic proof  of  results sentFREE.  Wrlteforit. 

Don't  mistake  eczema 
for  the  stubborn,    ugly 
embarrassing  scaly  skin 
disease   Psoriasis    Apply 
non-staining    De  rm  oi  I . 
Thousands    do    for    scaly 
spots    on   body    or    scalp. 
Grateful  users,  often  after 

t'ears  of  suffering:,  report he  scales  have  gone,  the 
red  patches  gradually  disappeared  and 

SEND    FOR 
CEMEROUS 

TRIAL 
.SIZE  ^ uniM 

they  enjoyetf  the  thrill  of  a  clear  sltln  again.  Dermoil 
Is  used  by  many  doctors  and  ia  backed  by  a  positive  agree- 

ment to  give  definite  benefit  in  2  weeks  or  money  is  re- 
funded without  question.  Send  lOc  (stamps  or  coin)  for 

fenerous  trial  bottle  to  make  our  famous  "One  Spot  Test", 
est  It  yotu-self.  Results  may  surprise  you.  Write  today  for 

your  test  bottle.  Caution:  Use  only  as  directed.  Print  name 
plainly.  Don't  delay.  Sold  by  Liggett  and  Walgreen  Drug 
Stores  and  other  readTng  DruggTsfs.  LAKE  LABORATORIES. 
BOX  547,  Northwestern  station.  Dept.  8404,  Detroit4,  Mich, 

SiJ  Folding 

EEL  tmm 
Rehabililale  ihe 
handicapped 

EVEREST  t  JENNINGS 

WHEEL   CHAIRS 

7^M 
For  Travel!  Work!  Play! 

YOUR  OEAUfi  CAN  SUPPLY  YOU 
OR   WRir£ 

EVEREST  &  JENNINGS 
7748    R  SANTA   MONICA   BLVD..    LOS  ANQELES  46.    CALIF. 

HAIR 
...AND  LOOK  lO 
YEARS YOUNGER 

•  Now,  at  home,  you  can  quickly  tint  telltale  gray  to 
natural-appearing  shades — from  lightest  blonde  to  dark- 

est blacfe.  Brownatone  and  a  small  brush  d»es  It — or  your 
money  back.  Approved  by  thousands— Brownatone  la 
guaranteed  harmless  when  used  as  directed.  No  skin  test 
needed.  The  principal  coloring  agent  is  a  purely  vege- 

table derivative  with  iron  and  copper  salts  added  for  fast 
action.  Cannot  affect  waving  of  hair.  Lasting — does  not 
wash  out.  Just  brush  or  comb  it  In.  One  application 
Imparts  desired  color.  Simply  retouch,  as  new  gray  ap- 

pears. Easy  to  prove  on  a  test  lock  of  your  hair.  60o 
and  $1.65  at  druggists.  Get  BROWNATONE  now,  or 

Write  for  FREE  TEST  BOTTLE 
Mention  natviral  color  of  your  hair.  Send  a  post  card 
today — BROWNATONE,Dept.28-0,COVINGTON,KY. 

_     .WlNGiL_ 
Adiuslable-Foldinq 

ALUMINUM  CRUTCHES 
Here  is  the  first  great  improvement  in  crutch 

design  and  construction.  WING  Adjustable- 

Folding  Crutches  have  a  single  shaft  of  satin- 
finish  aluminum  alloy. ..strong,  beautiful,  resil- 

ient and  easy  to  handle.  WING  Crutches 

are  quickly  adjustable  for  height  and  may 
he  folded  for  auto  travel,  at  the  theatre,  or 

;e  as  tvalkitig  canes.  Rubber 
arm  rests  are  contour  de- 

signed, handgrips  scien- 

tifically angled.  You'll  be 
proud  of  your  WINGS. Yourdcalercan  supply  you... 

rite  fordcscriptive  folder. 

1^  I   ALUMINUM  FOLDING  CRUTCH  CO. 
O  416  W.  EIGHTH  ST.      SUITt  1302       IDS  ANGtlES,  CAIIF. 
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Chest  Cold  Misery 
Relieved  by 

Moist  Heat  of 

ANTiPHLOGISTINE 
SIMPLE 

CHEST  COLD 
SORE  THROAT 
BRONCHIAL 

IRRITATION 
SIMPLE 

SPRAIN,  BRUISE 
SORE  MUSCLES 
BOILS 

The  moist  heal  of  an 

ANTIPHLOGISTINE  poul- 
tice relieves  cough, 

tightness  of  chest,  mus- 
cle soreness  due  to  chest 

cold,  bronchial  irritation 
and  simple  sore  throat. 
Apply  ANTIPHLOGISTINE 
poultice  just  hot  enough 

to  be  comfortable — then  feel  the  moist 
heat  go  right  to  work  on  that  cough, 
tightness  of  chest,  muscle  soreness. 
Does  good,  feels  good  for  several  hours. 
The  moist  heat  of  an  ANTIPHLOGISTINE 

poultice  also  reduces  swelling  and  relieves  pain 
due  to  a  boil,  simple  sprain,  bruise,  or  similar 
injury  or  condition  and  limbers  up  stiff,  aching 
muscles.  Get  ANTIPHLOGISTINE  (Aunty  Flo) 
in  tube  or  can  at  your  drug  store  NOW. 

Antipnlogistine^ The  White  Package  with  the  Orange  Band  -i 

NEW  SECURITY  PLAN 

;?»^ii  HOSPITAL 
&  DOCTOR  BILLS 
PROTECTS  YOU 

IN  CASE  OF 

SICKNESS  or 
ACCIDENT 

ANY  HOSPITAL,  ANY  DOCTOR 

A  DAY 

In  case  of  sickness  or  accident, 
you  may  go  to  any  Hospital  in 
the  U.  S.  or  Canada  under  any 

Dbctor's  care.  WE  PAY  YOUR 
EXPENSES  in  full  accordance 
with  Policy  Provisions. 
INDIVIDUAL  OF  FAMILY 

You  are  eligible  for  this  low 
cost  Protection  from  birth  to 
age  70  .  .  .  without  medical 
examination.  The  famous  North 
American  Plan  is  sold  direct  at 
a  saving  to  you.  The  Company 
is  under  the  supervision  of  the 
Insurance  Department.  BE  PRE- 

PARED! Sickness  and  accident 
strike  suddenly.  Insure  now! 
Send  for  free  detoiU  at  once. 
No  Agent  will  call. 

POLICY  PAYS 
»m  and  Board 
or  Accident 

'6.00 Hospital  Room  and  Board 
for  Sickness  or  Accident Per  Day 

Up  to 
Doctor  Visits 

In  Cose  of  Accident 

Jiti't      *3.00 
Surgical  Operations Up  •«  $150.00 
Time  lost  from  Work 
In  Case  of  Accident 

w^%\  '25.00 
Accidental  Death 

Vo''2000.00 
Physical  Dismemberment 

y,'20oo.oo 
Identification  Service 

Up  >o  $100.00 
Ambulance  Service 

no.oo 
FREE!   MAIL    COUPON 

I  NORTH   AMERICAN    MUTUAL    INSURANCE    COMPANY  | 

I  Dept.  MC65-I0,  WilminBton,  Del.  • 
I  Pieose  tend  me,  without  obligotion,  detaitt  about  \ 
'  your  "3c  A  Day  Hospitalization  Insurance  Plan".  I 

I    Nome   ,    j 

!    Mints   '.   

98 
!(.!(/   State   ,..«'"  I 

filled  my  throat  and  nostrils,  making 
breathing  diflficult. 
I  took  the  baby  from  her  crib, 

wrapped  a  cloth  about  her  head  and 
feeling  the  wall  made  my  way  through 

the  bedroom  and  living  room '  and finally  to  the  yard.  Clean  fresh  air  has 
never  felt  so  good! 
We  live  on  a  farm  and  my  husband 

works  in  town.  He  was  at  work  and 
the  two  older  children  in  school.  There 
was  no  one  at  the  house  but  the  baby 
and  myself.  Soon  neighbors  and  friends, 
attracted  by  the  smoke  and  flames,  gath- 

ered in  the  hope  that  they  might  help 
us,  but  it  was  too  late.  We  stood  in  the 
yard  and  watched  our  beautiful  coun- 

try home,  our  furniture  and  clothing 
go  up  in  the  angry  flames.  There  was 
a  dull  thud  as  the  rafters  gave  away 
and  the  house  fell  to  the  ground.  I 
can't  explain  the  feeling  of  helplessness 
and  despair  that  enveloped  me  as  I 

looked  on.  My  first  thought  was,  "School 
tomorrow,  and  no  clothes  for  the  chil- 

dren— darkness  will  soon  be  here,  and 
no  roof  over  our  heads."  Later  I  was 
ashamed  of  my  lack  of  faith  in  God 
and  our  friends! 

WE  learned  before  nightfall  that  our 
cloud  of  misfortune  had  its  silver  lin- 

ing. Numerous  friends  offered  us  shel- 
ter and  food.  Clothes  were  provided  for 

the  whole  family  in  a  surprisingly  short 
time.  Gifts  of  money  and  necessities 
continued  to  pour  in  until  we  were 
overwhelmed. 

Now,  four  years  later,  we  have  a  new 
home  and  the  experience  seems  almost 
like  a  bad  dream.  When  I  get  the  blues 
now  and  am  tempted  to  doubt,  my 
mind  goes  back  to  those  testing  days. 
I  remember  the  ladies  of  the  missionary 
circles  at  the  church,  my  husband's 
fellow  employees,  good  neighbors,  rela- 

tives and  friends  who  made  life  beau- 
tiful for  us  at  a  time  when  the  clouds 

were  heavy.  I  often  recall  the  sweet 
face  of  a  gentle  widow  woman  as  she 

handed  me  a  quilt  for  my  bed.  "Don't give  up  dear,  you  are  still  rich  as  long 
as  you  have  faith."  Perhaps  the  sweet- est memory  is  that  of  my  dear  husband. 
As  we  stood  beside  the  ruins  of  all  that 
we  had  worked  and  saved  for  over  the 

years  he  smiled  and  said,  "Well,  Dar- ling, we  still  have  what  we  started  with 

— each  other!" Mrs.  J.  R.  G. 

TEN  YEARS  OF  HOPING 

Dear  Papa  David: 
My  parents  brought  me  to  the  United 

States  from  Mexico  when  I  was  one 
year  old  and  during  the  following  four- 

teen years,  I  learned — without  actually 
realizing  it — what  a  privilege  it  is  to 
live  in  this  country.  I  was  in  my  Junior 
Year  in  High  School  when  my  parents 
decided  to  return  to  Mexico  and  we  did. 
From  then  on,  all  my  plans  and  my 

work  were  made  towards  just  one  de- 
termination. I  learned  Spanish — I  knew 

very  little  when  I  left  here — and  studied 
a  commercial  course  which  enabled  me 
to  work  later  as  an  English  and  Spanish 
stenographer.  It  took  me  five  years 
before  I  was  able  to  return  and  then, 
only  on  a  short  vacation  trip. 

I  knew  I'd  make  it  for  good  someday. 
However,  at  about  this  time,  romance 

took  a  hand  "in  my  life  and  two  years later,  when  I  married  my  husband,  I 
realized  that  I  would  have  to  make  the 
best  of  living  in  Mexico. 

During  all  this  time  my  dearest  friend 
remained  as  staunch  in  her  loyalty  as 
ever  and  a  month  after  I  was  married, 
visited  us  in  Mexico.  By  now,  nay  hus- 

band knew  all  there  was  to  know  of 

Tou  Go  To  Bed 

TO  SLEEP 
NOT  TO  FRET 

Ever  notice  how  small 
troubles  look  big  to  you 

and  greater  troubles 
seem  crushing  when  oc- 

casionally nervous  ten- 
sion keeps  you  awake  at 

night?  You  can't  be  at your  best  mentally  or 
physically  unless  you  get sufficient  sleep. 

Miles  Nervine  has  helped 
thousands  to  more  restful 
sleep  and  more  peaceful 
days.  Ask  yoiir  druggist 
for  Miles  Nervine.  CAU- 

TION— use  only  as  direct- 
ed. Effervescent  tablets, 

35c  and  75c — Liquid  25c 
and  $1.00.  Miles  Labora- 

tories, Inc.,  Elkhart,  Ind. 

MILES  NERVINE 

Splendid  income,  new  social  contacts,  and  the 
satisfaction  of  serving  humanity  can  be  yours 
as  a  TRAINED  PRACTICAL  NURSE.  ., 
Ages  18  to  55.  High  School  not  necessary.  Training  plan 
welcomed  by  physicians.  Prepare  in  spare  time.  Many  earn 
while  learning.  NURSE'S  OUTFIT  and  Placement  Guid- ance included.  EASY  PAYMENT  PLAN.  Wnte  now  for 
facts  and  fascinating  FREE  sample  lesson  pages. 

WAYNE  SCHOOL  OF  PRACTICAL  NURSING,  INC. 
2301  N.  Wayne  Ave.,  Dept.G-15.  Chicago  14,  Ulinois 

*!2P  Scralchinq 
//  May  Cause  Infection 
Relieve  itching  caused  by  eczema, 

athlete's  foot,  pimples — other  itch- 
ingtroubles.UsecooIing,  medicated 

D.  D.  thPrescription.Greaseless,  stain- l£SS-Calmsitchingfast.35c  trial  bottle 
proves  it — or  money  back.  Ask  your 
druggist  for  D.  D.  D.  Prescription. 

50    FOR  $1 

EARN  EXTRA  CASH  DAIIT! 
Easy  wa7  to  make  money.  FrieDdeuid  others 

gladly  order  beaatifo]  Bis  Value  PERSONAL 
hristmas  Cords  with  sender's  name  at  60  for 

onlySland  26  forSl.  Yon  make bi|r cash  prof- 
its. Fast-sellinff  line  22  different  Box  Assort- 

ments. DeLoze  Stationery.  No  experience  ts 
needed .  Write  today  for  FREE  Personal  Sam- 

ples; also  21-Card  Assortment  on  approval 
PHILLIPS  CARD  COMPANY 

558  Hunt  Street  Newton,  Mass. 

BirthstgneRingGIVm 
I  Lovely  eoOd  rterUng  I I  siJver  cushion  shape  I 

I  set  ring  in  your  own  f    Birthstone  Color  IJB^l^  SAKyS^ 

given   for  telling  4  pia----^=^^=S^ 

boxesRosebudSalve  I 

j  at25ceachreimtting  I 
I  the  91 .00  to  urn.  Send  [ No  Money.   Order  | 

4  Rosebud  Salve  by  one  cent  postcard. 
(Will  mail  ring  and  4  salve  now,  if  yon  send  $1.00  with  orderl) 
ROSEBUD  PERFUME  CO.  Box  70.  WOODSBORO.  RMRVUND. 

^^^"^I-^'I^'I WITHOUT  NEEDLE andTHREAD 
'  NEW  PLASTIC  TAPE!  Mends  without  sewing,  aa 
youironl  Qaickly,  easily,  mends  holea,teBra,  anags, 

womspots  in  shirts,  blonses, coata,dresaee,tron- 
sers.nnderwear,  hosiery,DedBheets,tow- 

^  els.tableclotha,  etc.  Mendsaresmoothand 
neat.  No  lamps.  Willnotcomooff;  etai^waflh- 
in»,  dry-cleaning.  Save  many  (ware  rf  tedioao 
mendinsrft  damins.  Savemoneyl  Selslmewaai 
SAMPLESforAGENTS^^Sift^f?.; 

all  who  Bend  nameatoDce.  A  peony  postal 
^nilldo.Send^s^loney.iu•f««»•rn<un«. 

'KRISTEECO..  4S7  BarSt,Mnii,Obit 



y  love  for  this  country  and  my  friends. 

'  ey  met  as  old  friends. 
When  a  year   and  a  half  later,  our 
by  girl  was  born,  my  desire  to  return 
this  country  seemed  a  thousandfold 
onger  because  I  wanted  her  to  be- 

Eome  what  I  had  so  longed  to  be  and 

hadn't  been  able  to  accomplish — an American. 
Papa  David,  Mexico  is  a  fine  country 

and  1  made  some  good  friends  there,  but 
can  any  compare  with  ours?  Yes,  1  say 
"oiH-s"  because  in  my  heart,  it  has  al- ways been  mine  too. 
When  my  baby  was  four  months  old, 

one  day  my  husband  surprised  me  by 
asking  if  I  would  lilce  to  return  to  the 
United  States.  Did  I  say  he  surprised 
me?  I  could  scarcely  believe  I  had 
heard  correctly.  He  obligingly  re- 

peated the  question  and  I  shall  never 
be  able  to  put  into  words  my  feelings 
at  that  moment.  I  only  realized  that 
my  prayers  were  being  answered. 
That  very  day  my  husband  and  I 

settled  the  very  great  question  and  be- 
gan to  make  the  necessary  arrange- 

ments, which  were  so  complicated  at 
times,  I  realize  now  how  great  my 
determination  was  to  do_my  utmost  in 
carrying  out  our  plan. 

It  took  us  ten  months  to  arrive  at  our 
destination,  considering  the  time  it  took 
to  arrange  our  trip,  but  what  were  ten 
months  compared  to  almost  ten  years 
that  I  had  waited  for  this  moment?  My 
husband  and  I  will  have  to  work  hard 
to  start  our  life  anew  here,  but  we  think 
we  were  very  fortunate.  He  was  able 
to  get  a  job  almost  immediately  after 
our  arrival,  thanks  to  my  dearest 

friend's  unfaltering  encouragement  and 
help,  and  we  were  able  to  find  a 
three-room  flat,  which  I  think  is  beau- 

tiful. Can  we  ask  for  more  to  begin 
with? 

Mrs.  C.  D. 

"thy  will,  not  mine  .  .  ." 

Dear  Papa  David: 
I  was  the  youngest  of  ten  children — 

born  when  my  mother  was  forty-six 
years  old.  My  father  died  six  years 
later  and  it  was  then  that  the  phobia 
that  almost  ruined  my  life  took  hold 
of  me. 

I  lived  in  constant  terror  of  mother 
dying.  I  would  waken  in  the  night  and 
listen  for  her  breathing  while  stealthily 
feeling  for  a  heartbeat.  Of  course  it 
was  an  imhealthy  attitude,  but  I 
couldn't  throw  it  off. 
After  high  school,  I  got  a  job  and 

Mother  and  I  took  a  small  apartment 
together.    The  other  children  were  all 

i  married  and  deep  in  their  own  lives,  so 
it  was  just  we  two — ^growing  closer  to- 

gether every  day.  Even  the  usual  quota 
of  romances  didn't  affect  this  relation- 

ship because  Mother  always  came  first. 
Marriage  didn't  enter  my  mind  until 
Lou  came  along.  I  think  I  always  knew 
that  he  was  the  one  for  me,  but  it  took 
six  years  for  us  to  get  together  and 
decide  to  get  married.  Of  course  Mother 

j  came  with  us.  I  continued  to  work  and 
although  she  was  old — almost  seventy 
and  not  too  well — Mother  kept  house 

t'  for  us. 
Lou  wanted  children  but  I  must  con- 

'   fess  that  I  was  lukewarm  to  the  idea. 

I    I    wasn't    too    disappointed    when    no I    babies   arrived.    Mother   was   still   oc- 
cupying first  place  with  me. 

We  had  been  married  five  years  when 
i  Mother  became  seriously  ill.  She  de- 

veloped a  malignant  growth  that  made 
it  impossible  for  her  to  swallow  any- 
thing.  The  old  panic  gripped  me  and  I 
was  galvanized  into  action.  We  foimd 
that  X-ray  treatments  would  help,  so 

COULD  UO^^TOO, 

be  a— GLAMOR 

GIRL 

except  for — 

D mm 
Maay  beautiful  women  and  girls  are  forced  to  remain  in  the  background  and  wear 
charm-concealing  gowns  because  of  ugly  psoriasis  lesions.  Are  you  among  this  num- 

ber? If  so,  try  SIROIL.  It  may  do  for  you  what  it  has  done  for  thousands  of  others 
and  change  the  entire  situation  for  you.  SIROIL  tends  to  remove  the  crusts  and  scales 
of  psoriasis  which  are  external  in  character  and  located  on  the  outer  layer  of  the 
skin.  If  or  when  your  psoriasis  lesions  recur,  light  applications  of  SIROIL  will  help 
keep  them  under  control.  Applied  externally,  SIROIL  does  not  stain  clothing  or  bed 
linens,  nor  does  it  interfere  in  any  way_  with  your  daily  routine.  Try  it.  Certainly 
it's  worth  a  trial,  particularly  since  it's  r— 
ofFered  to  you  on  a  two-weeks'-satisfaction-  ' or-money-refunded  basis. 

SIROIL 
FOR  SALE  AT  ALL 
DRUG    STORES 

Write  today  for  interesting  booklet  on  Psoriasis,  using  cotipon — 

I  Siroil  laiieratories,lnc.,Dept.M-39Detroit26,Mich. 
I     Siroil  of  Caaada,  Ltd.,_.Box  488,  Windsor,  Ont. Please  send  me  your  &ee  boojdet  on  Psoriasis. 

I  NAHE__ 
\  ADDRESS_ 

■I  CITY_ 
_ZONE_ 

_STATE_ 

Booklet— The  Marvel  Co..   II   East  St..  New  Haven.  Ct. 

„„  ,„  -  SELL     CHRISTMAS     CARDS 
^^Mr  I  and  PERSONAL  STATIONERY PROFIT    I  Extra    money    selling    outstanding 
  $1.00    ChriBtmas    card    assortment 
friends.  Coeta  you  50c  up  per  box.  Alec  Reli- 

gious. Gift  Wrapping.  Birthday  aBeortments  35o 
up.  Extra  Bonus.  Reqiiest  sample  $1.00  Christ- 

mas box  on  approval.  FREE  sample  60  for  $1.00. 
25  for  $1.00,  Personal  Christmsa  card  and  Sta- 

tionery FortfoUoB.  Special  Offers. 
ELMIRA  GREETING  CARP  CO.,  Dept.M-120,amira,  H.  T. 

FREE  SAMPLES 
50  FOR  $1.00 
25  FOR  $1.00 

PERSONAL 

XMAS  CARDS 

BACKACHES  "^?^°  MOTHERHOOD 
Muscles  are  often  strained  by 

motherliood  and  cause  back- 

aches for  years.  Allcock's  Porous 
Plasters  give  prompt  effective 
relief  .  .  .  They  support  the 
muscles,  bring  heat  to  painful 
spot.     35c  at  druggists. 

ALLCOCK'S  Porous  Plasters 

KIDNEYS 
MUST  REMOVE 
EXCESS  ACIDS 

Help  15  Miles  of  Kidney  Tubes 
Flush  Out  Poisonous  Waste 

If  you  have  an  excess  of  acids  in  your  blood,  your  15 
miles  of  kidney  tubes  maybe  over-worked.  These  tiny 
filters  and  tubes  are  working  day  and  night  to  help 
Kature  rid  your  system  of  excess  acids  and  poisonous 

When  disorder  of  kidney  function  permits  poison- 
ous matter  to  remain  in  your  blood,  it  may  cause  nag- 
ging backache,  rheumatic  pains,  leg  pains,  loss  of  pep 

and  energy,  getting  up  nights,  swelling,  puiBness 
under  the  eyes,  headaches  and  dizziness.  Frequent  or 

scanty  passages  with  smarting  and  burning  some- 
times shows  there  is  something  wrong  with  your 

kidneys  or  bladder. 
Kidneys  may  need  help  the  same  as  bowels,  so 

ask  your  druggist  for  Doan's  Pills,  a  stimulant 
diuretic,  used  successfully  by  millions  for  over  40 

years.  Doan's  give  happy  relief  and  will  help  the  15 
miles  of  kidney  tubes  flush  out  poisonous  waste 

from  your  blood.  Get  Doan's  Pills, 

2  GOLD  PLATED  Both  f%t\C RINGSoXUo 
You  Geta  Simulated  Birthstone  Ring 
AND  a  Simulated  Cameo  Ring 
for  This  ONE  LOW  PRICE! 

S!r:?'..^^lB>R™STONE 
n6W!  j^^H^KTMi^  ■%  I  K|  A  Never  before 

I U I  Kl  I  "  in  our  history -  ■■  I WM II  have  we  made 
llBllV^n  Buch  a  sensa- 

Jaonal  offer.  This  lovely riner 
lia  set  with  year  very  own 

,  simulated  Birthstone  fn 

^beautif  ui  sweetheart  de- 
sign. Smart!  Newl  Gen- uine Gold  Plated  shank 

13  adjustable — to  fit  any 
I  size  finger.  Nowat  last, you  can  know  the  thrill 

/and  satisfaction  of  own- ,  ing  your  own  simulated birthstone.  Look  below: 
Remember, 
on  this  offer  you*  ^-r^ 
not  only  get  the  beautiful  heart* shaped  simulated  Birthstone  ringf 
shown  above,  but  also  the  lovely 
simulated  Cameo  birthstone  rine 
shown  below.  This  beaatifnlty  moaldea 
Cameo  has  the  elegance  and  beauty  yoa 
wooid  expect  to  find  in  more  exp609ive 
nnes.  It  comes  in  yoar  own  exquisite 
birthstone  color  agrainst  a  black  oval 
back^ound.  Each  cameo  setting  is 
mounted  on  aGoldPlated  shank  in  latest 
adjustable  desigm.  Will  fit  any  size  fin- 
eer.Satisfaction  positively  soaran  teed . 

Send  Ho  Money. 

Justgivensyonrriuneai  ' address  and  the  rnontb 
you  werebom.  Eirht.  r>*^ 

clip  this  ad  or  mail,  -^  ■  ' 
>enny  postcard. 

Select  YourVery  Own 
BIRTHSTONE  Color JanoazT  •  Garnet Pebmary-  AmetbTSt 

March^*  •  AqaameuiiM 
AprJl    .  .  White  Sappbtr* 
May  •  .  •  Green  Spinal 
Jane    •  -   Alexandrita 
July  -  -  -   Ruby 
Auffust    -   Peridotl September-Sapph  ir« 
October   -  Rozircon 
November-Gold'nSapphteo 
Decemb  er  -  Zircon 

SAMEO ING 
a  penny  postcan Then  pajr  post man  only  98e 
plus  tax  and  j 

postage  on  ar- rival for  TWO  I 
Ringrs.  ThereT 
is  no  obligation  ̂  

. .  .You  must  be"'  , 
delighted  with  the  <, 

appearance  &  qual-" 

ity  of  these  ;  . 

Rings  or  you  can  return^ 
them  within  10  days  for  refund. 
ILLINOIS  MERCHANDISE  MART    
Dept.  9S02,  siO  N.  Dearborn  St.,  Chicago  10,  HI. 

99 



B 

M 

100 

THOSE  Ugly  facial  blemishes, 
pimples,  blotches  may  be  der- 

matophytosis  —  the  medical  name 
for  certain  external  skin  irritations 
caused  by  the  higher  fungi.  Such 
infections  are  often  very  stubborn 
and  annoying. 

A  common-sense  way  to  combat 
them  is  with  a  fungicidal  prepara- 

tion such  as  Ting. 
Ting  is  both  fungicidal  and  anti- 

septic. It  is  a  dainty,  pleasant-to- 
use,  non-greasy  cream  that  kills 
certain  types  of  fungi  on  contact!  It 
may  be  just  what  you  need  to  help 
clear  up  the  skin  condition  that  is 
bothering  you.  Even  if  other  prod- 

ucts have  failed,  get  TiNG  Anti- 
septic Medicated  Cream  today. 

Only  50  cents  at  your  druggist. 

Mother  had  them  and  was  finally  able 
to  swallow  liquids.  She  lived  two  years 
on  liqviids  —  constantly  hungry  and 
growing  thin  and  weak.  Then  the 
growth  recurred  and  this  time,  a  radical 
operation  was  the  only  thing  that  would 
prolong  her  life.  I  know  now  that  she 
didn't  want  to  have  the  operation.  She 
didn't  want  to  continue  fighting  the futile  battle  for  a  life  that  was  at  best 

a  miserable  one,  but  I  wouldn't  let  her 
make  her  own  decision.  I  begged — 
pleaded,  used  every  emotional  approach 
to  make  her  have  the  operation  and  she 
finally  consented. 

I  suppose  the  operation  .was  a  success 
because  she  lived — bedridden,  in  con- 

stant pain,  fed  artificially. 
Then,  almost  a. year  later,  I  became 

pregnant.  At  first  I  couldn't  believe  it, then  I  was  frightened  and  resentful 
by  turns.  Then  the  miracle  began.  I 
began  to  realize  that  the  tenacious  hold 
I  had  exerted  on  Mother's  life  was  not out  of  concern  and  love  for  her  but 
because  of  my  own  selfishness  and  fear 
of  losing  her.  I  gradually  relaxed  my 
grip  on  her.  She  still  received  every 
care  but  I  no  longer  willed  her  hys- 

terically to  live.  She  seemed  to  sense 
this  change — to  realize  that  I  was  going 
to  be  all  right  and  that  she  could  relax 
and  take  the  rest  and  peace  she  had 
deserved  for  so  long.  A  month  later, 
she  slipped  quietly  away.  My  grief  was 
deep  but  not  soul-consuming  as  it  would 
have  been  if  God  had  not  sent  me  this 
compensatory  child. 

SEVEN  months  later,  my  little  boy  v/as 
born,  and  when  the  nurse  placed  him 

in  my  arms,  I  finally  realized  the  great 
truth  that  "Life  Can  Be  Beautiful."  It 
can  if  you  will  learn  to  accept  things 

and  learn  not  to  try  to  change  life's 
pattern — to  learn  to  say  and  mean  "not 
my  will,  but  Thy  will  be  done." Mrs.  L.  D. 

A  SIMPLE  INCIDENT 

Dear  Papa  David: 
Quite  often  some  simple  little  inci- 

dent can  help  to  shape  a  happier  out- 
look on  life  or  remain  indelibly  im- 

pressed on  the  individual's  mind  as  an 
event  you're  glad  you  did  not  miss. 

One  day,  during  wartime,  I  was  walk- 
ing up  Broadway.  It  was  a  bitter  cold 

day  and  the  wind  was  blowing  like  a 
Texas  tornado.  So  I  dropped  into  a 
Times  Square  Automat  to  warm  up 
over  a  hot  cup  of  coffee.  However,  to 
my  pleasant  surprise  I  witnessed  a 
simple  but  unforgettable  scene  which 
was  more  heart-warming  than  all  the 
coffee  in  Brazil. 

As  I  was  sitting  at  a  table  watching 
the  noisy  carefree  crowd  that  gathers  in 
this  restaurant,  a  soldier  and  a  marine 
withtwo  attractive  young  ladies,  perhaps 
their  wives,  came  to  a  table  adjoining 
mine.  Both  military  men,  judging  from 
their  several  rows  of  campaign  ribbons 
and  purple  heart,  showed  mute  evidence 
that  they  had  been  on  many  hard-won 
battle  fronts.  Ordinary  men  with  their 
battle  experience  would  turn  into  hard- 

ened tough  hombres,  but  blood-stained 
battles  didn't  seem  to  leave  their  mark 
on  these  splendid  soldiers. 
After  the  ladies  were  comfortably 

seated,  both  men  went  to  the  counter 
for  food.  Upon  their  return  the  dishes 
were  quietly  arranged.  When  finally 
set,  all  four,  oblivious  to  the  noise  and 
chatter  surrounding  them,  bowed  their 
heads  in  silent  reverence  and  the 
marine  said  grace.  Imagine,  here  in  the 
heart  of  gay  Broadway,  four  young 
people  took  time  out  to  say  grace. 

I  was  deeply  touched  as  never  before. 

Hair 
OFF  Face 
Lips  •••  Arms«««  Leg* 

Now  Happyl  I  had  ugly  superfluous  haiv...was 
unloved  . . .  discouraged.  Tried  many  tbinga.. . .  even 
razors.  Nothing  was  satisfactory.  Then  I  developed 
a  simple,  painless,  inexpensive  method,  Ithas  helped 
thousands  win  beauty,  love,  happiness.  My  FREE 

book,  "What  1  Did  About  Superflaoaa  Hair" explains  method.  Mailed  in  plain  envelope.  Also 
TRIAL  OFFER.  Write  Mme.  Annette  Lanzette.  P.  O. 
Box 4040.  Merchandise  Mart.  Dept.  684. Chicago  54.  IIL 
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f^  Guoronieed  bjr  *^ L  Good  Housekeeping  , 

Kills  the  (leas 

OUICKLYI 

Keeps  others  off (or  days! 

Still  25«  and  50* 

Now! 
X-tra  cash 
In  Your  Spare  Time 
With  high  taxes  and  the  increased 

cost  of  living,  you  need  Extra -Money 
now — more  than  ever.  Earn  this 
Extra-Money  easily — in  your  spare 

time.  Represent  one  of  America's leading  publishers  taking  new  and 
renewal  subscription  orders  for 

popular  magazines. 

Start  TODAY! 
There's  an  opening  in  your  own 

community — right  in  your  own  circle 
of  neighbors,  friends,  and  relatives. 
You  can  build  a  profitable  biisiness 
without  investing  one  peimy.  We 
supply  you  with  everything  you 
need.  It's  easy  to  get  started  because 
your  earnings  begin  on  yovtr  first 
order.  ACT  NOW!  For  full  .particu- 

lars fill-in  and  mail  this  coupon  to- 
day. Address: 

MACFADDEN  PUBLICATIONS,  INC. 

Agency  Division 8tli  Floor,  Bartholomew  BIdg. 

Dept.:  RM-1046 205  E.  42nd  Street     New  York  17,  N.  Y. 

Name    ,   

Street    Zone   

City     State   



FREE  MEMBERSHIP 
IN  AMERICA'S  NEW  LEADING  FASHION  CLUB 

Each  Month's  Leading  Fashions  in  a  Complete  Line  ot 
i   Wtomen's   wlar    are   lelected    by    Screen   Star  Judges. 

I   r"  YoVlet'^AdvancI  fIs"  ion  Leaders   selected  by  the Smartest  Dressed   Screen   Star  Judges. 
I    .  Yolisave    tiSe    and    trouble    shopping    the    limited I        styles  in  your  local   stores. 

m  You  save  money  by  ordering  di- 
rectly from  this  club  at  their 

low  group  purchasing  prices. 
«  You  get  valuable  free  gifts  of  | 

self  improvement  books,  cos- metics.  etc.  with  each  style 
you   order. 

FREE 
Beautiful    Catalog:    of    "Style-of- 
the-Month"    Club    Advance   Fash- ion   Leaders    selected    by    Screen 
Star  Judges.  Just  send  your  name 
and  address  for  this  free  catalog 
with  details  how  you  may  become 
a  club  member  without  any  mem- 

bership costs.     Write  Now! 
STVLE-OF-THE-MONTH  CLUB,  Inc., 

Dept.  AlB-M.  13  Astor  Place New  York,  N.  Y. 

WHY  WEAR 
DIAMONDS 
WheDdiamond-dazzlinff  Zircons  from 

l|  the  mines  of  far^awar  mystic  Siam 
l|  are  so  effective  and  inerpensivei 
9  Thrilliner  beao;^.  stand  acid,   trae 

backs.f  all  of  FIRE  I  Exqaisitemonnt- 
ingra.  See  before  yoo  boy.  Write  for 
FREE  cataloff.  " National  Zircon 
Co.,  Dept.  6, 
Wheeling,  W.Va.. FREE! 

^1 
;  ip  Eameaayeitraeashinaparetimel  lO 

"   Just  show  bie  valoe  Christmas  lO 
assortments.Gift  Wraps,  Every-riipD 
■  day  (rreeting  cards  to  friends,  «^,„_» 
orB»nlzationB,  ottieri.  GorBeooB  de- "SSOn* ■^signa,origiiialfaatnreesell  amazingly  ment 

   easy.  Hoffo  profits  on  all  ■ssortmenta.^.^ 
^^^^"^"^^         ■    Write  today  for  samples  on  approval.  SH 
Chas.C.Schii»efCo.l71  Elm, Dept. Y.a,  Wastfleld.Mats.^B 

EARN  $l-$2  HOUR  SPARE  TIME 
selling  Magic  Needle  Threaders.  World's  fastest  seller  at 10c.  Every  woman  buys  on  sight.  Send  no  money.  Just  print 
Name  and  Address  on  Post  Card  and  send  at  once  for  50 
on  approval. 
E.Z.C.   CO..    Dept   6,   82  St   Paul,    Rochester  4,   N.   Y. 

PSORIASIS RID  YOUR  SKIN 
'of  ugly,  scaly  lesions.  Expose  af- 

fected parts  of  body  without  shame.  Let  Derm-K  bring  you 
satisfying  relief.  Not  an  ointment.  Stainless.  Easily  ap- 

plied. Alsoexcellent  tor  DRY  ECZEMA.  SEND  NO  MONEY. 
Rush  name  and  address  for  amazing  facts  and  Special  No 
Risk  Offer.  It  costs  nothing  to  And  out  what  Derm-K  can 
do  for  you.  Send  postal  today.  Carter- Howell  Laboratory, 
457 1  Schenectady   Ave.,    Dept.    9A-I,    Brooklyn   3,    N.    Y. 

High  School  Course 
at  Home Many  Finish  m  2  Years 

I  Go  aa  rapidly  as  your  time  and  abilities  permit.  Equivalent  to  resi- 
dent School  work — prepares  for  college  entrance  exams.  Standard 

H.  8.  texts  Bupplied.  Diploma  awarded.  Credits  for  H.  S.  Bubjecta 
completed.  Sinele  eubjecta  if  desired.  Ask  for  Free  Bulletin. 
^American  School.DepLH-7S2.Drexei  at 58th, Chicago 37 

Learn  Profitable  Profession 
in  QO  days  at  Home 

women  and  Men,  18  to  50 
Many  Swedish  Massage  graduates  make  $50. 
*75  or  even  more  per  week.    Large  full  time 
income     from     doctors,      hospitals,      sanato- 

clubs  or  private  practice.  Others  make 
g'ood  money  In  spare  time.  You  can win    independence   and    prepare   for 

'  future  security  by  training  at  home 
and  qualifying  for  Diploma.  Anatomy 

'  xCliarta    and     32-paKe     Illustrated 
B^^^*  ̂ Book    fcRFE— Nowl C-idJl-i-iTHE  Cotlege  of  Swedish  Massage 

Opt  659-M.lOO  E.Ohio St..Chicago£l 

GUM  GRIPPER 
Tightens  M 
FALSE  TEETH  1 
or  NO  COST      p 

Lasts  from  3  to  6  Months! 
New  discovery  makea  loose  dental 
plates  fit  snug  and  comfortable  formontfas— almost  like 

,  having  yonr  own  teeth  again.    For  uppers  and  lowers. 
Easyto Apply atffome... Simply  squeeze  some 

'GtJM  GRIPPER"  evenly  on  your  denture,  put  plate I  inyonrmonthwhereitsetsandhardensinfewminutes. 
Noheat— nof  uss— nomuss.  Will  not  harm  any  denture. 

SEND  NO  MONEY... 
Order  a  tube  today,  for  only  $1.00  (deposit  with  your 
ownpostman).  Eachapplicationof  "GUM  GRIPPER" 

'  guaranteed  to  last  from  3  to  6  months  and  delight  you  ' completely  or  yonr  money  will  be  cheerfully  refunded. 

GUM     GRIPPER,     INC. 
127  N.DearbornSt.,  Dept.  14-A,Chicago2,lll. 

•Here  were  two  young  men  tough 
enough  to  withstand  the  hardships  of 
battle,  who  never  lost  their  fine  homely 
virtues  nor  surrendered  their  faith  in 
God  or  in  democracy.  And  here  were 
two  young  women,  probably  not  a  day 
over  twenty,  who  gave  a  definite  an- 

swer as  to  whether  our  young  women 
crave  only  gaiety  or  mink  coats. 

I  left  the  restaurant  with  my  heart 
all  aglow,  and  with  the  feeling  that  as 
long  as  America  has  such  fine  young 
citizens  she  need  have  no  fears  about 
our  country  of  tomorrow. 

M.  G. 

ONE  FAITH 

Dear  Papa  David: 
I  was  born  in  Germany.  My  father 

was  a  well-known  surgeon  who  spent 
his  life  trying  to  bring  health  to  those 
who  were  sick,  poor,  and  miserable.  He 
never  asked  them  their  faith,  or  beliefs, 
or  what  God  they  worshiped. 
When  the  Nazis  robbed,  killed,  and 

plundered  their  way  into  power,  they 
burned  down  his  hospital,  because  it 
was  named  for  a  great  man  of  the 
Jewish  faith,  and  tore  my  father  out 
of  his  wife's  arms  to  send  him  to  a 
concentration  camp  and  death.  Even 
to  the  last  my  father  told  me  to  believe 
that  somewhere  life  was  beautiful. 
My  mother  and  I  fled  from  Germany 

to  Switzerland  and  then  to  Casablanca. 
Many  times  we  wished  ourselves  dead 
and  contemplated  destroying  ourselves 
but  always  we  remembered  father's words. 

Finally  one  day  we  learned  that  a 
cousin  of  my  father's  had  volunteered 
help  in  getting  us  to  America.  We  were 
surprised  that  a  stranger  should  go  to  so 
much  trouble  in  helping  us  when  we 
had  no  way  of  repaying  him. 

After  two  months  of  traveling  and 
wondering  what  awaited  us  in  America 
we  arrived  in  Boston. 

One  week  in  America  showed  me  that 
life  could  be  beautiful.  No  one  told  me 

I  couldn't  go  into  a  park  or  a  theater,  or a  school  because  I  was  of  one  faith  and 
they  of  another. 
How  wonderful  everyone  was  to  us, 

not  just  helping  us  with  money,  but  with 
their  very  kindness  and  advice. 
My  one  hope  is  that  the  other  half 

of  the  world,  the  half  that  houses  mil- 
lions of  homeless,  hungry,  hopeless  peo- 

ple will  someday  find  out  as  I  did,  and 
as  my  father  always  told  us,  that  life 
can  still  be  beautiful.  Perhaps  all 
those  people  will  know  that  in  these 
United  States  of  America  everyone  is 
trying  so  hard  to  help  them  realize  it. L.  B. 

Now  you  have  read  all  the  letters 
that  we  had  space  enough  to  print  this 
month.  They  are  only  a  handful  taken 
from  the  hundreds  we've  received. 
EVery  one  of  those  hundreds  has  moved 
both  Chichi  and  me  to  smiles,  sighs, 
sometimes  even  tears.  And  every  one 
has,  above  all  else,  made  us  proud  and 
grateful  that  our  philosophy  has  meant 
something  real  to  the  person  who  wrote 
it.    Have  you  sent  us  your  story? 

B^R^ «« 

yiSl  BOO
^'^ 

I     BART 

■DEATH 

IN   THE   CARDS" 
by  Ann  T.  Smith 25c 

AT  YOUR  NEWSSTAND 

ARE  SHOIVI/VG! 

lM6ARRA5SIN&.ISNtlT? 

^^pShinolA 
•  You  can't  put  your  best  foot  forward  when 
the  shoe  on  that  foot  needs  a  shine.  In  addi- 

tion to  your  appearance,  there's  a  very  prac- 
tical reason  for  treating  your  shoes  to  regular 

Shinola  care.  Shinola's  oily  waxes  help  re- 
plenish the  normal  oils  in  leather— help 

tnaintain  flexibility— that  means  longer  wear. 
Try  KEEPING  'em  shining  with  shinola. 

ShinolA 
PASTE  OR  LIQUID 

COLORS  10^ 

DON'T  DYE 
GRAY  HAIR 

until  you  try  Mary  T.  Gold- man's Gray  Hair  Coloring 

Preparation.  This  famous 
"Color  Control"  method 

gives  hair  the  lovely,  appeal- 
ing color  you  desire,  quickly 

— or  so  gradually  even  close 

friends  won't  guess  your 
secret. 

So  simple!  Safe!  Sure! 
Comb  this  clear  liquid 

through  your  gray,  bleached  or  faded  hair. 
Watch  "Color  Control"  action  give  your 
hair  the  youthful-looking  shade  you  want. 
Pronounced  harmless  by  medical  authorities 

(no  skin  test  needed).  Won't  harm  wave  or hair  texture.  SO  year  favorite  of  millions. 
Now  help  yourself  to  lustrous  hair  beauty 
easily — in  the  privacy  of  your  homel 

Buy  a  bottle  today  I  Sold  on  money-back 
guarantee  by  drug  and  department  stores. 
Or  if  you  prefer,  order  direct  from  Mary  T. 
Goldman  Co.,  St.  Paul  2.  Minnesota.  Send 
$1.92  (includes  tax)  for  regular  size,  mailed 

postpaid  in  plain  wrapper.  State  color  de- 
sired: Black,  Dark  Brown,  Medium  Brown, 

Light  Brown,  Blonde,  Auburn. 
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YOURS  AS  A  GIFTirTHE  BEST-SELLING  NOVEL  THE  WHOLE  COUNTRY'S  TALKING  ABOUT! 

Jhwhess  Wotspwc 
"She's  even  more  exciting  than  Scarlett  O'Hara,  Amber  or  Kitty!" 
Could  any  man  master  this  madcap?  "^Impossible"  said  her blue-blooded  lovers  .  .  ,  then  she  met  a  new  kind  of  man! 

1 

i9-'^. Love  to  Percy,  glamorous  heroine  of 
this  great  new  best-selling  novel,  vi^as 
only  an  amusing  game  until  she  met 
a  new  kind  of  man— Tom  Ligonier— 
ambitious  young  journalist.  For  Tom 
was  the  first  man  who  said  "No"  to 
Percy  and  meant  it— even  while  her 
kisses  were  still  warm  on  his  lips. 

With  him  she  plunged  into  the  center 
of  a  plot  that  included  riot  and 
murder,  threatened  her  title  and 
wealth... and  thrust  her  into  a  whirl 

of  devilish  intrigue— as  the  great 
figures  of  high  society  used  even  their 

servants  to  discover  each  other's secrets  of  business  and  boudoir. 

Mail  Coupon  Below  NOW  and  This  Great  Best-Seller  is  YOURS •  ■"""*"■% 

mih  New  Memiiersliip  in  The  FICTION  BOOK  CLUB 

,4?r~' 

J 

Her  pranks  and  passions  were  the  scandal 

of  England's  most  scandalous  age! 
It  was  love  at  first  sight  when  des- 

tiny brought  the  Duchess  Hotspur 
and  Tom  Ligonier  together  . . .  and 
though  she  gave  him  the  precious 
golden  key  to  her  secret  chamber  oflf 
Duke's  Run,  she  soon  discovered 
that  Tom  was  one  man  she  could 
never  command.  How  Tom  was 
made  the  victim  of  a  vicious  plot 
that  made  Duchess  Hotspur  ques- 

tion his  courage  and  his  honor  imtil 
she  learned  the  truth,  makes  a  story 
to  hold  you  spellbound! 

"Duchess  Hotspur"  is  a  novel  you'll  never  forget  and  it's 
yours  FREE  when  you  mail  coupon  below— yours  FREE 
to  introduce  you  to  the  savings  and  convenience  of  Fiction 
Book  Club  membership.  Read  below,  then  ACT  TODAY! 

fe^f] 

He's  terrific  with 

the  ladies  but  he's 
all  man,  this  Ligo- 

nier ...  as  fast 
with  his  fists  as 

he's  fast  with  the 
smile  that  was  so 
irresistible. 

rtci 

m¥' 

II  -^  J  d  Percy- D"'"^"  MY  OS  she 

I  v/os  *or  he' '»':*,!;  v/ere  hers  "j^  "assions  v#on 

! 

was  OS  ■—   |,reath-toii»'3'  -  ̂ ^  birtn  »"• 

i  coupon 

'You'll  find  the  Duchess  a  rousing  companion 

for  your  next  idle  evening,''— N.  Y.  TIMES "...  a  good  example  of  the  novel  of  passion ...  of 
historical  romance  in  which  there  is  far  mor« 

romance  than  history  .  .  ." — Atlanta  Journal. 
"Peppery  historical  tale  —  a-glitter  with  melo- 

drama."— Salt  Lake  City  Tribune. 
"...She  (Duchess   Hotspur)   knows  what  she 

wants  and  gets  what  she  wants." —  Washington Times-Herald. 

"...  A  fast-paced  yarn  that  winds  up  In  whirl- 
wind fashion." — Halifax  Chronicle, 

"...an   18th  Century  bundle  of  love."— San Francisco  Chronicle. 

Send  No  Money!  Mail  Coupon! 

YOURS  FREE . .  ."DUCHESS  HOTSPUR" 
The  romantic  novel  everybody's  talking  about 

Membership  is  FREE  inTlie  FICTION  BOOK  CLUB 

The  FICTION  BOOK  CLUB,  31 
I   want   to   take   advantage   of 
your  special  introductory  offer 
to  send  me  free  the  outstanding 
best-seller  "Duchess  Hotspur." and  at  the  same  time  (and  also 
FREE)  make  me  a  fully-privi- 

leged  member  of  The  Fiction 
]    Boob  Club.   I  understand  that 
I    each  month  I  will  be  offered  a 
1    new  and  popular  best-seller  at 
!    only   $1.39    (plus   a  few   cents 
I    postage).   This  means   savings 
I    to  me  of  $1  and  $2  on  each 

!  NAME- 

West  57th  St.,  New  York  19.  N.Y. 
book  from  the  regular  price  of 
the  publisher's  edition.  (The 
current  selection  is  "Night  And 
The  City"— powerful  $2.50  best- 

seller by  Gerald  Kersh.)  How- 
ever I  can  accept  or  reject 

monthly  selections  as  I  please. 
My  only  agreement  is  to  pur- 

chase 6  of  the  entire  year's  of- ferings. Bush  me  my  free  copy 
of  "Duchess  Hotspur"  and 
begin  club  service  with  current 
selection. 

. . .  and  you  get  all  these  iMoney-Saving  advantages  toof 
You  will  be  sent  immediately 

FREE  your  copy  of  the  best- 
seller "Duchess  Hotspur"  when 

you  mail  the  coupon.  You'll  also become  a  member  of  The  Fiction 
Book  Club  with  your  choice  of 

2.  You  get  outstanding  new  booksl 
Selections  are  made  only  after  a 
careful  study  of  current  books  from 
all  publishers.  From  these  reports 
of  top-quality  novels  at  $2.50  to 
$3.50,  our  editors  select  the  avail- 

able books  that  are  "the  cream  of 
the  club's  monthly  best-seller 
selections  and  you'll  get  these 
four  big  advantages,  too: 

I.  You  save  $1  to  $2  on  every  book! 
Fiction  Book  Club  contracts  for  big 
special  editions — prints  from  orig- 

inal plates  and  in  return  for  mass 
distribution,  authors  accept  lower 
royalties.  These  savings  are  passed 
right  on  to  you.  You  save  $1  to  $2 
on  every  book  you  get.  And  you,  get 

the  best-seller,  "Duchess  Hotspur," FKEE  as  an  introductory  glftl 

the  crop."  No  guess-work.  No 
opinions.  Fiction  Book  Club  selec- 

tions are  always  outstanding  best- sellers . . .  books  by  leading  authors 
...brand-new,  full-size,  cloth-bound 
books  you  will  be  proud  to  own. 

3.  You  pay  no  special  dues  or  fees! 
No  trick  obligation  clauses.  Tou 
simply  agree  to  accept  any  six  of 
the  twelve  outstanding  books  offered 
in  a  year.  Tou  do  not  have  to  accept 
every  book  offered — just  those  you 
decide  you  want  after  you  have  read  a 
detailed  description  well  in  advance. 

4.  You'll  find  plan  so  simple  and 

easy!  If  you  decide  you  don't  want the  boob  simply  notify  us  not  to 
send  it.  Otherwise  simply  do  noth- 

ing, and  it  will  be  mailed  to  you. 
For  each  monthly  selection  TOU 
decide  you  want  you  pay  just  $1.39 
plus  a  few  cents  postage. 

SO  ACT  NOW! 

Getyour  FREE  copy  of  "Duchess 
Hotspur"— the  book  everybody's 
talking  about  and  all  the  con- veniences and  savings  of  free 
Fiction  Book  Club  membership ! 

But  hurry— offer  is  limited !  It's first  come  —  first  served.  Mail 
coupon  NOW  to  The  Fiction 
Book  Club,  31  West  57th  St., 
New  York  19,  N.  Y. 

■  Please  Print  Plainly 

!  ADDRESS   
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-STATE- CITY   . 
Zone  No.  (If  any) 

(Slightly  higher  in  Canada — Address  266  King  St.  West,  Toronto) RM-10 

CURRENT  SELECTION! 

that  powerful  best-selling 
new  novel  by  Gerald  Kersh 

"NIGHT  AND  THE  CITY" 

now$2.}0  in  publisher's  edition 
only  $1.39  to  Club  Members 

From   the  sinister  shadows  of  the  underworld  tomes  this 

passionate  and  revealing  story  of  two  young  lovers  caught  iii 
the  vicious  cross-currents  of  night  life,  and  corruption. 

Often  shocking  — always  fascinating!  ...  If  you  like  tough, 

straight-forward,  tensely  dramatic  reading,  you'll  surely  like 
this  terrific  best-seller.  "Wonderful  to  read,'"  says  Saturday 
Review  of  Literature.  "Novel  you  won't  forget. ' '—Chicago  Sun. 

MAIL   COUPON    NOW!    HURRY  ...  OFFER    LIMITED! 



So  Soft 

So    hmTERINQ 

So  NmURfIL  LOOhING 

MaybelUne  Ma-:i  ara  makesi 
lashes  ]oijk  natural iy  darker, I 
longer  and  more  luxuriant. I 
Cake  or  Cream  form  in  BUck.  | 
Brown  or  Blue. 

Ma.xbclline    S'.ft.    smooth  I 
brow  PtMu.il   Willi  line| 

point    tliat    i"rm^  expri-^ gracefnily   tapered    brows. 
Black  or  Brown. 

Maybelline  Eye  Shadow  to  | 
subtly  accent  the  c<ilor  and 

I  highlights  of  your  eyes.  Blue. Brown.  Bhie-gray,  Green.  I Violet  and  Gray. 

"bu,  TOO,  CAN    HAVE    BEAUTIFUL    EYES    BY    USING   MAYBELLINE, 

THE    world's    FAVORITE    EYE    M/y^EL::UP^- 



You're 

like  part  of 

the  family, 

Doctor!" 

•  Doctor,  yes  — doctor  of  the 
science  of  medicine  and  sur- 

gery, with  all  the  knowledge 
and  skill  that  his  years  of 

training  and  experience  pro- 
vide. 

But  your  doctor  is  more 
than  that: 

He  is  a  wise  counselor  to  old 

and  young.  He  is  a  loyal  and 
understanding  friend  to  all. 

He  is,  indeed,  "like  part  of 

the  family." 

R.J.  Reyndld.sTnljar-ruru,,  Winston-Suleiii  ^  ji  tli  f  jiollna 

.^:^2  More  Doctors  smoke  camels 
-^  than  any  other  cigarette 

YOUR  "T-ZONE"  Will  TEll  YOU 

The  "T-Zone"— T  for 
taste  and  T  for  throat 

—  is  your  own  proving 
ground   for  any  ciga- 

rette.   For   only   your 
taste  and  your  throat 
can    decide    which 
cigarette  tastes  best 
to  you  .  .  .  and         ♦- 
how    it    affects 
your  throat. 

GENERAL  physicians,  surgeons,  specialists, 
doctors  in  every  branch  of  medicine  . . . 

113,597  doctors  in  all .  .  .  were  covered  in  this 

survey  by  three  independent  research  organi- 

zations. The  object  of  the  survey  was  to  deter- 

mine what  cigarette  doctors  themselves  pre- 
ferred to  smoke.  The  brand  named  most  was 

Camel. 

After  all,  a  doctor  smokes  for  pleasure  too. 

The  pleasing  mildness  of  a  Camel  can  be  just 
as  welcome  to  his  throat  as  to  yours . . .  the  full, 

rich  flavor  of  Camel's  expertly  blended  costlier 
tobaccos  just  as  appealing  to  his  taste.  If  you 
are  not  now  smoking  Camels,  try  them.  Try 

them  in  your  "T-Zone"  (see  left). 

Costlier  Tbl^accos 
J 
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Illo  other  shampoo 

leciwes  ̂ ourhoir 
so  lustrous,  i^et  so 
eusiy  to  munuqe. 

First  tinge  of  fall . . .  giddy  crowds  and  gaudy 
colors  . . .  excitement  in  the  air  . . .  the 

season's  biggest  game,  and  you,  happy  in 
the  knowledge  that  your  hair  is  sparkling 

and  alive  with  all  its  natural  highlights 

revealed.  No  other  shampoo,  only  Drene 

Shampoo  with  Hair  Conditioning  action 

will  make  your  hair  look  so  lovely. 

Here  Magazine  Cover  Girl  and  Drene  Girl, 

Madelon  Mason,  shows  you  two  hair-dos 
created  by  Drene  especially  for  your 

football  week-end.  "I  always  use  Drene  with 

Hair  Conditioning  action,"  says  Madelon, 
"because  no  other  shampoo  leaves  my  hair 

so  lustrous,  yet  so  easy  to  manage." 

AT  SATURDAY'S  GAME  you'll  be  the  star  in  his  eyes  with  your 
radiant  Drene-lovely  hair!   "There's  no  need  to  worry  about  your 

hair  being  'off  side'  when  you  shampoo  with  Drene,"  says  famous 

Magazine  Cover  Girl  and  Drene  Girl,  Madelon  Mason,  "for  Drene with  Hair  Conditioning  action  leaves  your  hair  alive  with 

natural  highlights,  satin-smooth  and  so-o-o-o  easv  to  manage." I 

AFTER  THE  GAME,  a  quick  change,  a  bite  of  dinner 
and  then  to  his  fraternity  dance.  Drene  brings  out 

all  the  beauty  of  Madelon's  lovely  hair  . . .  reveals  up  to 
33  percent  more  lustre  than  any  soap  or  soap  shampoo  . . . 

never  leaves  dulling  film  on  hair  as  all  soaps  do.  And  Drene 
removes  unsightly  dandruff  flakes  the  first  time  you  use  it. 



GIRL:  Don't  be  an  idjit,  midget!  Who  wants  some  boy 
hanging  around  all  the  time?  Eating  your  food,  keeping 
you  out  late,  who  wants— 
CUPID:  You  do. 

GIRL :/.?  Why  I- 

CUPID:  And  you'd  have  one  if  you'd  just  remember  even 
plain  girls  go  places  if  they  go  gleaming!  Sparkling! 

Smiling!' 

GIRL:  Sure.  But  my  smile's  a  brownout.  I  brush  my 
teeth  but— 

CUPID:  No  sparkle,  huh?  And  "pink  tooth  brush"  too, 
I  bet! 

GIRL:  "Pink  tooth  brush"  means  something? 

CUPID:  That's  for  your  dentist  to  decide  .  .  .  because  that 

"pink"  is  an  urgent  warning  to  see  your  dentin! 
He  may  say  it's  serious  . . .  and  he  may  say  it's  just 

another  case  where  today's  soft  foods  have  been 
robbing  your  gums  of  exercise.  If  so,  he  may  likely 

suggest  "the  helpful  stimulation  of  Ipana  and  massage." 
GIRL:  Isfteall? 

CUPID:  Dearie,  that's  plenty!  Sparkhng  smiles  call 
for  sound  teeth;  and  sound  teeth  for  healthy  gums. 

And  Ipana's  designed  not  only  to  clean  teeth  but, 
with  gentle  massage,  to  help  gums.  If  your  dentist 
suggests  massage  with  Ipana  when  you  brush 

your  teeth,  take  his  advice.  Baby,  and  . . .  you'll 
be  started  on  a  smile  that'll  set  men  wishing! 

■juo{fB^- 

Product  oj  Bristol-Myers 
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December  brings  a  Christmas 
story  full  of  the  warmth,  the 

peace  -  on  -  earth  feeling  of  that 
glorious  holiday.  It  was  written 
especially  for  Radio  Mirror,  es- 

pecially for  the  Christmas  season, 

by  Joyce  Jordan,  NBC's  lovely 
young  woman  doctor.  There'll  be 
a  wonderful  real-life,  full-color 
picture  to  illustrate  it,  too. 

In  answer  to  many,  many  re- 

quests, next  month's  Living  Por- 
traits will  bring  you  Lorenzo 

Jones  and  his  family  and  friends. 

You'll  see  these  radio  favorites  at 
home,  as  they  go  about  their  daily 

affairs,  in  Lorenzo's  home  town. 

More  December  news:  There's  a 
brand  new  episode  in  the  careers 

of  Lum  'n'  Abner  .  .  .  and  you'll 
be  invited  to  "come  and  visit" 
Penny  Singleton  and  her  family. 
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Little,  But  Oh  My!    6 
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Character  cjuiz 
by  JOAN   CRAWFORD 

Winner  of  1 945  Academy  Award 

Star  of"Huinoresque,"A  Warner  Brothers  Picture 
(1)  Do  you  make  snide  cracks  about  folks  of  other 
races,  creeds  or  colors?  (2)  Do  you  get  the  jacts  before 
you  form  opinions?  (3)  Do  you  give  others  credit  for 
having  good  intentions,  too?  (4)  Do  you  do  something 
to  help  correct  the  things  you  think  are  wrong  with  the 

world?— If  your  answers  are  No -Yes -Yes -Yes,  you're  a 
solid  citizen,  and  America  needs  more  like  you. 

Joan's  little  quiz  is  one  of  a  series  presented  by  Fleer's  in  the  in- 
terest of  better  understanding  among  families,  friends  and  nations. 

Fleer's  is  a  solid  sender . . .  leader  in  the 

trend  to  candy  coated  gum.  With  its  gleam- 

ing white  coating,  its  extra  peppermint  fla- 

vor. Fleer's  is  especially  attractive  and  re- 
freshing. Twelve  tempting  fleerlets  in  each 

handy  package.  Try  Fleer's  today. 



COVER  GIRL 
By  ELEANOR  HARRIS 

PRETTY  Miss  Margaret  Hayes,  whose 

portrait  is  on  this  month's  cover, leads    a    life    that    could    be    titled: 

"Busy  girl  in  New  York  City."  Busi- 
est of  all  is  her  radio  life.  She's  cur- 

rently on  the  air  in  Light  of  the  World, 
Mystery  Theater,  Ellery  Queen,  Aunt 

Jenny's  Real  Life  Story — and  she's 
been  heard  on  Assignment  Home,  Lux 
Radio  Theater,  Silver  Theater,  Bob 
Hope.  And,  of  course.  My  True  Story 
(daily  at  10  A.M.  on  ABC),  on  which 

she's  heard  very  often.  But  that's  only 
Chapter  One  in  her  career.  She's  been 
in  five  movies  and  many  plays  ...  of 
which  more  anon. 

Her  personal  life  could  have  another 

title:  "Pretty  girl  in  New  York  City." 
Her  charming  ground-floor  apartment 
is  a  mecca  for  young  actors  and  ac- 

tresses, all  around  the  age  of  twenty. 
They  feel  free  to  drop  by  at  any  hour 
and  find  Margaret  delighted  to  see  them 
— and  delighted  to  feed  them,  too!  She's 
a  wonderful  cook,  and  her  fried  chicken 
is  famous  in  young  acting  and  writing 
circles.  When  she  opens  the  door  to 
them,  she  usually  looks  the  same,  sum- 

mer or  winter:  her  amber  eyes  and 
dark  auburn  hair  are  highlighted  by  a 
tailored,  long-sleeved  sports  dress.  'The 
dress  is  any  color  at  all,  from  pale  blue 
to  bright  red.  And  in  it  she  welcomes 
them  into  a  large  living  room  studded 
with  antique  furniture  and  viewing 
Margaret's  little  garden  in  the  rear. There  are  four  other  characteristics 
of  the  apartment  on  which  they  can 
count:  Mabel,  the  Negro  maid  who  does 
everything  for  Margaret  but  cook;  and 
three  magnificent  radio-victrolas — none 
of  which  works!  Two  of  these  Margaret 
bought  herself.  The  third  was  the  gift 
of  her  best  girl  friend,  actress  Laurie 
Douglas,  who   (Continued  on  page  99) 
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'^ut  a  honey  color 

won't  keep  you  winter-sweet  i 
need  a  safe  deodorant  like  Mum  to  guard 

against  risk  of  future  underarm  odor.  So 

why  take  chances  with  your  charm,  ever— 
when  you  can  trust  Mum! 

You're  right  on  the  sun  beam.  Pet.  A radiant  winter  tan  can  help  keep  the 

beaux  buzzing  'round. 
That  is.  Sugar  — it  can  help  if  you  stay  nice 

True,  your  bath  washes  away  ̂ <?i/perspira-  ̂   D^ff^f  vtCOiUSCf  \\S  OOiXt 
tion,  but  — winter  or  summer  — you  still  •"^^"" 

1.  Safe  for  skin.  No  irritating  crystals. 
Snow-white  Mum  is  gentle,  harmless  to 
skin. 

2.  Safe  for  clothes.  No  harsh  ingredients 
in  Mum  to  rot  or  discolor  fine  fabrics. 

3.  Safe  for  charm.  Mum  gives  sure  pro- 
tection against  underarm  odor  all  day  or evening. 

Mum  is  economical,  too.  Doesn't  dry  out 
in  the  jar  —  stays  smooth  and  creamy. 

Quick,   easy   to   use  —  even   after   you're dressed.  Get  Mum  today! 
•  •  • 

For  Sanitary  Napkins— Mum  is  gentle.  Safe, 
dependable . . .  ideal  for  this  use,  too. Product  of  Bristol-Mytrt 



A  Day  In  The  Life  of  Dennis 

Day,  on  NBC  at  7:30,  Thursdays, 

gives   young   singer-comedian 
Day   his   first   starring  program. 

DAWN   OF  A   NEW  DAY 

THE  Dennis  Day  I  talked  to  over  a 
hurried  dinner  at  Toots  Shor's  was  a 

far  different  Day  than  the  one  we  are 
so  used  to  hearing  getting  his  ears 
pinned  back  by  Jack  Benny  and  his 
assorted  radio  companions. 

This  was  no  meek,  trusting,  golden- 
voiced  youngster  pinch-pennied  by  a 
comedy  star  and  vicariously  cuddled  by 
distafE-side  radio  listeners. 
The  well-built,  tanned,  brown-eyed 

broadcaster  was  in  New  York  on  a 
flying  trip  before  returning  to  Holly- 

wood and  his  new  radio  show,  A  Day 
In  The  Life  Of  Dennis  Day,  which 
started  on  NBC  October  3.  Dennis  was 
confident  about  the  success  of  his  first 
starring  vehicle  and  eager  to  talk  about 
that,  his  thirteen-month  hitch  in  the 
U.  S.  Navy,  his  early  days  in  show 
business — as  long  as  the  conversation 
didn't  interfere  with  the  man-sized 
mouthfuls  of  roast  beef  he  was  storing 
away. 
The  Bronx-born  tenor  entered  the 

service  as  an  ensign,  came  out  a  lieu- 
tenant, junior  grade.  He  had  the  task 

of  setting  up  Navy-staffed  shows  for 
bluejackets  in  the  Pacific.  During  that 
time  he  weighed  the  countless  offers 
that  came  in,  picked  the  one  that  of- 

fered him   complete   stardom. 
"And,"  he  adds,  "I  wanted  to  work 

out  the  best  arrangement  that  would 
enable  me  to  remain  on  Jack's  show." 

These  activities  were  certainly  never 
anticipated  by  Eugene  Dennis  McNulty 
a  few  short  years  ago  when  the  lad  was 
taking  a  pre-law  course  at  Manhattan 
College  in  New  York.  His  father,  a 

city  engineer,  didn't  mind  having  a 
tenor  among  his  five  children — what 
Irish  home  would  be  complete  without 
one? — but  he  hardly  expected  a  career 
to  be  developed  from  the  lad's  larynx. But  when  Dennis  helped  cop  the 

Mayor's  College  Glee  Club  trophy,  and 
with  it  a  chance  to  sing  on  the  city's 
own  radio  station,  WNYC,  that's  just what  happened. 

By  1939  Dennis  was  doing  moderately 
well  on  another  radio  station,  WHN, 
and  improving  his  style  under  voice 
coach  Billy  Brace.     Dennis  heard  that 

-^^^^^^^^^ 

By  KEN  ALDEN 

For  a  broadcast  of  the  U.S.  Army  Recruiting 

Service's  program  Sound  Off,  script-writer  Allan 
Sloane    (left),   director-producer  Earle  McGill 

check    last-minute    details    with    guest    Nan    Wynn. 

Jack  Benny  was  seeking  a  replacement 
for  Kenny  Baker  but  did  nothing  about 
it.  But  coach  Brace  did.  He  sent  some 

Dennis  Day  recordings  to  Jack's  agent. 
"When  Jack  called  me  for  an  audi- 

tion I  thought  it  was  a  gag,"  Dennis recalled. 
Dennis  was  scared  stiff  singing  in 

the  mighty  presence  of  the  great  air 
comic  and  Jack's  immobile  expression 
didn't  comfort  him.  But  when  he  was 
asked  to  read  some  comedy  lines  Benny 
started  to  react  excitedly.  The  com- 

edian turned  to  Mary  Livingston  and 

said:   "That's  it." Before  you  could  say  LSMFT  Dennis 
had  a  train  ticket  to  Hollywood  and  a 
contract  for   $200   a  week. 

"I  learned  later  that  it  was  Mary 
who  urged  Jack  to  audition  me." Convinced  of  his  singing  ability,  the 
aggressive  youngster  then  tried  to  im- 

prove his  ability  as  an  actor  and  mimic. 
Possessing  a  true  ear,  he  practised  all 
kinds  of  voices  and  dialects.  Irish 

was  easy.     "It  started  in  1935,"  Dennis 

recalls,  "when  I  went  to  Ireland  to 
visit  my  relations  in  County  Mayo. 
When  I  got  back  you  could  cut  my 

brogue  with  a  knife." On  the  coast  Dennis  became  friendly 
with  Bill  Thompson,  the  talented  radio 
actor  and  creator  of  'Mr.  Wimple  of Fibber  McGee  and  Molly  fame.  Bill 
taught  Dennis  how  to  imitate  such  well 
known  personalities  as  W.  C.  Fields, 
Jerry  Colonna,  The  Mad  Russian  and 
Wimple  himself. 

"But  try  as  he  might  Bill  just  couldn't 

imitate  me." Last  season  when  Benny  was  pre- 
paring his  hilarious  burlesque  of  the 

Fred  Allen  show  he  was  having  trouble 
getting  someone  in  his  cast  to  do  the 
take  off  on  Fred's  amusing  bumpkin, 
Titus  Moody,  so  well  played  on  Fred's own  show  by  Parker  Fennelly. 

"We  were  all  in  Palm  Springs.  Jack 
summoned  me  to  his  place.  There  he 
was  in  his  birthday  suit,  getting  a  rub 
down,"  Dennis  said.  "Jack  asked  me  if 
I  could  do  Titus  (Continued  on  page  89) 
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PRETTY  CUTE  TRICK,  this  Emma-Jean.  Under 
ordinary    conditions    the    boys    would    be 

tumbling  over  themselves  paying  her  court. 

But  tonight  she's  got  two  strikes  against  her. 
She's  getting  no  place  fast.  And  she,  herself, 
would  be  the  last  to  guess  the  reason  why.* 
That's  one  course  they  didn't  teach  her  at college. 

You  Never  Know 

Unfortunately  you,  yourself,  may  not  be 

aware  when  you're  guilty  of  halitosis  (unpleas- 
ant breath).*  The  very  night  you  think  you  are 

at  your  best  you  may  be  at  your  worst.  You've got  two  strikes  against  you  from  the  start. 

Isn't  it  foolish  to  take  such  chances  wheri 
Listerine  Antiseptic  offers  such  an  easy,  de- 

lightful precaution  against  off-color  breath? 
Isn't  it  just  common  sense  to  be  ever  on  guard.' 

Before  any  date  where  you  want  to  be  at  your 
best  rinse  the  mouth  with  Listerine  Antiseptic. 
Almost  at  once  your  breath  becomes  fresher, 
sweeter,  less  likely  to  offend.  So  many  fastidious 

people,  popular  people,  never,  never  omit  this 
first-aid  to  charm. 

While  some  cases  of  halitosis  are  of  systemic 
origin,  most  cases,  say  some  authorities,  are 
due  to  the  bacterial  fermentation  of  tiny  food 
particles  clinging  to  mouth  surfaces.  Listerine 
Antiseptic  halts  such  fermentation,  then  over- 

comes the  odors  fermentation  causes. 

Lambert  Pharmacal  Company,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 

BEFORE     ANY     DATE... 

LISTERINE    ANTISEPTIC 

FOR     ORAL     HYGIENE 



m ^u r\ 

J-  \J  ±A. 

RADIO  MIRROR'S 
HOME  and  BEAUTY 

IF  you're  what  statistics  say  is  the Average  American  Woman,  you've probably  wished  you  were  tall, 
statuesque,  glamorous  —  the  fashion 
model  type.  You  get  tired  of  people 

asking  if  you're  standing  in  a  hole,  call- 
ing you  pint-size.  You've  felt  because 

you're  short,  life  has  put  a  lot  of 
stumbling  blocks  in  your  way  to  being 
noticed  and  admired.  The  tall  girls 
have  the  edge  on  you.     You  think! 

It  ain't  necessarily  so!  It's  all  a 
question  of  proportion,  of  being  lovely 
in  miniature.  Lily  Pons,  Helen  Hayes, 
Margaret  Sullavan  and  the  atom  bomb 
are  all  small,  aren't  they?  They  do 
all  right. 

If  you're  in  their  class,  you  probably 
know  a  lot  of  do's  and  don'ts  that  go 
with  being  short.  You  can't  wear  your 
hair  long  and  full  at  your  shoulders 
because  it  shortens  your  neck  too  much, 
or  makes  you  look  top-heavy.  Because 
you're  small,  the  sleeker,  shorter  hair 
styles  like  the  upsweep,  a  short  page- 

boy with  modified  pomp,  and  the  short 
feather  cuts  are  just  your  dish.  Flat 
tops  shorten  because  they  pull  eyes 
downward  instead  of  up. 
You  can't  wear  big  hats  either  with- 

out looking  overwhelmed.  But  if  your 
figure  and  posture  are  good,  you  can 

Small-woman   glamor  has  two 
large  musts:  careful  proportion, 

and  the  every-hair-in-place 
grooming  that  Metropolitan  soprano 

Annamary  Dickey  here  displays. 

wear  brims  as  wide  as  your  own  shoul- 
ders. Frenchwomen  your  size  like  such 

a  hat  turned  up  on  one  side  and  down 
on  the  other.  But  on  the  whole,  the 
smaller  hats  do  more  for  you,  especially 

if  the  crown  tapers  upward  or  there's a  feather  shooting  skyward. 
Tall  or  short,  a  good  figure  is  half  the 

battle.  But  the  shorter  you  are,  the 
harder  you  should  try  to  keep  off  all 
excess  poundage.  Fifteen  extra,  wci- 
needed  pounds  distributed  over  a  large 
frame  hardly  show,  but  the  same  fifteen 
pounds  on  a  small  girl  make  the  dif- ference between  a  trim  or  dumpy  figure. 
At  the  right  weight,  the  small  figure 
with  good  proportions  looks  young,  al- 

most child-like.  It  gives  the  illusion  of 
youth  which  is  never  the  case  with  the 
taller,  larger  girls.  At  25  or  50,  people 
invariably  will  take  you  for  younger 
than  you  are  if  you  keep  your  small 
self  in  good  shape.  And  please,  please, 
please  stand  tall  and  straight  as  you 
can,  not  just  for  the  tall  effect  good 

posture  gives  but  because  you'll  look more  vital,  more  dynamic,  more  com- 
manding of  respect. 

After  being  on  earth  for  several  years, 

you've  learned  that  you  can't  wear  just 
anything  that  happens  to  suit  your 
dreams  or  fancy.  Take  long-hair  furs, 
for  instance.  The  coat  with  the  large 
fur  collar  will  shorten  your  neck  like 
a  turtle  pulling  into  his  shell.  A  silver 
fox  scarf  will  make  you  look  top-heavy, 
smothered  or  blown  up  like  a  pouter 

pigeon.  Fur  jackets  aren't  for  you  un- 
less they're  a  brief  bolero  style  in  a short  or  flat  fur.  You  might  get  by  with 

a  %  length  fur  coat  providing  again  the 
fur  is  short  or  flat  like  caracul,  Persian 
lamb,  muskrat  and  possibly  mouton.  In 
a  full  length  coat,  you  can  wear  a 
slightly  fluffier  fur  like  Australian 
oppossum  made  with  straight  hanging 
lines. 

In  your  hunt  for  clothes,  it's  been  a rare  day,  a  cause  for  celebration  when 
you've  found  a  dress  that  seemed  meant 
for  you  with  no  major  alterations  neces- 

sary. But  more  and  more  you'll  find such  perfect  clothes  because  nationwide 
surveys  have  established  the  fact  that 
America's  Number  1  Gal  is  no  Amazon 
for  size.  Designers  and  manufacturers 
have  sat  up  and  taken  notice.  But  it 
will  still  pay  dividends  in  smartness  to 
remember  the  rules  that  apply  to  your 

pixy  size.  You'll  choose  flat  wools  rather 
than  rough  tweedy  textures.  You'll  stick to  solid  colors  from  shoulder  to  hem 
because  contrasting  tops  and  skirts  lop 
surprisingly    {Continued  on  page  108) 



of  all  leading  brands  we  tested.,. 

m  OTHER  Mm  STOPS  PMMMnOIamf  ODOR 

somMTmiF^^^ 

I 

Sheared  Beaver  Coat,  very  full,  very  young!  Ascot  collar  is  new, 
smart.  When  you  wear  furs  your  dresses  are  in  more  danger  from 

underarm  perspiration  stains.  Rely  on  new,  improved  Arrid.  Remem- 
ber—no other  deodorant  tested  stops  perspiration  and  odor  so  ef- 

fectively yet  so  safely! 

ARRID 

5-WAY  PROTECTIOl! 
I  No  other  deodorant  tested  stops  perspiration  and  odor  so 

effectively,  yet  so  safely!  Arrid  is  more  effective  in  stop- 
ping perspiration  than  any  other  leading  deodorant 

cream,  according  to  our  tests. 

2  Arrid  is  safe  for  fine  fabrics.  Awarded  the  Seal  of  Ap- 
proval of  the  American  Institute  of  Laundering  for  being 

harmless  to  clothes. 

3  Safe,  gentle  Arrid  does  not  irritate  the  skin.  Antiseptic^ 

(Is  used  by  more  nurses  than  any  other  deodorant.) 

4  Greaseless  and  stainless. 

5  Soft,  smooth,  creamy . . .  easy  to  apply. 

39<  p/us  fax    Also  lOjf  and  59< 

All  Postwar  Arrid  packages  have  a  star*  above  the  pice. 
Arrid  is  used  by  more  men  and  'women  than  any  other  deo- 

dorant. Buy  a  jar  today. 

^Cix)  ̂ ^wMimd  m^Mv 

To  PROTECT  your  precious  fall 

clothes  against  perspiration  ...  to  pre- 
vent embarrassing  odor  . . .  use  the  neiv, 

improved  Postwar  Arrid!  Our  laboratory 

comparisons  of  Arrid  against  all  other 

leading  brands  show  Arrid  is  more  effec- 

tive in  stopping  perspiration  and  odor 

with  safety  to  skin  and  clothes.  Arrid  gives 

you  the  utmost  safe  protection.  Guards 

clothes  against  perspiration.  Prevents  em- 
barrassing odor.  Get  the  neiv,  improved 

Postwar  Arrid  today. 

So  Soft  ...  so  Smooth  ...  so  Creamy! 

Brown  Seal  is  Top  Fashion  News!  So  is  the  full-length, 
fitted  fur  coat  and  big  mink  hat.  When  wearing  furs, 
guard  against  underarm  odor,  and  perspiration  stains 
which  ruin  clothes.  Switch  to  new,  improved  Arrid  for 
utmost,  safe  protection.  Safe  for  clothes,  safe  for  skin. 
Our  laboratory  tests  of  all  leading  brands  show  no  other 
leading  deodorant  cream  stops  perspiration  so  thor- 

oughly.   Start   now   to   get   the   protection   of   Arrid. 

So7>2e  of  the  many  stars 

ivho  choose  Arrid: 

Ilka  Chase   •    Connee  Boswell 
Jane  Froman      •     Carol  Bruce 
Grace  Moore  •  Beatrice  Lillie 

Diana  Barrymore 



Opening  Scene— of  a  short,  simple  plot 
to  lure  out  the  natural  beauty  of  your 
complexion!  Smooth  a  film  of  Hopper 
White  Clay  Pack  on  clean  face  and  neck. 

Relax.  Feel  it  gently  coax  away  the  taut- 
ness  . . .  while  it  helps  loosen  blackheads, 
deflake  dry  top  skin. 

The  Plot  Thickens  (whileyourmasksets!) 

When  dry— in  about  8  minutes  — wash 
off  with  clear,  cold  water.  Your  skin  feels 

so  much  softer  .  . .  looks  younger  — fresh 

and  glowing  from  White  Clay  Pack's 
gentle  blushing  action!  Now  tiny  im- 

perfections seem  "screened  out"! 

tor  sKm  proxnems 

Edna  Wolloce  Hopper  Twin  Treatment 
acts  to  deflake  dry  top  skin  . . .  loosen  stubborn  blackheads 

A  Daily  Feature  to  help  sustain  that 
fresher  complexion  loveliness... Hopper 
Homogenized  Facial  Cream.  Pat  it  on 

with  upward,  outward  strokes  (see  dia- 
gram). This  luxurious  blush-pink  cream 

helps  keep  your  skin  smooth  and  clean 

.  .  .  radiant  setting  for  make-up.  You're 
ready  for  closeups  .  . .  applause! 

iMow  in  One  Bargain  Package  . . .  $1.20 

value  for  only  89^*!  For  the  first  time 
you  can  get  Hopper  White  Clay  Pack 
and  Homogenized  Facial  Cream  pack- 

ages together  in  a  bargain  beauty  box. 
This  special  offer  is  good  for  a  limited 
time  only,  so  ask  for  your  Twin  Treat- 

ment Box  today.  *  Plus  tax 

WHAT'S  NEW  from 
COAST  to  COAST 

At  leading  cosmetic  counters 

Toni  Darnay  stars  in  CBS's  daytime 
show,  The  Strange  Romance  of  Evelyn 
Winters,  weekdays  at  10:30  A.M.  EST. 

BEEFS  are  coming  in  from  many- sources.  Veterans  aren't  satisfied 
with  these  "veteran  auditions." 

The  claim  of  the  ex-GI's  is  that  too 
many  of  them  are  nothing  but  fronts 
put  on  by  studios  to  give  the  impression 
that  they're  doing  their  bit  to  help  the 
returning  heroes.  Auditions  are  given, 
but  nothing  much  comes  of  them. 

Could  be  there  are  two  sides  to  this 
question,  however.  The  vets  may  be 
right — about  some  stations  and  outfits. 
But  the  stations  have  this  on  their 

side.  Frequently,  there's  a  very  long 
distance  between  a  person's  ambition 
and  his  performance.  Lots  of  GI's  got  a crack  at  radio  performances  while  in 
the  service.  They  felt  competent  and 
able  and  decided  they  definitely  had 
talent.  But  there's  a  big  differerice  be-  . 
tween  spontaneous,  on-the-spot  shows, 
given  for  fellows  who  are  in  the  same  'I situation  as  yourself  and  can  appreciate 
your  efforts  and  even  be  amused  by 
them,  and  the  highly  skilled  and  ex- 

perienced performances  that  are  needed 
to  put  over  a  professional  show.  The 
latter  takes  a  lot  of  training,  study  and 
actual  working  experience. 
We  don't  know,  but  this  might  ac- 

count for  the  small  number  of  veterans 
who  are  finding  niches  on  the  air,  com- 

pared with  the  many  thousands  of  ex- servicemen  and  women  who  apply  for, 
and  get,  auditions.  Let  no  one  try  to 
fool  himself,  or  anybody  else,  that 
working  in  radio  is  any  easy  way  to 
earn  a  living.  It  takes  talent  and  then 
plenty  of  hard  work  to  develop  and 
train  that  talent,  tmtil  you  can  tise  it 
with  the  precision  and  infallibility  of 
the    finest     {Continued    on    page    10) 

By    DALE    BAXKS 

I 



BORDERLINE  ANEMIA* 
can  steal  away  a  woman's  beauty! 

How  thousands  who  are  pale  and  tired  because  of  this  blood 

deficiency  may  find  renewed  energy  with  Ironized  Yeast  Tablets 

THOUSANDS  of  women  have  lost  the 

fresh  glow  of  youth  while  they're 
still  young  in  years.  Thousands  look 

"washed  out"  and  weary  —  frequently 
feel  "ready  to  drop."  And  so  often,  a 
blood  condition  n[iay  be  the  reason 

they're  listless  and  worn  ...  a  Border- 
line Anemia,  resulting  from  a  ferro- 

nutritional  deficiency  of  the  blood. 
Results  of  medical  studies  show  that 

up  to  68%  of  the  women  examined— 
many  men— have  this  common  Border- 

line Anemia.  Their  red  blood  cells  are 

too  pale  and  puny  to  release  all  the 
energy  that  they  ought  to  have.  They 

need  to  build  up  their  red  blood  cells 

—supply  line  of  healthy  vigor. 

Ironized  Yeast  Tablets 

To  Help  Build  Blood,  Energy 

So  if  you  look  and  feel  "old  before  your 
time"  due  to  a  Borderline  Anemia,  take 
Ironized  Yeast  Tablets.  They  are  espe- 

cially formulated  to  combat  this  Bor- 
derline Anemia,  to  help  bring  red  blood 

cells  back  to  normal  size  and  color  and 
in  this  way  restore  the  energy  and  the 

appearance  of  I^ealth. 
Continuing  tiredness,  listless- 

ness  and  pallor  may  be  caused 

IMPROVED    CONCENTRATED    FORMULA 

Ironized  Yeast 

by  other  conditions,  so  consult  your 
physician  regularly.  But  when  you  have 
a  Borderline  Anemia,  when  you  envy 
others  their  energy,  take  Ironized 
Yeast  Tablets.  Let  them  help  you  build 

up  your  red  blood  cells— win  back  your 
natural  vitality  and  attractiveness! 

TABLETS 

*BORDERLINE  ANEMIA 

resulting  from  a  ferro-nulritional  blood 
deficiency  can  cause 

TIREDNESS  •  LISTLESSNESS  •  PALLOR 

Energy-BuildincBlood.This 
is  a  microscopic  view  of 
blood  rich  in  energy  ele- 

ments. Here  are  big, 

plentiful  red  cells  that 
release  energy  to  every 
muscle,  limb,  tissue. 

Borderline  Anemia.  Many 
have  blood  like  this; 
never  know  it.  Cells 
are  puny,  faded.  Blood 
like  this  can't  release 
the  energy  you  need  to 
feel  and  look  your  best. 
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can  be  avoided  if  you're  smart  and 
anchor  yours  with  DeLong  Bob  Pins 

That  tricky  snood  or  fly-away 

net  stays  snugly  in  place  when  it's 
fastened  with  these  extra-special 

Bob  Pins  that  won't  slip  out  willy- 
nilly  .  .  .  They  grip  your  locks  in  a 

do-or-die  way  because  they're 
made  of  fine  high -carbon  steel  and 
subjected  to  rigid  tests,  to  insure 

a  longer-lasting 

Stronger  Grip 
Won't  Slip  Out 

Try  DeLong  Bob  Pins  and  you'll 
know  the  full  meaning  of  a  net 

profit  in  hair-do  security. 

Quality  CManufadurns  for  Over  50  years 
BOB  PINS  HAIR   PINS  SAFETY   PINS 

SNAPS  PINS 

HOOKS  &  EYES  HOOK  a   EYE  TAPES 
SANITARY  BELTS 

(Continued  from  page  8)  than  just 
thinking  you're  good,  or  having  your 
best  friends  pat  you  on  the  back  and 
tell  you  you're  out  of  this  world. *  *         * 

We've  decided  that  anything  can 
happen.  Walking  along  Madison  Ave- 

nue, we  saw  a  taxi  draw  up  in  front 
of  CBS.  There's  nothing  unusual  in 
that.  But  when  Patti  Clayton  stepped 
out  of  the  driver's  seat,  that  stopped  us. 
Chasing  her  into  the  lobby  of  the 

building,  we  got  the  story.  Seems  a 

couple  of  months  ago,  the  "Taxi  Drivers 
Association  voted  Patti  "Miss  Fairest 
Fare  of  Them  AH"  and  presented  her 
with  a  shiny  new  cab  as  a  token  of 
their  esteem.  So  Patti's  been  driving  it ever  since  and  getting  a  big  kick  out 
of  it.  Her  only  problem  is  an  occasion- 

al person  who  wants  to  hire  the  cab 
and  puts  up  a  big  argument  because 
she  refuses  to  take  him. 

*  *         0 

These  days.  Bob  Trout's  known  as  a dignified  announcer,  newscaster  and 
commentator.  He  used  to  be  the  one — 

by  F.D.R.'s  personal  choice — who  al- 
ways said,  "Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  the 

President  of  the  United  States." 
But  it  wasn't  always  like  that.  The 

other  day,  Bob  was  recalling  his  early 
experiences  in  radio.  His  first  job  was 

on  Station  WJSV  in  Washington.  "I used  to  play  gramaphone  records  all 
day  long,"  he  said.  "I  used  to  take  part 
in  a  minstrel  show.  I  was  Nimrod,  the 
hunter,  and  I  was  somebody,  the  poet- 
reader,  with  an  organ  in  the  back- 

ground." 
Then,  one  day,  the  regular  news- 

caster of  the  station  didn't  turn  up and  Bob  was  handed  a  newspaper, 
shoved  in  front  of  a  mike  and  told 
to  read  the  news.  He  did  it  so  well  that 
this  job  was  his,  too,  after  that. 
One  of  his  most  amusing  memories 

has  to  do  with  the  time  he  broadcast 
from  a  circus.  He  was  assigned  to  ride 
around  on  a  ferris  wheel  and  inter- 

view one  of  the  side  show  midgets.  But 
the    engineers    forgot    all    about    the 

Comedian  Alan  Young  may  or  may 

not  turn  up  like  this  for  one  of  his 

Friday  nightbroadcasts,8 :30on  NBC. 

WUNDilTD^^STL 
*  Dries  in  a  jiffy 

*  Washes  like  a  hanky 

*  Practically  lintless 

It's  natural  to  be  surprised  or  doubtful  whan  you  first  s«» 
and  feel  WUNDATOWL  You'll  wonder  how  •  dish 
towel  of  such  light  weight  can  actually  be  twice  as 
efficient.  Frankly,  there  is  only  one  answer  .  .  you  have 

to  try  WUNDATOWL  to  be  convinced.  If  you  can't  buy WUNDATOWL 

locally,  write  us  stating 

the  quantity  you  want 
.  .  .  we'll  see  that  • 
nearby  store  fills  your 
order  C.  O.  D. 

STARCROSS,   INC. 
1450  Broadway.  N«w  York.  N.  Y. 

Grconvillo,  S.  C. 

FOR  SALE  IN  GIFT  SHOPS,  DRUG  AND  DEPARTMENT  STORES 

Lovers  of  the  unusual  will  thrill  to  Lionea . . . 
the  perfume  that  captures  the  dawn-freshness 
of  Scandinavian  woodlands.  It  brings  you  the 
same  delicate  scent  that  so  entranced  Karl  von 

Ijnne,  world's  greatest  naturalist,  who  dis- 
covered and  named  the  lovely  Linnea  flower. 

So  that  you  may  learn  its  en- 
chantment, we  have  prepared 

a  special  "get  acquainted" 
package  of  Linnea  Perfume — 
not  sold  in  any  store — this  will 
be  sent  you  prepaid  for  just 
25c  togetherwith  the  coupon 
below.  Order  several  for yourself  and  friends!  $5  00  UP 

(p/us  iax) 
Please  send   "Get  AoquainUd"  Packages,  prepaid. 

Address . 

Enclosed  find  $   
LINNEA  PERFUMES,  INC. 

200  Wetl  Ohio  SIreel     Depl.  508.     Chicago  10,  lliinab 



Hollywood  wedding:  Sharon  Doug- 
las of  NBC's  Dennis  Day  show, 

Edwin    Nassour,    movie    executive. 

axle  in  the  center  of  the  ferris  wheel 
and,  by  the  time  the  wheel  had  gone 
around  a  couple  of  times,  the  micro- 

phone cable  was  wrapped  around  the 
axle. 

"The  microphone  shot  out  of  my 
hand,"  Bob  laughed,  "and  the  midget 
who  had  been  hanging  on  to  it  was 
pulled  half  way  out  of  the  car.  I  was 
hanging  on  to  the  midget  and,  after 
a  couple  of  yells,  our  broadcast  was 
over  for  the  day." *  *         * 

It  used  to  be  something  of  a  mystery 
the  way  Johnny  Coons,  versatile  actor 
on  the  Vic  and  Sade  show  and  Bach- 

elor's Children,  was  always  turning  up 
at  the  studio  two  or  three  hours  early 
for  rehearsals  and  broadcasts.  It  was 
even  whispered  by  the  not  too  friend- 

ly that  Johnny  was  a  little  anxious  to 
go  to  work.  We  got  the  lowdown  from 
our  snoops  out  Chicago  way.  No  great 
anxiety  complex  about  his  job,  at  all. 
It's  just  that  Johnny  suffers  from  hay fever  and  has  to  sit  around  in  the  air 
conditioned  studios  for  a  couple  of 
hours  before  broadcasts  to  clear  his 
head. 

*  *         * 

Rita  La  Roy,  fashion  expert  on  Lady 
Be  Beautiful,  is  opening  a  New  York 
branch  of  her  famous  studio  for  models. 
She  plans  to  handle  only  the  top  Man- 

hattan models,  grooming  them  specif- 
ically for  the  screen.  Which  will  be 

doing  the  lovelies  a  big  service.  Lots 
of  them  photograph  like  a  million,  but 
it  takes  a  bit  more  than  looks  to  click 

in  the  pix.  And  that's  what  Rita's  go- 
ing to  help  them  do. 

*  *         « 

Here's  a  little  tidbit,  proving  that radio  listeners  have  a  sense  of  humor. 
Awhile  back,  when  Harry  Elders  as 
Dr.  Jack  Landis  in  Women  in  White 
was  meeting  with  rebuffs  in  his  pur- 

suit of  Eileen  Holmes  and  the  script 
called  for  much  chasing  and  excite- 

ment on  Elders'  part,  his  fan  mail 
brought  him  a  very  fat  envelope.  In  it 
was  a  package  of  Cool-Aides  and  these 
instructions  from  an  Iowa  listener: 

"Take  one  of  these  every  hour  on  the 
hour  until  you  cool  off!" 

*  *  He 

Some  kind  of  a  record  has  been  set 
by  Peggy  Webber,  the  girl  with  the 
150  different  voices.  Ciurently  playing 
opposite  Herbert  Marshall  in  The  Man 
Called  X,  Peggy  portrays  mothers  and 
daughters,    heroines    and    murderesses. 

Tenderly  she  touched  all  things- 

withQ^f^y^^^,  pale 

as  doves  white  wings" 

Y 

'4     Hands  that  rule  the  dishpan 
I     can  still  rule  hearts  as  well ! 

,3        Is  daily  dishwashing  giving  your  hands  a  "scrub- 
woman" look.?  Get  yourself  a  jar  of  Pacquins 

".^        Hand  Cream.  This  snow-white,  fragrant  cream 
helps  keep  hands  happy . . .  softer,  whiter. 

First  made  for  the  special 

needs  of  Doctors  and  Nurses  — 
Doctors  and  nurses  scrub  their  hands  in  hot, 

soapy  water  30  to  40  times  a  day.  So  they  need 
more  than  just  an  ordinary  preparation  to  help 
combat  dryness  and  roughness.  Pacquins,  first 

formulated  for  doctors  and  nurses,  is  super-rich 
in  skin-softening  ingredients. 

DRUG,      DEPARTMENT TEN- CENT      STORE 
11 
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Jl^  Beauty  Treatments 
€^^  THAT  SPARE  YOU  AND 

THAT  SPARE  YOU  AND 
SPARKLE  UP  YOUR  HOME 

/ 
«  Furniture  appreciates  a  facial 

as  much  as  you  do— to  keep  it  beau- 
tiful! A  daily  treatment  with  famous 

O-Cedar  All-Purpose  Polish  gives 

grand  results.  And  it's  easy.  Just 
pour  a  little  on  a  dampened  cloth 
and  do  your  dusting  with  it  This 
triple  -  acting  polish  cleans,  shines 
and  potects—TiaS.  at  the  same  time! 

4t .  Give  floors  a  "quickie"  by  put- 
ting a  few  drops  of  O-Cedar  All- 

Purpose  Polish  on  your  O-Cedar 
mop.  Keeps  dust  down,  cleans  with 

a  gleam— whether  your  floors  are 
painted  or  varnished  or  waxed. 
Cleans,  polishes  and  protects  all  at 
the  same  time,  too,  just  as  it  does 
on  furniture! 

«5.  Try  this  same  All-Purpose 
gleamer  on  water  spots  and  minor 

scratches.  It's  grand  for  sticky 
smudges,  too— leaves  a  dry,  gleam- 

ing finish  that's  a  beauty  to  behold! 
(For  deeper  rings  and  scratches,  try 
O-Cedar  Touch-up  Polish.)  O-Cedar 
All-Purpose  Polish  is  used  in  more 
homes  than  any  other  brand. 

TT.  Hint  for  woodwork:  Try  add- 
ing a  little  O-Cedar  All-Purpose 

Polish  to  your  cleaning  water,  to- 
gether with  your  favorite  soap  or 

cleaner.  Removes  fingerprints  and 

grease  like  a  breeze— leaves  a  lovely 
luster  which  helps  protect  the  paint 

Remember,it'sO-Cedar— "thegreat- 
est  help  in  housekeeping." 

OGd ALL-PURPOSE  POLISH 
CLEANS  -  POLISHES  -  PROTECTS 

IF  YOU  PREFER  A  CREAM  POLISH— say  O-Cedar,  too. 

Quick  —  easy  —  no  rubbing  — to  make  refrigerators, 
Venetian  blinds,  woodwork  and  other  surfaces  gleam ! 

O-Cedar  Corp'n,  Chicago,  Illinois;  Toronto,  Canada. 

CEDAR     "THE     GREATEST     HELP     IN     HOUSEKEEPING" 

Howard  K.  Smith  heads  Colnmbia's 
delegation  of  correspondents  cov- 

ering the  Paris  Peace  Conference. 

and  anything  else  the  script  might  call 

for.  In  the  past  four  years,  she's  ap- peared in  over  2,000  shows.  That  must 
have  added  up  to  a  nice,  tidy  living. 

Olan  Soule,  Chicago  radio  actor,  re- 
ports overhearing  this  at  the  theater 

the  other  night.  After  the  intermission, 
Soule  saw  a  couple  hurrying  down  the 
aisle.  They  stopped  at  the  row  ahead 
of  where  he  was  sitting.  The  man 
leaned  down  and  asked  the  woman  sit- 

ting in  the  aisle  seat,  "Did  I  step  on 
your  foot   a   little   while   ago?" 

"You  surely  did,"  the  woman  an- 
swered, with  what  Soule  described  as 

an   expectant  look. 
Instead  of  the  expected  apology, 

however,  Soule  says,  the  man  turned 
to  his  companion  and  said,  "Okay, 

Alice,  this  is  our  row." 

This  is  a  little  late,  but  we  like  it 

anyway.  Back  in  the  summer,  an  enter- 
prising young  producer  with  the  Cana- dian Broadcasting  Company  satirized 

Orson  Welles  in  a  program  called  Life 
With  Adam.  A  recording  of  the  show 
was  played  for  Orson.  This  is  the  part 

we  like,  because  it  proves  what  we've 
always  felt  about  Orson — that  he's  a good  guy.  Instead  of  getting  sore,  Orson 
found  the  lampoon  so  funny  that  he 
hired  the  Canadian  producer  to  repeat 
the  broadcast  on  his  Mercury  Summer 
Theatre. 
We  like  a  guy  like  that. 

Now  that  Superman  has  paved  the 
way,  showing  that  a  program  with  some 
real  meat  in  it  and  putting  up  a  good 
fight  for  good  tltings  can  still  be  good 
entertainment,  the  other  shows  are 
climbing  on  the  crusade  wagon.  Have 
you  noticed  how  Dick  Tracy  and  Ten- nessee Jed  have  blossomed  forth  with 
new  themes  for  their  announcements? 
The  feeling  among  studio  bigwigs  is 
that  children  are  more  inclined  to  lis- 

ten to  Dick  Tracy  on  the  subject  of 
intolerance  than  they  might  be  to  lec- 

tures from  their  parents  on  the  same 
subject. 
Comes  to  our  minds  a  whispered 

question — why  not  something  of  the 
same  sort  on  the  programs  designed 
for  adult  consumption?  Maybe  mamma 

could  do  a  little  better  with  Jimior's notions  on  democracy,  if  she  were  kept 



Which  is  Worse? 

MARRIAGE  WITHOUT  LOVE 
OR 

LOVE  WITHOUT  MARRIAGE? 
AMALIE  was  a  nobody,  the  daughter  of  a  drunken  tenant  farmer.  Alfred 

J\.  was  rich,  respectable.  But  he  loved  this  ravishing,  fascinating,  red- 
mouthed  woman,  and  married  her  despite  his  bitter  knowledge  that  she 
did  not,  and  probably  never  would,  love  hiTn. 

His  half-brother  Jerome,  the  devil-may-care  wastrel,  the  man  no  woman 
had  ever  yet  resisted,  tried  vainly  to  prevent  the  wedding.  Jerome  and  Amalie 
hated  each  other  on  sight.  He  threatened  her,  tried  to  compromise  her, 
tried  to  buy  her  off— and  she  laughed  at  him.  Then,  suddenly,  caught  in  a 
passion  as  ruthless  as  themselves,  they  found  they  were  deeply,  recklessly 
in  love.  Did  Amalie  choose  her  loveless  marriage— and  security,  or  a  law- 

less love— and  disgrace.' 

"This  Side  of  Innocence,"  by  Taylor  Caldwell,  is  a  brilliant,  swiftly- 
moving,  and  intensely  alive  story  that  will  stand  with  the  great  dramatic 

novels  of  the  decade.  Says  the  Philadelphia  Inquirer:  "A  masterful  piece 
of  story-telling  .  .  .  500  pages  so  solidly  satisfying,  so  pulsing  with  life, 

that  one  resents  their  coming  to  an  end."  Here  is  a  novel  that  reached  the 
very  top  of  Best-Seller  lists  within  a  month  after  publication!  Price,  in  the 

publisher's  edition,  $3.00,  but  now  offered  FREE  to  new  members  of  the 
Literary  Guild  Book  Club. 

^^m'
 

Purchased  by  Story  Produc- 
tions Inc.,  before  publica- 
tion as  the    first   of  their 

$2,000,000     motion     pic- tures,   on    terms    which 
may    well   result  in  the 

greatest paid  to  an  author  for screen  rights. 

TO  NEW  MEMBERS  OF  THE  LITERARY  GUILD  BOOK  CLUB 

'This  Side  of  Innocence"-By  ikyiORCMDViiiL 

SAVE   UP   TO   50%   ON   OUTSTANDING   NEW   BOOKS 

Literary  Guild  membership  is  free  —  there  are 
no  dues  or  fees.  Each  month  you  will  receive 

your  copy  of  "Wings,"  the  Guild's  illustrated 
book-review  Brochure,  which  contains  arti- 

cles about  the  Literary  Guild  selection  to  be 
published  the  following  month.  From  these 
articles  you  decide  whether  or  not  you  care  to 
receive  the  Guild  book  described.  If  not,  you 
simply  return  the  form  supplied  and  no  book 
will  be  sent  to  you  that  month.  If,  however, 
the  Guild  selection  is  one  you  don't  want  to 
miss,  it  will  be  sent  to  you  automatically  on 
publication  date. 

Literary  Guild  books  are  selected  by  our  Edi- 
torial Staff  from  proofs  submitted  by  leading 

publishers  long  in  advance  of  their  publica- 
tion date.  Because  the  Literary  Guild  is  the 

largest  book  club  in  the  world,  a  huge  special 
edition  is  printed  at  a  tremerldous  saving  in 
cost.  This  saving  is  passed  on  to  members. 
The  Literary  Guild  edition  is  manufactured 

at  the  same  time  as  the  publisher's  edition, yet  Guild  members  pay  a  flat  price  of  only 
$2.00  for  each  book  accepted,  instead  of  the 
higher  price  charged  for  the  same  book  sold 
at  retail  in  the  publisher's  edition. 

"Collector's  Library"  Bonus  Books  Free 

In  addition,  Guild  members  receive  a  beauti- 
fully printed,  handsomely  bound  copy  of  one 

of  the  "Collector's  Library"  volumes  —  on 
sale  at  retail  for  $5.00  per  copy  —  as  a  bonus 
for  every  four  Guild  books  purchased!  To  be 
a  "member  in  good  standing"  merely  requires 
that  you  accept  a  minimum  of  only  four 
Guild  books  a  year  out  of  the  12  or  more 
to  be  published. 

Send  No  Money  — Mail  Coupon  NOW 
As  a  special  inducement  for  joining  the  Guild 
now  instead  of  "later"  you  will  be  sent  — 
FREE  —  a  copy  of  "This  Side  of  Innocence," 
which  is  being  sold  currently  in  the  publish- 

er's edition  at  S3. 00.  As  a  new  member  you 
can  now  buy  any  of  the  recent  best-sellers 
described  on  this  page  for  only  $2.00  each. 
See  coupon. 

Because  of  production  limitations  the  nuin- 
ber  of  new  members  the  Guild  can  service  is 
restricted.  By  joining  now,  your  new  mem- 

bership can  be  accepted  at  once,  and  you 
will  be  guaranteed  against  any  price  increase 
on  Guild  selections  for  a  year. 

SfART  YOUR  SUBSCRIPTION  WITH  ONE  OF  THESE  BEST-SELLERS  — AT  ONLY  $2.00 

THEN  AND  NOW-By  W.  Somerset  Maugham 
That  wily  master  of  intrigue,  Machiavelli,  is 
bested  in  a  diplomatic  skirmish— and  meets  his 
match  in  a  love  affair.  Publisher's  price,  $2.50. 

THE  FOXES  OF  HARROW-B>'  Vrank  Yerby 
Devil-may-care  Stephen  Fox  lost  his  heart  in  sin- 

ful New  Orleans.  'Then  he  discovered  the  beau- 
tiful quadroon  Desiree!  Publisher's  price,  $3.00. 

BEFORE  THE  SUN  GOES  DOWN 

By  Elizabeth  M.  Howard 
He  knew,  as  only  doctors  can,  everybody  and 
every  secret  in  the  community— yet  hid  a  burn- 

ing secret  of  his  own!  Publisher's  price,  $2.75. 

SINGING  WATERS-Bj-  Ann  Bridge 
Weary  of  life,  on  the  verge  of  mental  and  phys- 

ical calamity,   beautiful  Gloire  Thurston   was 

saved  by  a  stranger.  Publisher's  price,  $2.75. 

B.  F.'S  DAUGHTER-By  John  P.  Marquand 

A  warm,  stimulating  novel  about  a  wealthy  girl's 
struggle  to  escape  her  father's  domination  and 
make  a  life  of  her  own. Publisher's  price,  $2.75. 

LORD  HORNBLOWER-B}'  C.  S.  Forester 
The  great  Hornblower   chronicle  of  the   sea, 
brought  to  white-hot  interest  in  the  most  ex- 

citing Forester  novel  to  date!  Publisher's  price, 
$2.50. 

THE  BLACK  ROSE-By  Thomas  Costain 
Two  loves  tore  at  his  heart  while  he  risked  his  life 

in  wild  adventure.  Here's  the  most  sensational 
best-seller  in  years!     Publisher's  price,  $3.00. 

THE  DARK  ViOOD-By  Christine  Weston 
The  tender,   absorbing  story  of  a  young  war 
widow  who  fell  deeply  in  love  with  a  veteran 
resembling  her   lost  husband.   By   the   famous 
author  of  "Indigo."  Publisher's  price,   $2.75. 
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FREE:  This  Side  of  Innocence 
Literary  Guild  of  America,  Inc.,  Publishers 
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Please  enroll  me  as  a  Literary  Guild  Book  Club 
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month  —  only  four  during  the  year  —  to  fulfill  my 
membership  requirement.  I  am  to  receive  a  bonus 
book  for  every  four  Guild  selections  I  purchase. 
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Miss  (Please  Print) 
Street  and  No   

Zone  No. 

City   (H  any)    .  . .  .State   

Age,  if 
Occupation     Under  21   

Price  in  Canada,  $2.20;  105  Bond  St.,  Toronto  2,  Canada 
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II 

Romance  was  flickering  out . .  " 
Cinders,  ashes  and  dust— that  was 
the  cold,  gray  f  eehng  in  my  heart  as 
I  saw  my  married  happiness  dying 

out.  I  didn't  know  it  was  my  fault, 
with  my  frequent  neglect  of  femi- 

nine hygiene.  But  my  doctor  told  me 
that  mere  once-in-awhile  care  had 
wrecked  many  a  marriage.  He  said 

to  get  "Lysol"  brand  disinfectant 
and  use  it— always— in  the  douche. 

"\  brought  the  flame  to  life 

II 

Such  warm,  glowing  happiness  in 

our  marriage,  since  I  took  my  doc- 

tor's advice  to  heart.  I  never  neglect 
feminine  hygiene  now . . .  always  use 

"Lysol"   for    douching.    Salt,    soda 

and  other  homemade  solutions  can't 
compare  with  this  proved  germ 

killer!  And  "Lysol"  is  so  thorough 

yet  gentle.  It  really  works— and  it's both  easy  and  economical  to  use! 

Many  doctors  recommend  "LYSOL"  for  Feminine  Hygiene 
. . . for  6  reasons 

Reason  No.  3:  POWERFUL,   EFFICIENT  CLEANSER  .  .  .  "LysolV 
great  spreading  power  enables  it  to  reach  deeply  into  folds  and 

crevices,  to  search  out  germs. 

Note:  Douche  iboroughly  with  correct  "Lysol"  solution   .  .  .  always! 

3f      oy  •  C/V 
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aware    of   the    many    small    and    daily 
ways  in  which  democracy  is  negated. 

*  *         * 

It  says  here  that  the  latest  Hooper 
rating  shows  that  Mr.  District  Attorney 
is  now  the  most  popular  radio  show  in 
the  country.  We  do  know  that  Jay 
Jostyn,  who  has  played  the  role  for 
almost  seven  years,  is  better  known 
than  any  other  peace  officer  in  the 
country,  with  the  exception,  maybe,  of 
J.  Edgar  Hoover. 

*  «         * 

Heard  a  wistful  plaint  from  pretty 
Doris  Kantor  the  other  day.  The  charm- 

ing wife  of  Hal  Kantor,  scriptor  on 
the  Don  Ameche  program,  was  com- 

plaining that  when  she  needs  her  hus- 
band most,  he's  always  somewhere 

else,  through  no  fault  of  his  own. 
When  she  was  having  her  first  baby, 
Hal  was  overseas  in  the  Pacific,  by 
order  of  Uncle  Sam.  Then,  this  year, 
when  their  second  daughter  was  born, 
Doris  was  in  New  York  and  Hal  was 
in  Hollywood,  working  away  on  the 
script  for  the  Ameche  show.  This  was 

again  not  Hal's  fault.  He  couldn't  find 
living  quarters  to  move  his  family  into 
for  months. 

«         «         « 

Here's  a  nice  family  touch.  Dr.  Frank 
Black  is  one  of  America's  foremost 
musical  conductors.  Yet,  Dr.  Black  al- 

ways asks  for,  and  heeds,  the  musical 
criticism  of  his  wife.  Eve,  who  inci- 

dentally never  studied  music.  Dr.  Black 
claims  her  taste  is  almost  infallible. 

*  *         * 

The  personal  quirks  department  .  .  . 
Sammy  Kaye  hates  mustaches  and 
won't  permit  any.  member  of  his  swing 
and  sway  orch  to  wear  or  grow  one  .  .  . 

CORRECTION 

Front  Page  Farrell,  the  picture-story  on 
page  44  of  October  Radio  Mirror,  ap- 

peared with  incorrect  information  as 
to  time  and  network.  Correct  time  for 
Front  Page  Farrell  is:  Monday  through 

Friday  at  5:45  P.M.,  on  NBC. 

Wind-up  of  Akron's  Soap  Box  Der- 

by: young  winner  Kleran  is  inter- 
viewed on  CBS's  We,  The  People. 



ADVICE  FOR 

BAD  SKIN 
Stop  Worrying  Now  About  Pimples,  Blackheads 

And  Other  Externally  Caused  Skin  Troubles 

JUST  FOLLOW  SKIN  DOCTOR'S  SIMPLE  DIRECTIONS 

By  ̂eltu  t^Mem^Ai^ 

Have  you  ever  stopped  to  realize  that  the  leading  screen  stars  whom  you  admire, 
as  well  as  the  beautiful  models  who  have  lovely,  soft  white  skin,  were  all  born 
just  like  you  with  a  lovely  smooth  skin? 

.  The  truth  is  that  many  girls  and  women  do  not  give  their  skin  a  chance  to  show 
off  the  natural  beauty  that  lies  hidden  underneath  those  externally  caused  pimples, 
blackheads  and  irritations.  For  almost  anyone  can  have  the  natural,  normal  com- 

plexion which  is  in  itself  beauty.  All  you  have  to  do  is  follow  a  few  amazingly 
simple  rules. 

Many  women  shut  themselves  out  of 
the  thrills  of  life  —  dates,  romance, 
popularity,  social  and  business  success 
—  only  because  sheer  neglect  has  robbed 
them  of  the  good  looks,  poise  and  femi- 

nine self-assurance  which  could  so  eas- 
ily be  theirs.  Yes,  everybody  looks  at 

your  face.  The  beautiful  complexion, 
which  is  yours  for  the  asking,  is  like  a 
permanent  card  of  admission  to  all  the 
good  things  of  life  that  every  woman 
craves.  And  it  really  can  be  yours— take 
my  word  for  it!  —  no  matter  how  dis- 

couraged you  may  be  this  very  minute 
about  those  externally  caused  skin 
miseries. 

iVledical  science  gives  us  the  truth 
about  a  lovely  skin.  There  are  small 
specks  of  dust  and  dirt  in  the  air  all  the 
time.  When  these  get  into  the  open 
pores  in  your  skin,  they  can  in  time 
cause  the  pores  to  become  larger  and 
more  susceptible  to  dirt  particles,  dust 
and  infection.  These  open  pores  begin 
to  form  blackheads  which  become  in- 

fected and  bring  you  the  humiliation 
of  pimples,  blackheads  or  other  blem- 

ishes. When  you  neglect  your  skin  by 
not  giving  it  the  necessary  care,  you 
leave  yourself  wide  open  to  externally 
caused  skin  miseries.  Yet  proper  atten- 

tion with  the  double  Viderm  treatment 
may  mean  the  difference  between  en- 

joying the  confidence  a  fine  skin  gives 
you  or  the  embarrassment  of  an  ugly, 
unbeautiful  skin  that  makes  you  want 
to  hide  your  face. 

A  screen  star's 
face  is  her  for- 

tune. Thai's  why she  makes  it  her 
business  to  pro- 
tect  her  com- 

plexion against 

pimples,  black- heads and  blem- 
ishes. Your  face 

is  no  different. 
Give  it  the  dou- 

ble treatment  it 
needs  and  watch 
those  skin  blem- 

ishes go  away. 

The  double  Viderm  treatment  is  a  for- 
mula prescribed  by  a  skin  doctor  with 

amazing  success,  and  costs  you  only  a 
few  cents  daily.  This  treatment  con- 

sists of  two  jars.  One  contains  Viderm 
Skin  Cleanser,  a  jelly-like  formula 
which  penetrates  and  acts  as  an,  anti- 

septic upon  your  pores.  After  you  use 
this  special  Viderm  Skin  Cleanser,  you 
simply  apply  the  Viderm  Fortified 
Medicated  Skin  Cream.  You  rub  this 

in,  leaving  an  almost  invisible  protec- 
tive covering  for  the  surface  of  your 

skin. 

This  double  treatment  has  worked 
wonders  for  so  many  cases  of  external 
skin  troubles  that  it  may  help  you,  too 
—in  tact,  your  money  will  be  reiunded 

it  it  doesn't.  Use  it  for  only  ten  days. 
You  have  everything  to  gain  and  noth- 

ing to  lose.  It  is  a  guaranteed  treat- 
ment. Enjoy  it.  Your  dream  of  a  clear, 

smooth  complexion  may  come  true  in 
ten  days  or  less. 

Use  your  double  Viderm  treatment 
every  day  until  your  skin  is  smoother 
and  clearer.  Then  use  it  only  once  a 
week  to  remove  stale  make-up  and  dirt 
specks  that  infect  your  pores,  as  well  as 
to  aid  in  healing  external  irritations. 
Remember  that  when  you  help  prevent 
blackheads,  you  also  help  to  prevent 
externally  caused  skin  miseries  and 

pimples. Incidentally,  while  your  two  jars  and 

the  doctor's  directions  are  on  their  way 
to  you,  be  sure  to  wash  your  face  as 
often  as  necessary.  First  use  warm 
water,  then  cleanse  with  water  as  cold 
as  you  can  stand  it,  in  order  to  freshen, 
stimulate  and  help  close  your  pores. 
After  you  receive  everything,  read  your 
directions  carefully.  Then  go  right  to  it 
and  let  these  two  fine  formulas  help 
your  dreams  of  a  beautiful  skin  come 
true. 

Just  mail  your  name  and  address  to 
Betty  Memphis,  care  of  the  New  York 
Skin  Laboratory,  206  Division  Street, 
Dept.  77,  New  York  2,  N.  Y.  By  return 

mail  you  will  receive  the  doctor's  direc- 
tions, and  both  jars,  packed  in  a  safety- 

sealed  carton.  On  delivery,  pay  two 
dollars  plus  postage.  If  you  wish,  you 
can  save  the  postage  fee  by  mailing  the 
two  dollars  with  your  letter.  If  you  are 
in  any  way  dissatisfied,  your  money 
will  be  cheerfully  refunded.  To  give  you 
an  idea  of  how  fully  tested  and  proven 
the  Viderm  double  treatment  is,  it  may 
interest  you  to  know  that,  up  to  this 
month,  over  two  hundred  and  twelve 
thousand  women  have  ordered  it  on 
my  recommendation.  If  you  could  only 
see  the  thousands  of  happy,  grateful 
letters  that  have  come  to  me  as  a  result, 
you  would  know  the  joy  this  simple 
treatment  can  bring.  And,  think  of  it!— 
the  treatment  must  work  for  you,  or  it 

doesn't  cost  you  a  cent.        (.Advertisement) 
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WHATS  NEW 
from  COAST  to  COAST 

Les  Damon   sleuths  as   CBS's  Nick 
Charles    in    Adventures    of    the    Thin 

Man,  Fridays  at   8:30  P.M.  EST. 

County  Fair's  contribution  to  Greek 
War  Relief  flew  overseas  recently:  three 
calves,  chaperoned  by  young  Gus  Kaloss. 
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(.Continued  from  page  14) 
Utter  devotion  .  .  .  Two  of  the  most 

devoted  listeners  to  the  Tom  Mix  show 
are  undoubtedly  a  boy  and  girl  in 
Warren,  Ohio.  The  two  kids  don't  have 
a  radio  in  their  home.  For  the  past  two 
years,  rain  or  shine,  they  have  turned 
up  at  the  transmitter  of  the  Warren 
station  to  listen  to  their  favorite  radio 
program  on  the  monitor  speaker. 
Anybody  got  a  radio  to  spare?  Write 

Mutual  Broadcasting  in  New  York  City, 
*  *         ̂  

If  you  live  in  the  East,  you'll  be 
getting  a  chance  to  see  Boston  Blackie 
on  the  stage  any  one  of  these  days. 
Special  scripts  of  the  popular  radio 
mystery  thriller  have  been  prepared 
for  presentation  in  vaudeville  houses — 
but  only  in  the  East,  because  Richard 
Kollmar  has  to  be  able  to  get  back  to 
New  York  for  his  broadcasts. 

*  *  * 

Famous  Maggie  Teyte,  who's  been 
guesting  several  times  on  the  Telephone 
Hour  show  the  past  year,  and  is  slated 
for  a  return  appearance  on  April  7, 1947, 
is  quite  a  gal.  She  needs  to  be  seen  to 

be  fully  appreciated.  She's  a  tiny  slip 
of  a  thing,  just  five  feet  tall,  but  she's 
a  ball  of  fire  from  her  toes  to  the  top  of 
her  bright  red  head.  What's  most  re- 

markable about  her,  besides  her  sing- 
ing, is  that  she's  such  an  amazing  per- 

sonality— at  the  age  of  56! 
Our  favorite  story  is  about  her  last 

concert  in  New  York,  last  Spring,  be- 
fore she  went  out  on  a  tour  of  the 

country.  One  of  the  highest  notes  on  her 
program  was  an  A  Flat  in  Henri  Du- 
parc's  "Phidyle."  Little  Miss  Teyte 
opened  her  mouth  wide  to  sing  the 
note  good  and  loud.  Only  nothing 
came  out  of  her  mouth,  not  even  the 
tiniest  squeak.  At  the  end  of  the  piece, 
the  audience  applauded  like  mad,  but 
Maggie  felt  that  their  applause  was 
much  more  kindliness  than  approval. 
She  turned  to  her  accompanist,  snapped 
a  command  to  him,  and  signaled  for 
the  piano  to  play  the  last  ten  measures 
of  the  piece  over  again.  This  time,  like 

a  circus  performer  who  never  gives  up 
a  trick  no  matter  how  often  he  has  to 

do  it  over,  Maggie  made  that  A  Flat — 
and  perfectly. 

«  *  * 
Gossip  and  stuff  .  .  .  Georgia  Gibbs 

is  now  Majestic  Record's  number one  femme  singer  .  .  .  Alec  Templeton 
working  on  a  comic-opera  which  he 
hopes  will  be  produced  on  Broadway 
.  .  .  Sy  Oliver  is  switching  careers. 
He's  writing  a  mystery  novel,  every 
spare  minute  he  has  from  making  ar- 

rangements for  his  air  show  .  .  .  Dr. 
Craig  Earl — Professor  Quiz  to  you — is 
writing  a  question-and-answer  column 
for  magazine  "Miss  America"  .  .  . 
Danny  O'Neil  and  his  wife,  Gerrie,  ex- 

pecting a  small  stranger  at  their  house 

any  day  now  .  .  .  "The  Hucksters"  is 
having  everything  done  to  it — except 
radio  presentation.  At  this  writing,  the 
crack  at  agency  radio  is  being  prepared 
for  Broadway  showing  with  Ezra  Stone 

Ex-screen    star    Herbert 
Rawlinson,    working 

in    another    medium,    stars 
in  NBC's  Masquerade, 

2:45    EST,    on    weekdays. 

rumored  to  direct  it.  The  movies  are 
also  playing  with  the  idea  .  .  .  Mr. 
District  Attorney  being  made  into  a 
movie,  with  Michael  O'Shea  playing 
Harrigan  ...  If  you've  been  missing 
Kay  Kyser  from  the  air  these  days — his  health  is  the  reason.  He  was  told 
to  take  it  easy,  by  the  boys  with  the 
stethoscopes  .  .  .  Bets  are  on  that  the 
Hooper  method  of  radio  rating  will  soon 
be  outmoded,  with  the  development 
of  mechanical  gadgets  that  may  be 

placed  in  radios  and  record  automat- 
ically what  programs  are  being  heard. 

We  wonder.  Couldn't  it  be  that  listeners 
might  get  self-conscious  about  their 
listening  habits,  if  they  thought  some- 

one were  always  checking  up  on  them? 
Of  course,  it  would  be  less  of  a  nui- 

sance than  being  called  to  the  phone 
right  in  the  middle  of  your  favorite 
show.  Science  is  wonderful  .  .  .  with 
which  thought  we  leave  you  until  next 
time  .  .  .  Happy  listening. 
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.f:xS  More  Doctors  smoke  Camels 
Akftonwi'de 

surfer.    THAN  i\NY  OTHER  CIGARETTE 
9  Men  and  women  in  every  branch  of  medi- 

cine—113,597  in  all— were  queried  in  this 
nationwide  study  of  cigarette  preference.  Three 

leading  research  organizations  made  the  sur- 

vey. The  gist  of  the  query  was— What  cigarette 
do  you  smoke,  Doctor? 

The  brand  named  most  was  Cam,ell 

The  rich,  full  flavor  and  cool  mildness  of 

Camel's  superb  blend  of  costlier  tobaccos  seem 
to  have  won  the  same  favor  in  medical  circles 
as  with  millions  of  smokers  the  world  around. 

Try  Camels  now. 

Camels Cosfiie.    _ 
Toiaccos 

TRY  CAMELS   ON  YOUR  "T-ZONE' 
That's  T  for  Taste  and  T  for 

Throat... the  most  critical  "lab- 
oratory" for  any  cigarette.  See 

how  your  taste  responds  to  the 

rich,  full  flavor  of  Camel's  cost- lier   tobaccos.    See    how   your 

throat  reacts  to  Camel's  cool 
mildness.  On  the  basis  of  the 

experience  of  many 
millions    of    smokers, 
we  believe  Camels  will 

'    suit  your  "T-Zone"  to 

.^  a  "T." 

R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co. 
Winston-Salem.  N.  C. 
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WONDERFUL  WINTER  SPARKLE 

FOR  YOUR  NAILS 

'/ml 
C^P^^^^^ ̂ ^T^tjC/l^CC^  loves  . . .  skiing  . . .  casual  dotiies  . . .  and  Cutex!  Exciting  as  a  down- 

^  ^  hill  run — the  new  Cutex  "Red  Flannel."  Clear,  brilliant  color  that  brings  a  sun-on-snow  sparkle  to  your 

pretty  fingertips!  And,  in  winter  after  dark — wear  beautiful,  new  Cutex  "Deep  Velvet!"  Try  these  two  new  fashion 
shades  for  easier  application  and  better  wear  than  you  ever  thought  possible!  No  wonder  Young  America  has  a  crush  on  Cutex. i 



WHAT  AB  OUT 

3  —  ABC:       The       Case       for       G  o  o.d       Programs 

THE  American  Broadcasting  Company  published  a  brochvire  some  months  ago  titled, 

"The  Show's  the  Thing."  That  just  about  epitomizes  our  attitude  toward  television 
during  these  exciting,  experimental  months  when  most  broadcasters  aren't  yet 

sure  what  to  offer  the  public  in  the  way  of  video  fare,  and  the  public  doesn't  know 
what  to  expect.  We  accent  the  show,  the  production,  the  moving,  living  st\iff  that  we'll 

soon  have  to  jockey  before  the  cameras — rather  than  the  method  we'll  use  to  get  the 
programs  on  the  air. 

We  talk  about  programming  to  the  exclusion  of  almost  everything  else  because 
we  believe  that  the  American  pubUc,  having  paid  quite  substantial  sums  of  money 
for  television  sets,  will  be  far  more  interested  in  the  quality  of  entertainment  and 

public  service  features  to  be  served  up  than  whether  the  television  image  he'll  re- 
ceive will  be  in  color  or  in  black  and  white.  Or  whether,  for  that  matter,  programs 

will  be  spread  around  the  country  by   link  stations  or  by  coaxial  cable. 

You  and  I  remember  the  early  days  of  radio  when  DX  fans  became  bleary-eyed 

staying  up  all  hours  of  the  night  to  "pull  in"  Dallas  or  Havana.  And  the  thousands 
of  set  builders  who  hounded  radio  supply  stores  for  switches  and  coils  and  argued  far 

into  the  night  about  whether  the  Reinartz  hook-up  was  better  than  a  straight  regen- 
erative. But  that  was  twenty-five  years  ago.  Radio  has  come  a  long  way  since  then 

and  it  has  conditioned  the  hstener  to  expect  programs  that,  if  not  entirely  compatible 

with  his  own  preferences,  are  at  least  professionally  conceived  and  elaborately  exe- 

cuted. Today,  we're  convinced,  the  jxmriping  off  place  wiU  be  from  that  mature  spring- 
board. In  other  words,  the  demand  will  be  for  television  programs  comparable  to  the 

productions  offered  by  radio  in  point  of  quahty  and  timeliness.  By  this  I  do  not 

mean  that  the  video  fan  hais  a  right  to  expect  the  smoothness  of  present-day  radio 
at  the  very  begixming,  nor  that  any  broadcaster  is  in  a  position  to  meet  such  a  demand. 

But  the  "viewer"  does  have  a  right  to  ask  program-builders  to  concentrate  on  that 
art  intelhgently  and  painstakingly,  to  the  end  that  television  in  the  very  near  future 

may  have  a  clearly  defined  idea  of  what  the  public  wants  and  be  on  the  highroad  to 
satisfying  that  demand. 

At  ABC  we  are.  in  the  rather  enviable  position  of  the  program  specialist  who  has 

used  the  past  two  years  profitably — ^from  the  standpoint  of  program-building — and  is 
ready  to  buy  the  best  kind  of  transmitting  eqmpment  available,  regardless  of  cost, 
whether  the  image  be  color  or  black  and  white.  Of  course,  when  the  time  comes  to 
make  huge  purchases  of  equipment,  we  wiU  make  every  attempt  to  buy  wisely,  to  buy 

only  the  best,  and  to  keep  in  mind  the  best  interests  of  the  video  viewers,  who  have 
also  made  comparatively  large  investments  which  mvist  be  protected. 

We  admit  that  when  we  entered  the  television  field  in  1944  we  had  only  the  faint- 
est idea  of  the  ingredients  that  go  into  a  good  television  program.  We  cast  aside  all 

lingering  prejudices,  opened  the  doors  wide  to  all  suggestions  and  advice,  and  went 

to  work  in  our  laboratory..  All  of  us — ^writers,  producers,  directors,  scenic  designers, 

actors,  property  men — took  the  attitude   that  we  didn't  know  {Continued  on  page  98) 

This  is  the  third  in  Radio  Mirror's  series  of  articles  on  the  outlook  for  television.  Part  1,  by  Worth- 
ington  C.  Miner  of  CBS,  and  Part  2,  by  John  F.  Royal  of  NBC  appeared  in  previous  issues. 

By    PAUL    MOWREY     abc  television  director 
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CBS's  Cinderella,  Inc.  makes 

a  wish  come  true  for  four  lucky 

letter-writers  every  month 

Wonderful  moment — Florence 
Reichman  puts  one  of 
her  famous  hats  on  Mrs.  Samson; 
Cinderellas  Marjorie  Young, 
Jean  McFee  and  PoUy 
Phillips  wait  their  turn. 

Especially  for  Radio  Mirror, 
a  recent  Cinderella  tells  some 

of  the  exciting  things  that 
happened  during  her  month  in  New 
York,  t>oth  on  and  off  the  CBS 
show   (weekdays  at  3:00  PM.  EST). 

ITS  a  long  time  since  I've  believed that  you  can  get  what  you  want 

just  by  wishing  for  it.  When 

you've  a  family  of  six  to  cook  and 
clean  and  sew  for,  you  come  to  de- 

pend upon  your  own  ingenuity  and 

hard  work;  you  don't  expect  good 
fairies  to  appear  to  give  you  what 

you  want. 
But  this  summer  it  happened  to 

me.  I  made  a  wish,  and  I  sat  down 
and  wrote  a  letter,  thinking  at  the 

time  that  it  was  a  little  like  my  four- 

year-old  Robert's  writing  a  letter  to 
Santa  Claus — ^and  my  wish  came 
true! 

I'd  often  listened  to  the  Cinderella, 
Incorporated  program  and  imagined 

myself  one  of  the  four  lucky  house- 
wives who,  once  every  four  weeks, 

won  a  month's  stay  in  New  York.  I 
hstened  avidly  as  they  told  about 

their  experiences,  and  with  aU  the 

greater  interest  because  I  could  re- 



member  some  of  the  sights  they 

talked  about,  coulc^  picture  some  of 
the  streets. 

You  see,  Bud  and  I  were  married 

in  New  York,  nearly  thirteen  years 

ago.  It  was  an  unexpected  cere- 
mony, and  one  for  which  I  was 

completely  unprepared.  We  had 

driven  up  with  friends  for  the  week- 
end from  our  homes  in  Waterbury, 

Connecticut.  One  of  them  happened 
to   remark   that   the   Little   Church 

Around  the  Comer  was  in  New 

York — and  wasn't  that  where  so 

many  people  got  married? 

"Why  not  us?"  Bud  asked. 
"Oh,  no!"  I  protested,  thinking  of 

the  white  wedding  I'd  been  planning 

on,  thinking  of  the  lovely  veil  I'd 
already  bought. 

But  Bud  and  our  friends  over- 
ruled me.  That  very  day,  wearing 

an  old  green  dress  of  rabbit's  hair 
wool,  I  became  Mrs.  Edward  Kirk- 

man  Samson,  Jr. — ^no  veil,  no  fuss. 
Bud  still  teases  me  about  it  some- 

times. "Poor  Freda!"  he'll  say.  "Never 
got  a  chance  to  wear  her  wedding 

veil!" 

I  don't  feel  like  poor  Freda.  I'm 
rich  in  the  things  that  matter.  We 

have  two  daughters,  Marilyn,  who  is 

eleven-going-on-twelve,  and  Eliza- 
beth, ten,  and  two  sons,  Edward, 

seven,  and  Robert,  four.  I  think  the 
nicest  thing  about  our  family  is  our 

unity,,  and  the  enjoyment  we  get  out 
of  doing  things  together.  Last  fall 
when  we  redecorated  the  house.  Bud 

did  the  painting  and  made  cabinets 

and  put  up  shelves,  and  I  made  slip- 
covers and  drapes.  With  the  chil- 

dren, right  down  to  Robert,  helping, 

it  wasn't  work;  it  was  a  family  proj- 
ect. For  the  Bunker  HiU  parade  this 

FourtH  of  July,  Bud  rented  a  car 
that  was  new  in  1908.  I  dressed  the 

boys  in  sailor  suits  of  the  period, 

and  with  the  girls  and  me  in  linen 

dusters  and  the  big,  be-veiled  hats 

of  the  period,  and  with  Bud  masque- 
rading in  a  handlebar  moustache,  we 

roUed  gaily  and  victoriously  through 
the  streets  of  Waterbury  to  take  first 

prize  for  the  best  float  in  the  parade. 
But  even  with  the  good  times  and 

the  happiness  we  have  in  each  other, 

it  isn't  always  easy  to  keep  faith  in 
the  future.  The  last  few  years  have 

been  particularly  difficult  for  us. 

Bud  has  a  good  job— he's  manager 
of  a  men's  clothing  store  here  in 
Waterbury — but  with  the  war,  and 
the  cost  of  living  rising,  and  with 
the  children  growing  up,  needing 

more  new  things  every  day,  it  seems 

sometimes  just  about  all  Bud  and  I 
can  do  to  keep  even,  let  alone  to 

manage. the  extras  that  aren't  really 
extras  but   {Continued  on  page  100) 
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CBS's  Cinderella,  Inc.  makes 

a  wish  come  true  for  four  lucky 

letter-writers  every  month 

Especially  for  Radio  Mirror, 
a  recent  Cinderella  tells  some 
of  the  exciting  things  that 
happened  during  her  month  in   New 
York,  t/oth  on  and  off  the  CBS 
show   (weekdays  at  3:00  PM.  EST), 

Wonderful  momenl — Florence 
Reichman  puts  one  of 
her  famous  hats  on  Mrs.  Samson 
Cinderellas  Marjorie  Young, 
Jean  McFee  and  Folly 
Phillipa  wait  their  turn. 

IT'S  a  long  time  since  I've  believed that  you  can  get  what  you  want 
just  by  wishing  for  it.  When 

you've  a  family  of  six  to  cook  and 
clean  and  sew  for,  you  come  to  de- 

pend upon  your  own  ingenuity  and 

hard  work;  you  don't  expect  good 
fairies  to  appear  to  give  you  what 

you  want. 
But  this  summer  it  happened  to 

me.  I  made  a  wish,  and  I  sat  down 
and  wrote  a  letter,  thinking  at  the 

time  that  it  was  a  Uttle  like  mio^^ 

y«ar-oId  Robert's  writing  a  lette 

Santa    Claus-and    my    wish   
can. 

"true!  J     iig 

I'd  often  listened  to  the  C^*^^ 

Incorporated  program  and  ̂ ^^ 

myself  one  of  the  four  lucky  
i^o wives  who,  once  every  ̂ ^^  j^  I 

won  a  month's  stay  in  New  ̂ ^^ 
hstened  avidly  as  they  toW^^  ̂^ 

their  experiences,  and  with  ̂ _ 

greater  interest  because  I  
co 

jnember  some  of  the  sights  they talked  about,  coul^  picture  some  of 

*he  streets. 

.  You  see,  Bud  and  I  were  married 

^  New  York,  nearly  thirteen  years 

^°-    It   was    an    unexpected   cere- 
^  o^y,   and    one    for    which    I    was ^"ipletely  unprepared.    We  had 

end  Iv  "^  '^'^  friends  for  the  week- 

^  rrom  our  homes  in  Waterbury, °nnecticut.   One  of  them  happened 
'^eniark    that   the   LitUe   Church 

Around  the  Comer  was  in  New 

York — and  wasn't  that  where  so 

many  people  got  married? "Why  not  us?"  Bud  asked. 
"Oh,  no!"  I  protested,  thinking  of 

the  white  wedding  I'd  been  plamiing 

on,  thinking  of  the  lovely  veil  I'd already  bought. 

But  Bud  and  our  friends  over- 
ruled me.  That  very  day,  wearing 

an  old  green  dress  of  rabbit's  hair 
wool,  I  became  Mrs.  Edward  Kirk- 

man  Samson,  Jr. — no  veil,  no  fuss. 
Bud  still  teases  me  about  it  some- 

times. "Poor  Freda!"  he'll  say.  "Never 
got  a  chance  to  wear  her  weddmg 

veil!" 

I  don't  feel  like  poor  Freda.    I'm 
rich  in  the  things  that  matter.    We 
have  two  daughters,  Marilyn,  who  is 

eleven-going-on-twelve,  and  Eliza- 

beth,   ten,   and   two   sons,    Edward, 
seven,  and  Robert,  four.  I  think  the 
nicest  thing  about  our  family  is  our 

unity,,  and  the  enjoyment  we  get  out 

of  doing  things  together.    Last  fall 
when  we  redecorated  the  house.  Bud 

did  the  painting  and  made  cabinets 

and  put  up  shelves,  and  I  made  slip- 
covers and  drapes.    With  the  chil- 

dren, right  down  to  Robert,  helping, 

it  wasn't  work;  it  was  a  family  proj- 
ect. For  the  Bunker  Hill  parade  this 

FourtH  of  July,  Bud   rented  a  car 
that  was  new  in  1908.   I  dressed  the 

boys   in   sailor  suits   of   the   period, 
and  with  the  girls  and  me  in  linen 

dusters  and  the  big,  be-veiled  hats 
of  the  period,  and  with  Bud  masque- 

rading in  a  handlebar  moustache,  we 
rolled  gaily  and  victoriously  through 

the  streets  of  Waterbury  to  take  first 
prize  for  the  best  float  in  the  parade. 

But  even  with  the  good  times  and 

the  happiness  we  have  in  each  other, 
it  isn't  always  easy  to  keep  faith  in 
the  future.  The  last  few  years  have 

been    particularly    difficult    for    us. 

Bud  has  a  good  job — he's  manager 
of   a    men's   clothing   store   here    in 
Waterbury — but  with  the  war,  and 
the   cost  of   living   rising,   and   with 
the    children    growing    up,    needing 

more  new  things  every  day,  it  seems 

sometimes  just  about  all  Bud  and  I 

can  do  to  keep  even,  let  alone  to 

manage  the  extras  that  aren't  really extras  but  (Continued  on  page  100) 



To  GET  to  the  Ozzie  Nelsons'  you  turn  off
  Hollywood 

Boulevard  in  the  direction  of  the  hills.  Their  house 

of  white  clapboard  is  at  the  end  of  a  sloping  street 

which  comes  to  a  dead  end  where  the  hills  rise  dra- 

matically against  the  California  sky.  It's  a  charming 

street,  with  all  of  the  big  houses  set  far  back  behind 
smooth  lawns. 

You  know  the  Nelsons'  house  will  be  warni  and 

friendly,  even  as  you  walk  up  the  brick  path  that  leads 

to  the  center  Georgian  doorway.  There  are  gay  in- 

formal flowers  in  the  window  boxes.  Several  evening 

papers,  delivered  early,  lie  on  the  brick  steps.  There's 
the  soimd  of  boys  at  play.  And  tiie  door  partly  open 

offers  a  glimpse  of  the  hall  with  its  soft  blue  carpet 

and  Currier  and  Ives  prints  grouped  over  a  mahogany 
table. 

Harriet  Hilliard  Nelson,  dressed  with  effective  cas- 

ualness  in  a  gray  sweater  and  skirt  which  complement 

her  light  brown  hair,  is  likely  to  let  jrou  in.  And  her 

voice  in  greeting  will  sound  exactly  as  she  looks, 

gently  straightforward. 

The  living  room  on  the  right  of  the  hall  has  blue- 

green  walls  and  is  carpeted  in  blue  with  shaggy  white 

rugs  sitting  before  the  fireplace  and  in  the  doorways, 

wherever  family  traffic  is  greatest.  Two  easy  chairs 

witti  tables  beside  Ibem  flank  the  fireplace.  Against  the 

opposite  wall,  a  sofa  with  a  big  coffee  table  before  it 

faces  the  fireplace  group.  In  an  old  commode  which 

stands  beside  the  sofa,  ivy  grows  in  the  luxuriant  way 

it  will  for  those  with  green  fingers.  And  hanging  on 

the  wall  are  lithographs,  in  carefully  chosen  frames, 

by  Thomas  Benton  and  Grant  Wood. 

"I  love  them,"  Ozzie  says  intensely.  "They  make  me 

wish  I  had  stuck  to  my  first  ambition  to  be  an  artist." 
Reminded  that  his  current  success  makes  it  jwssible 

for  him  to  buy  such  beauty  for  his  veiy  own,  he  aiorts, 

not  at  all  politely  but  somehow  endearingly,  then 

reports  ihat  he  is  grateful,  of  course,  for  the  income 

radio  gives  him.  Still  he  wishes  it  were  greater.  If  it 

were,  he  assures  you  veli«n«itly,  the  rich  vulgarian 

vrbo  now  owns  a  painting  he  e^)ecially  admires  never 

wotdd  have  gotten  his  greedy  hands  upon  it. 

"There  should  be  a  law,"  he  says,  "as  to  who  cotild 
own  what! 

Before  the  big  frcmt  window,  the  square  panes  of 
which  reach  almost  from  floor  to  ceiling,  stands  a 

spinet  piano.  Music  invarialbly  is  open  on  the  rack. 

And  always  there  are  flowers  from  the  garden  in  a 

pair  of  glazed  pottery  bowls. 

At  the  windows,  the  EngUsh  chintz  Harriet  selected 

so  carefully  hangs  in  softly-colored  folds.    Chintzes, 

I      /( 

— for  a  glimpse  of  affectionate  family 

life  based  soundly  on  a  four-way  partnership 
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How  to  be  friends  even  though  you're  a  family?  The  Nelsons  know  the  answer  to  that  one.  They  were 

partners,  back  in  the  days  when  Harriet  sang  with  Ozzie's  orchestra.  They  became  friends;  they  fell  in 
love;  and  so  they  were  married.  And,  because  partnership  and  friendship  are  stUl  such  active  factors  in 

their  relationship,  they've  made  partners  and  friends  of  their  children  too.  The  Nelson  home  is  run  for  com- 
fortable, casual,  happy  living,  with  place  and  time  for  everyone  in  it  to  do  the  things  he  likes  best  to  do. 

It's  a  gay  atmosphere,  and  Ae  Adventures  of  Ozzie  and  Harriet  (Sundays  at  6  PJM.  EST,  on  CBS)  reflect  it. 

23 



Come  and  Visit  OZZIE  and  HARRIET 

lovely  pieces  of  furniture,  prints,  wallpapers 

that  make  a  room  sing— these  are  Harriet's 
loves.  And  combining  all  of  these  she  has 

made  the  Nelson  house  Everything  a  house 

can  be:  at  once  beautiful,  comfortable. 

In  every  room  there's  a  radio.  "A  re- 
search interviewer  would  have  a  horrible 

time  trying  to  make  a  survey  in  this  house," 

Harriet  says.  "David  (nine)  loves  Mr.  Dis- 
trict Attorney!  At  table  we  have  to  be 

quiet  so  he  does  not  miss  one  •  wonderful 
word.  Rickey  (six)  favors  Whoa  BiU,  who 

asks  children  if  they've  been  as  good  as 
they  should  all  day,  sings  songs,  announces 

birthdays  smd  gives  hints  as  to  where  co- 

operative parents  have  hidden  presents." 
Rickey  also  loves  The  Music  Station 

which  plays  symphonies.  He  comes  in  from 

play  in  time  to  hear  it.  "It's  so  peaceful," 

he  says.  "Very  odd  of  him,  I  think,"  Harriet 
adds. 

Behind  the  living  room  is  the  library 

with  every  kind  of  book,  except  those  which 

come  in  impressive  leather  sets.  Squashy 

chairs  face  a  corner  fireplace.  There's  a  big 
bowl  of  fruit  on  a  table.  And  at  one  end  of 

the  room  is  a  writing  table  at  which  Harriet 

wrestles  with  her  house'hold  accounts. 

"We  suspected  we'd  live  in  here,"  both 
Ozzie  and  Harriet  admit,  showing  the  U- 

brary.  "It  was  finished  first.  But  when 
the  living  room  was  ready  we  moved  in 

there  too."  They  would,  naturally.  For  the 
living  room  is  comfortable  and  charming. 

Six-year-old  Rickey  is  a  man  of  the  world.    David,  nine,  a 
trader  at  heart,  wrapped  up  in  his  button-swapping  deals. 

Easy  enough  to  tell  the  room  in  any  house 
that  isn't  all  it  should  be  by  the  way  the 

family  avoids  it. 

In  the  front  of  the  hotise  on  the  other 

side  of  the  hall  is  the  dining  room.  A  quaint 

mural  of  Old  New  York  papers  the  walls. 

The  furniture  is  eighteenth-century  ma- 

hogany. There's  gleaming  silver  and  bright 

simple  china.  And  the  floor  is  covered  with 

inlaid  lineoleum  as  practical  as  it  is  chic 

these  days,  blue  flecked  with  white  and 
waxed  to  a  soft  lustre. 

In  the  rear  of  the  hall  a  door  opens  into 

the  bar  done  in  knotty  pine  and  gingham, 

and  stocked  with  the  glasses  and  ingredients 

for  every  manner  of  toddy,  cocktail  or  high- 

ball. AH  of  which  attests  to  the  Nelson's 
ready  hospitality,  for  Ozzie  and  Harriet,  not 

from  scruples  but  taste,  drink  only  coke 

and  ginger  ale. 
Their  most  intimate  friends  are  Ginger 

Rogers  and  Jack  Briggs  and  Claire  Trevor 

and  her  husband.  Si  Dunsmoor.  And  their 

basis  of  friendship  is  strong,  for  they  all  love 
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i^^l Harriet  figured  this   one  out  to  make  rail- 
road games  less  work,  more  fun  for  the  boys. 

#^ 

r 

ifs  on  at  mealtime,  David's  portable  comes  to  table. 

to  talk  and  to  listen.  Time  after  time  they 

decide  it  wotdd  be  fun  to  play  some  game, 

like  "Who  Am  I?"  or  "Twenty  Questions." 
But  they  start  talking,  about  show  business 
likely  as  not,  and  the  next  thing  they  know 

the  night  is  turning  into  morning.  , 
Harriet  met  Ginger  three  days  after  her 

marriage  to  Ozzie,  when  she  reported  at 

the  RKO  studios  to  play  with  Ginger  and 

Fred  Astaire  in  "Follow  the  Fleet."  Ginger 
had  dated  Ozzie  before  Harriet  had  come 

upon  the  ̂ ene.  So  the  stage  was  set  for  a 
grand  enmity  or  friendship.  The  girls  made 
it  a  friendship. 

"You're  going  to  be  a  succiess  in  pictures," 
Ginger  announced-  one  day  as  she  and 
-Harriet  lunched  in  her  dressing-room. 

"I  am  not,"  Harriet  protested,  "I'm  going 
home  to  Ozzie!" 

She  had  met  Ozzie  in  1932  when,  seeing 
her  in  a  Paramount  short  opposite  Rudy 

Vallee,  Ozzie  knew  she  was  the  girl  for 

the  girl-and-boy  bandstand  duet  he  long 
had  wanted  to    (Continued  on  page    64) 

If  Harriet  wants  the  boys  down,  they'll  be  down. 
"They  respond  to  reason,"  she  says,  and  proves  it. 
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Oome  anil   Vial!  OZZIE  and   HARIHET 

lovely  pieces  of  furniture,  prints,  wallpapers 

that  make  a  room  sing — these  are  Harriet's 
loves.  And  combining  all  of  these  she  has 
made  the  Nelson  house  everything  a  house 
can  be:  at  once  beautiful,  comfortable. 

In  every  room  there's  a  radio.  "A  re- 
search interviewer  would  have  a  horrible 

time  trying  to  make  a  survey  in  this  house," 
Harriet  says.  "David  (nine)  loves  Mr.  Dis- 

trict Attorney!  At  table  we  have  to  be 
quiet  so  he  does  not  miss  one  wonderful 
word.  Rickey  (six)  favors  Whoa  Bill,  who 

asks  childTen  if  they've  been  as  good  as 
they  should  all  day,  sings  songs,  announces 

birthdays  and  gives  hints  as  to  where  co- 

operative parents  have  hidden  presents." 
Rickey  also  loves  The  Music  Station 

which  plays  symphonies.  He  comes  in  from 

play  in  time  to  hear  it  "It's  so  peaceful," 
he  says.  "Very  odd  of  him,  I  think,"  Harriet 
adds. 
Behind  the  living  room  is  the  library 

with  evei-y  kind  of  book,  except  those  which 
come  in  impressive  leather  sets.  Squashy 

chairs  face  a  corner  fireplace.  There's  a  big 
bowl  of  fruit  on  a  table.  And  at  one  end  of 
the  room  is  a  writing  table  at  which  Harriet 
wrestles  with  her  household  accounts. 

"We  suspected  we'd  live  in  here,"  both 
Ozzie  and  Harriet  admit,  showing  the  li- 

brary. "It  was  finished  first.  But  when 
the  living  room  was  ready  we  moved  in 

there  too."  They  would,  naturally.  For  the 
living  room  is  comfortable  and  charming. 

ll«rri,.i    figurcl  ihi,  „„o  on  |„  „,A..  roil- road  tamu  losa  work,  more  fun  (or  Iho  boy.. 

Sixyrnr-olil   Kiikiy   i>  "  "'«n  of  llie  worlj.    David,  nine,  ., 
ImtliT  al   licarl,  wrappeil  up   in   his   button-swapping   dcal.^. 

Easy  enough  to  tell  the  room  in  any  house 
that  isn't  all  it  should  be  by  the  way  the family  avoids  it. 

In  the  front  of  the  house  on  the  olbe' 

side  of  the  hall  is  the  dining  room.  A  quaint 

mural  of  Old  New  York  papers  the  walls. 

The  furniture  is  eighteenth-century  ma- 
hogany. There's  gleaming  silver  and  brigb 

simple  china.  And  the  floor  is  covered  w* 

inlaid  lineoleum  as  practical  as  it  is  <= 

these  days,  blue  flecked  with  white  an 
waxed  to  a  soft  lustre.  . 

In  the  rear  of  the  hall  a  door  opens  " 

the  bar  done  in  knotty  pine  and  gingbai
a 

and  stocked  with  the  glasses  and  i"Sredi"J^_ 

for  every  manner  of  toddy,  cocktaU  or  hig
  ' 

baU.  AU  of  which  attests  to  the  ̂ '''f^^^ 

ready  hospitality,  for  Ozzie  and  Harriet,  ̂ ^^ 

from  scruples  but  taste,  dxink  only  <= 
and  ginger  ale.  f 

Their  most  intimate  friends  aie  "  ̂ ^ 
Rogers  and  Jack  Briggs  and  Claire  ̂ ^ 
and  her  husband.  Si  Dunsmoor.  And  ̂ ^^^ 

basis  of  friendship  is  strong,  for  they I 

to  talk  and  to  listen.  Time  after  time  they 
decide  it  would  be  fun  to  play  some  game, 

like  "Who  Am  I?"  or  "Twenty  Questions." 
But  they  start  talking,  about  show  business 
likely  as  not,  and  the  next  thing  they  know 
the  night  is  turning  into  morning.  , 

Harriet  met  Ginger  three  days  after  her 
niarriage  to  Ozzie,  when  she  reported  at 

the  RKO  studios  to  play  with  Ginger  and 
Fred  Astaire  in  "Follow  the  Fleet"  Ginger 
had  dated  Ozzie  before  Hairiet  had  come 

i^pon  the  scene.  So  the  stage  was  set  for  a 
grand  enmity  or  friendship.  The  girls  made 

it  a  friendship. 

You're  going  to  be  a  success  in  pictures," 
^"iger  cumoimced-  one  day  as  she  and 
Harriet  lunched  in  her  dressing-room. 

"I  am  not,"  Harriet  protested,  'Tm  going 
home  to  Ozzie!" 

She  had  met  Ozzie  in  1932  when,  seeing 
"er  in  a  Paramoimt  short  opposite  Rudy 

"allee,  Ozzie  knew  she  was  the  girl  for 
^e  girl-and-boy  bandstand  duet  he  long 

had  wanted  to    (Continued   on   pogc    64) 

If  Harriet  wnnis  the  Imyn  down,  ihoy'll  bo  Jown. 
They  ro8pon<I  to  rcunoii."  mIic  ooyii,  mid  provcH  il. 



*  Fred  Waring  comes  to 
the  microphone  in  A  Song 
to  Sing,  written  especially 
for  Radio  Mirror  Magazine. 

SHE  sat  next  to  me  at  the  broadcast  of  Fred  Waring's morning  program.  I  noticed  her  first  becatise  she  was 

pretty — beautiftil,  with  her  pale,  dfelicate  face  and  her 
wide,  dark  eyes — and  then  because  of  the  tense,  almost 
breathless  attention  she  was  giving  to  the  performance. 

There's  a  lot  to  see,  and  more  to  hear,  on  that  program. 

In  one  tightly-packed  half  hour  you're  likely  to  have  a 
couple  of  numbers  by  the  band,  cri^,  bouncy  rhythm 

numbers,  usually;  and  a  novelty  by  a  male  trio;  another 
novelty  and  a  romantic  song  by  a  mixed  quartet;  and 

then  the  individual  stars — Joan  Wheatley  singing  some- 

thing hke  "Who  Cares?"  and  Jimmy  Atkins  doing  a 

baUad,  and  Jane  Wilson's  fine  lyric  soprano.  And  all  of 
this  set  against  the  background  of  glee  club  and  band, 
and  spiced  with  a  running  commentary  played  back  and 
forth  between  Mr.  Waring  and  the  annovmcer.  Bill  Bivens. 

I  thought  at  first  that  it  was  the  music  that  held  the 

girl  beside  me.  I  liked  the  way  she  listened — ^not  just 
sitting  there  soaking  it  up,  but  as  if  the  rhythm  and  the 
melody  were  a  part  of  her,  as  if  she  shared  the  thrill  of 
making  it  with  Ihose  who  played  and  sang.  Then  it 
dawned  upon  me  that  she  was  listening  with  only  a  part 

of  her;    that   response   was   instinctive.    The   real   focal 
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I   0    Ellen  wanted  Fred  Waring  to  broadcast  her 

song  to  the  world.    But  there  are  some  love  songs 

that  should  be  sung  quietly,  by  two  people,  for  each  other 

^  I  thought  at  first  it  nvas 
the  nnisic  that  held  the  girl  be- 

side me.  She  li.^tened  as  if  the 
beat  and  melody  were  part  of  her. 

.-*  »#C' i^^   \ 
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^    >    Ellen  wanted  Fred  Waring  to  broadcast  her 

song  to  the  world.    6ut  there  are  some  love  songs 

that  should  be  snng  qnietly,  by  two  people,  for  each  other 

'  Fred  Waring  comes  lo 
the  micropbone  in  A  Song 
to  Sing,  written  especially 
for   Radio   Mirror  Magazine. 

SHE  sat  next  to  me  at  the  broadcast  of  Fred  Waring's 
mommg  program.  I  noticed  her  first  because  she  was 
pretty— beautiful,  with  her  pale,  delicate  face  and  her 

wide,  dark  eyes-and  then  because  of  the  tense,  almost 
breathless  attenUon  she  was  giving  to  the  performance. 
There's  a  lot  to  see,  and  more  to  hear,  on  that  program, in  one  tightly-packed  half  hour  you're  likely  to  have  a couple  of  numbers  by  the  band,  crisp,  bouncy  rhythm 

numbers,  usuaUy;  and  a  novelty  by  a  male  trio;  another 
novelty  and  a  romantic  song  by  a  mixed  quartet;  and 
then  ihe  mdividual  star^-Joan  Wheatley  singing  some- 
Uung  hke  "Who  Cares?"  and  Jimmy  Atkins  doing  a baUad,  and  Jane  Wilson's  line  lyric  soprano.  And  all  of 
this  set  agamst  the  background  of  glee  club  and  band, 
and  spiced  with  a  running  commentary  played  back  and 
forth  between  Mr.  Waring  and  the  announcer.  Bill  Bivens. 

i  thought  at  first  that  it  was  the  music  that  held  the 
gu-l  bes.de  me.  I  liked  the  way  she  Ustened-not  just sitting  there  soaking  it  up,  but  as  if  the  rhythm  and  the 
melody  were  a  part,  of  her,  a^  if  she  shared  the  thrill  of 
makmg  it  with  those  who  played  and  sang.  Then  it 
dawned  upon  me  that  she  was  listening  with  only  a  part 
of  her;    that  response  was  instincUve.    The  real  focal 



point  of  her  attention  was  Fred  War- 
ing himself.  Her  eyes  never  left  him 

for  a  minute;  they  seemed  to  be 

studying  him  with  a  curious  mixture 

of  awe  and  daring.  Her  hands — ibeau- 
tiful  hands,  sHm  and  white  and  finely 

shaped — ^would  tighten  on  the  port- 
folio in  her  lap  whenever  he  faced  the 

audience,  would  finger  it  nervously 
when  he  turned  back  to  the  band. 

T  SPENT  most  of  the  half  hour  try- 
ing to  figure  out  how  to  start  a 

conversation  with  her,  looking  for- 
\Vard  to  the  moment  when  we  were 

off  the  air  and  I'd  be  free  to  talk. 
And  then  when  the  moment  came, 

I  didn't  have  a  chance.  She  was  on 
her  feet  and  had  vanished  into  the 

crowd  .  the  minute  the'  theme  song 
had  ended.  And  I  was  sick  with  dis- 

appointment. It  just  goes  to  show 

how  she  hit  me — a  girl  I'd  never 
seen  before  in  all  my  life,  who  didn't 
even  know  I  existed. 

I  drifted  out  behind  the  crowd, 
looking  for  her,  and  I  lingered  at 
the  doors.  Then,  when  the  room  had 
cleared,  I  saw  her  down  front  by 

the  stage,  talking  to — arguing  with, 
it  seemed — ^Miss  Johnson.  I  told  my- 

self that  I  should  have  known,  from 
the  portfolio  she  carried.  Sydney 

Johnson's  job  is  to  keep  the  public 
from  cornering  Mr.  Waring.  I  went 

out  to  theldbby,  feeling  much  better, 
pretty  sure  that  the  girl  would  be 
out  in  a  minute  or  two.  And  I  wras 

right.  In  a  moment  she  came  through 
the  double  doors  with  the  stiff, 
somewhat  self-conscious  look  of  one 
who  has  just  been  refused. 

I  tried  to  make  my  approach  cas- 

ual. I'd  never  been  much  at  picking 
up  girls,  even  when  I  was  in  the 
Army  and  girls  sometimes  seemed 

to   expect  it.    "Did   you   enjoy   tiie 

Fred  Waring  was  silent  for  a  moment^  consideril 

Fred  Waring  and  his  Penn- 
sylvanians  broadcast  their 
musical  half  hour  each  week'- 
day  morning,  Monday  through 
Friday,  at   11    EST,   on   NBC. 

program?"     I     asked,     tentatively. 
She  glanced  at  me,  seemed  about 

to  hurry  on,  and  stopped.  I  had, 
a  feeling  that  perhaps  she  thought 

I  was  one  of  the  Waring  staff — 
standing  there  hatless,  and  very 
much  at  home.  And  in  a  way  I  was. 

In  a  couple  of  weeks  Mr.  Waring 
would  be  working  my  head  off,  but 

in  the  meantime  I  was  treating  my- 
self to  a  vacation  in  New  York,  and 

I'd  gone  to  the  broadcast  purely  for 
my  own  pleasure. 

"Very  much,"  she  said.  "Of  course, 
I've  heard  it  lots  of  times  on  the 

air,  but  it's  exciting  to  be  right  here 

and  see  it,  isn't  it?" 
I  couldn't  help  grinning  down  at 

her.  She  was  so  pretty  and  tiny, 
and- she  had  a  kind  of  breathless 

way  of  talking.  "You  looked  ex- 
cited," I  said.  "I  wanted  to  talk  to  you 

during  the  broadcast,  but  of  course  I 

couldn't.   Then. I  saw  you  talking  to 

Miss  Johnson,  and  I  waited — " 
She  shifted  the  portfolio.  "I 

wanted  to  see  Mr.  Waring.  I  have 

something  to  show  him." "A  song?"  I  asked.  "You  write 

songs?" 

She  nodded,  her  eyes  shinjng. 

"Yes.   How  did  you  guess?" 

How  did  I  guess!  I'd  been  in  New 
York  and  had  been  going  up  to  the 

Waring  office  and  the  broadcasts  for 

just  one  w^eek,  but  I  had  seen  sev- 
eral like  her,  each  with  the  portfolio 

or  the  manila  envelope  under  his 

arm,  the  hopeful,  determined  look 
in  his  eyes,  all  trying  to  see  Mr. 
Waring  and  all  being  turned  away 

politely.  The  Waring  office  doesn't 
inyite  unpublished  songs.  No  band- 

leader dares  to;  he'd  be  swamped 
with  aU  kinds   of  manuscripts. 

"Intuition,"  I  said.    "What  sort  of 
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the  song  and  Ellen.   Then  he  asked,  "Why  did  you  want  me  to  see  this?" 

songs    have    you    been    writing?" 
"Oh,  I've  just  one,  so  far.   A  love 

song." 
She  didn't  offer  to  show  it  to  me, 

but  she  was  obviously  waiting  to  be 

asked,  so  I  said  that  I'd  be  interested 
in  seeing  it. 

"W/'E  took  the  elevator  downstairs, 
and  over  a  coke  in  a  drugstore  I 

told  her  that  my  name  was  Mac  Ma- 

son, and  that  I  was  a  singer,  just  ar- 
rived in  New  York  to  study  for  a  few 

weeks.  All  of  that  was  true,  but  it 

wasn't  the  whole  truth.  The  fact 
was  that  I  was  one  of  thirty -odd 

college  students  who'd  been  picked 
for  training  by  the  Waring  organi- 

zation for  the  Theater  Wing  Pro- 

gram of  the  Veterans'  Administra- 

tion. I  didn't  tell  her,  either,  that 
I'd  known  Mr.  Waring  for  a  long 
time,  in  a  rather  distant  but  friendly 

w^ay.  Our  acquaintanceship  had 

begun  years  ago,  when  he'd  spoken 
to  the  scout  troop  of  which  I  was 

a  member  in  my  home  town  of 

Caldwell,  and  had  continued  when 
I  was  stationed  at  an  Army  post 

near  New  York,  and  used  to  attend 

the  weekly  parties  he  gave  for  ser- 

vicemen. I  couldn't  do  anything 
about  her  song,  and  I  was  afraid 
that  she  would  think  that  I  could  if 

she  knew  that  I  had  any  connection 
at  all  with  Mr.  Waring. 
Her  name  was  Ellen  Lewis,  and 

she  came  from  Mayville,  a  little 

town  near  Chicago.  She'd  written 
the  song  for  the  senior  operetta  at 
her  high  school  the  preceding  spring, 
and  now  that  she  was  through  high 

school,  she  wanted  to  stay  in  New 
York  and  be  a  song  writer. 

She  spread  the  manuscript  out  for 
me  on  the  cool  marble  top  of  the 

soda  foimtain.  I  thought  that  it  had 

a  nice  title,  "First  Love,"  but  I 
couldn't  say  much  for  the  music  or 

the  lyrics.  She'd  used  all  the  old 
cliches,  rhymed  June  with  moon, 
and  the  music  was  even  triter.  I 

told  myself  that  maybe  it  would 
sound  better  than  it  looked,  and 

that  any  song  had  to  be  played  sev- 
eral times  before  you  began  to  hke 

it.  But  I  was  making  excuses  for 

her,  and  I  knew  it. 

Ellen's  wide  dark  eyes  were  upon 

me,  waiting  for  approval.  "Did  you 
write  both  words  and  music?"  I 

asked.    "That's  imusual." 
She  nodded,  her  face  hghting. 

"They  just  sort  of  came  to  me.  It 
was  the  hit  song  of  the  operetta. 

Everyone  raved  about  it.  I  know  it 
will  sell,  if  I  can  just  get  someone 

to  listen  to  it." 
"Have  you  tried  the  pubhshers?" 
She  shrugged.  "Oh,  yes,  but  you 

know  how  they  are.  You  can't  get 
past  their  receptionists,  or  if  you  do 

get  someone  to  hsten,  he's  busy 
talking  to  someone  else,  or  the  tele- 

phone keeps  interrupting.  You  don't 
get  anywhere  that  way.  The  best 
thing  is  to  get  some  big  bandleader 

to  sponsor  you  .  .  .  and  I  know  Mr. 

Waring  will  when  he  sees  the  song." 
I  didn't  say  anything  to  that.  In- 

stead, I  asked  if  she'd  go  out  with 
me  the  next  night.  She  said  that  she 

would,  and  she  gave  me  her  ad- 

dress— or,  rather,  her  aunt's  address. 
She  was  staying  with  her  aunt,  she 

explained,  until  she  found  a  job 

that  would  "support  her.  When  I 

looked  at  the  address,  a  good  hour's 
ride  out  on  Long  Island,  I  was  glad 

that  my  training  wouldn't  begin  for 
a  couple  of  weeks.  I  wanted  to  see 
as  much  of  Ellen  as  I  could,  and 

there  wouldn't  be  much  time  after 
I  got  down  to  serious  study: 
We  parted  outside  the  drugstore, 

EUen  going  west  toward  Broadway, 

with  its  gaudy  signs  and  its  little 
hole-in-the-wall  record  shops  that 
all  simimer  long  kept  songs  pouring 

out  of  the  loudspeakers  above  their 
doors.  I  went  uptown  to  the  hotel 

w^here  I  was  staying,  wishing  that 

I'd  asked  her  out  for  that  evening 
instead  of  the  next.  It  seemed  an 

awfully  long  time  to  wait  to  see  her 

again.  {Continued  on  page  80) 
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point  of  her  attention  was  Fred  War- 
ing himself.  Her  eyes  never  left  him 

for  a  minute;  they  seemed  to  be 
studying  him  with  a  curious  mixture 

of  awe  and  daring.  Her  hands — 'beau- 
tiful hands,  slim  and  white  and  finely 

shaped — ^would  tighten  on  the  port- 
folio in  her  lap  whenever  he  faced  the 

audience,  would  finger  it  nervously 
when  he  turned  back,  to  the  band. 

¥  SPENT  most  of  the  half  hour  try- 

ing to  figux'e  out  how  to  start  a 
conversation  with  her,  looking  for- 

ward to  the  moment  when  we  were 

off  the  air  and  I'd  be  free  to  talk. 
And  then  when  the  moment  came, 

I  didn't  have  a  chance.  She  was  on 
her  feet  and  had  vanished  into  the 

crowd  the  minute  the"  theme  song 
had  ended.  And  I  was  sick  with  dis- 

appointment. It  just  goes  to  show 

how  she  hit  me — a  girl  I'd  never 
seen  before  in  all  my  life,  who  didn't 
even  know  I  existed. 

I  drifted  out  behind  the  crowd, 
looking  for  her,  and  I  lingered  at 
the  doors.  Then,  when  the  room  had 
cleared,  I  saw  her  down  front  by 

the  stage,  talking  to — arguing  with, 
it  seemed — Miss  Johnson.  I  told  my- 

self that  I  should  have  known,  from 
the  portfolio  she  caiTied.  Sydney 

Johnson's  job  is  to  keep  the  public 
from  cornering  Mr.  Waring.  I  went 
out  to  the  lofbby,  feeling  much  better, 
pretty  sure  that  the  girl  would  be 
out  in  a  minute  or  two.  And  I  was 
right.  In  a  moment  she  came  through 
the  double  doors  with  the  stiff, 
somewhat  self-conscious  look  of  one 
who  has  just  been  refused. 

I  tried  to  make  my  approach  cas- 

ual. I'd  never  been  much  at  picking 
up  girls,  even  when  I  was  in  the 
Army  and  girls  sometimes  seemed 

to   expect   it.    "Did   you   enjoy   the 

Fred  Waring  was  silenl  for  a  momenV  considenng 

Fred  ffaring  and  his  Penn- 
sylvtmians  broadcast  their 
musical  half  hour  each  iveefc- . 
day  morning,  Monday  lluough 
Friday,  at    11    EST,   on   NBC. 

program?"     I     asked,      tentatively. 
She  glanced  at  me,  seemed  about 

to  hurry  on,  and  stopped.  I  had 
a  feeling  that  perhaps  she  thought 

I  was  one  of  the  Waring  staff — 
standing  there  hatless,  and  very 
much  at  home.  And  in  a  way  I  was. 
In  a  couple  of  weeks  Mr,  Waring 
would  be  working  my  head  off,  but 
in  the  meantime  I  was  treating  my- 

self to  a  vacation  in  New  York,  and 

I'd  gone  to  the  broadcast  purely  for 
my  own  pleasure. 

"Very  much,"  she  said.  "Of  course, 
I've  heard  it  lots  of  times  on  th£_ 
air,  but  it's  exciting  to  be  right  here 

and  see  it,  isn't  it?" 
I  couldn't  help  grinning  down  at 

her.  She  was  so  pretty  and  tiny, 
and  ■  she  had  a  kind  of  breathless 

way  of  talking.  "You  looked  ex- 
cited," I  said.  "I  wanted  to  talk  to  you 

during  the  broadcast,  but  of  course  I 

couldn't.   Then. I  saw  you  talking  to 

Miss  Johnson,  and  I  waited— 

She  shifted  the  portfolio.  I 

wanted  to  see  Mr.  Waring.  I  ha^^ 

something  to  show  him." 

"A  song?"  I  asked.  "You  write 

songs?" 
She  nodded,  her  eyes  shinin

g- 
"Yes.   How  did  you  guess?" 

How  did  I  guess!  I'd  been  in  Ne
w 

York  and  had  been  going  up  to  *« 

Waring  office  and  the  broadcas
ts  to 

just  one  week,  but  I  had  s
een  sev- 

eral like  her,  each  with  the  P°™°" 

or  the  manila  envelope  under 

arm,  the  hopeful,  detei-mi
ned  ioo 

in  his  eyes,  all  trying  to  see  m^ 

Waring  and  all  being  turned  
a*  J 

politely.  The  Waring  office  do
esn^ 

invite  unpublished  songs.  No  b
an 

leader  dares  to;  he'd  b
e  swampe- 

with  all  kinds  of  manuscrip
ts. 

"Intuition,"  I  said.    "What  
sort 

ihe  song  and  Ellen.   Then  he  asked,  "Why  did  you  want  me  lo  see  this? 

songs    have    you    been     writing?" 
"Oh,  I've  just  one,  so  far.  A  love 

song." 

She  didn't  offer  to  show  it  to  me, 
but  she  was  obviously  waiting  to  be 

asked,  so  I  said  that  I'd  be  mterested 

in  seeing  it. 

Yy  E  took  the  elevator  downstairs, and  over  a  coke  in  a  drugstore  I 
told  her  that  my  name  was  Mac  Ma- 

son, and  that  I  was  a  singer,  just  ar- 
rived in  New  York  to  study  for  a  few 

Weeks.  All  of  that  was  true,  but  it 
Wasn't  the  whole  ti-uth.  The  fact 
Was  that  I  was  one  of  thirty-odd 
college  students  who'd  been  picked 
for  training  by  the  Waring  organi- 

zation for  the  Theater  Wing  Pro- 

gram of  the  Veterans'  Administra- 
tion. I  didn't  tell  her,  either,  that 

Id  known  Mr.  Waring  for  a  long 
time,  in  a  rather  distant  but  friendly 

way.  Our  acquaintanceship  had 

begun  years  ago,  when  he'd  spoken 
to  the  scout  troop  of  whic'h  I  was 
a  member  in  my  home  town  of 
Caldwell,  and  had  continued  when 
I  was  stationed  at  an  Army  post 

near  New  York,  and  used  to  attend 

the  weekly  parties  he  gave  for  ser- 
vicemen. I  couldn't  do  anything 

about  her  song,  and  I  was  afraid 
that  she  would  think  that  I  could  if 

she  knew  that  I  had  any  connection 
at  all  with  Mr.  Waring. 
Her  name  was  Ellen  Lewis,  and 

she  came  from  Mayville,  a  little 

town  near  Chicago.  She'd  written 
the  song  for  the  senior  operetta  at 
her  high  school  the  preceding  spring, 

and  now  that  she  was  through  high 

school,  she  wanted  to  stay  in  New 

York  and  be  a  song  writer. 

She  spread  the  manuscript  out  for 

me  on  the  cool  marble  top  of  the 

soda  fountain.  I  thought  that  it  had 

a  nice  title,  "First  Love,"  but  I couldn't  say  much  for  the  music  or 

the  lyrics.  She'd  used  all  the  old 
cUches,  rhymed  June  with  moon, 
and  the  music  was  even  triter.  I 

told  myself  that  maybe  it  would 
sound  better  than  it  looked,  and 

that  any  song  had  to  be  played  sev- 
eral times  before  you  began  to  like 

it.  But  I  was  making  excuses  for 
her,  and  I  knew  it. 

Ellen's  wide  dark  eyes  were  upon 

me,  waiting  for  approval.  "Did  you 
write  both  words  and  music?"  I 

asked.    "That's  unusual." She  nodded,  her  face  lighting, 

"They  just  sort  of  came  to  me.  It 
was  the  hit  song  of  the  operetta. 

Everyone  raved  about  it.  I  know  it 
will  sell,  if  I  can  just  get  someone 

to  listen  to  it." 
"Have  you  tried  the  publishers?" 
She  shrugged.  "Oh,  yes,  but  you 

know  how  they  are.  You  can't  get 
past  their  receptionists,  or  if  you  do 

get  someone  to  listen,  he's  busy 
talking  to  someone  else,  or  the  tele- 

phone keeps  interrupting.  You  don't get  anywhere  that  way.  The  best 
thing  is  to  get  some  big  bandleader 
to  sponsor  you  .  .  .  and  I  know  Mr. 

Waring  will  when  he  sees  the  song." 
I  didn't  say  anything  to  that.  In- 

stead, I  asked  if  she'd  go  out  with 
me  the  next  night.  She  said  that  she 

would,  and  she  gave  me  her  ad- 
dress— or,  rather,  her  aunt's  address. 

She  was  staying  with  her  aunt,  she 
explained,  until  she  found  a  job 
that  would  support  her.  When  I 

looked  at  the  address,  a  good  hour's ride  out  on  Long  Island,  I  was  glad 

that  my  training  wouldn't  begin  for 
a  couple  of  weeks.  I  wanted  to  see 
as  much  of  Ellen  as  I  could,  and 

there  wouldn't  be  much  time  after 

I  got  down  to  serious  study. 
We  parted  outside  the  drugstore, 

Ellen  going  west  toward  Broadway, 

with  its  gaudy  signs  and  its  little 
hole-in-the-wall  record  shops  that 

all  summer  long  kept  songs  pouring 

out  of  the  loudspeakers  above  their 
doors.  I  went  uptown  to  the  hotel 
where  I  was  staying,  wishing  that 
I'd  asked  her  out  for  that  evening 

instead  of  the  next.  It  seemed  an 

awfully  long  time  to  wait  to  see  her 
again.  (Continued  on  page  80) 
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DWIGHT  KRAMER,  divorced  some  time  ago 

iy  Carolyn,  has  resigned  himself  since  Carolyn's 
trial  to  the  fact  that  she  is  completely  lost  to 
him.  He  spends  most  of  his  time  with  Susan 

Watefield,  avhose  love  Jor  'him  precipitated  tihe 

grim  events  that  led  to  Carolyn's  trial 
for  the  murder  of  Dr.  CampibeU's  wife  Ginny. 

(played    by    David    Gothard) 

MILES  NELSON,  prosecuting  District  At- 
torney in  the  case  of  the  State  against  Car- 

olyn Kramer,  is  a  man  strangely  tricked 
by  fate.  He  has  unwillingly  fallen  in  love 
with  the  woman  against  whom  all  his  skill 
and  experience  were  so  recently  employed 
in  an  eflFort  to  have  her  convicted  of  murder, 

(played  by  Gary  Merrill) 
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CAROLYN  KRAMER  retreated  to  a  small  seaside  town  with  her  son  and  her  mother  in  an  effort  to  avert  the 

nervous  breakdown  which  threatened  her  after  her  involvement  in  the  death  of  Ginny  Campbell.  Her  only  desire 

is  for  forgetfulness  of  the  tragit;  past  which  centered  around  her  former  husband  'Dwight  Kramer  and  her 
ex-fiance.    Dr.    Camplbell.     For    Miles    Nelson,    who    is    in    love    with   her,   she   feels   only   resentment    and   hatred. 

(played  by  Claudia  Morgan) 
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CONSTANCE  WAKEFIELD  suf- 
fered a  severe  shock  during 

Carolyn's  -trial  When  she  was  made 
aware  to  what  extent  her  daughter 
Susan  was  involved  in  the  tragedy. 

Though  a  successful  actress,  Con- 
stance feels  that  she  has  been 

unsuccessful  as  a  mother,  and  has 
determined  to  learn  to  guide  Susan 
with  more  understanding  toward 
a  better  chance  at  happiness. 

(  played  by  Louise  Barclay ) 

Dr.  RICHARD  CAMPBELL,  exon- 
erated with  Carolyn  from  the 

charge  of  complicity  in  the  death 
of  his  wife  Ginny,  had  trouble 

regaining  his  medical  status.  Now 
on  the  way  to  reestablishing  his 
reputation,  he  is  never  free  of  a 
feeling  of  guilt  in  having  failed 

'"finny;  he  knows  that  it  was  be- 
cause she  suspected  he  still  loved 

'Carolyn  that  she  took  her  own  life, 

'played  by  Les  Damon) 

DORIS  MINTERN,  author 

mother  of  Carolyn,  was  in- 
strumental in  proving  her 

daughter's  innocence.  She  is 
anxiously  watching  tbe  des- 

pondency and  lethargy  which 
have  overcome  Carolyn,  a  re- 

action against  her  suffering. 

(pl'ayed  by  Irene  Hubbard) 
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SKIPPY,  young  son  of  Carolyn 
and  Dwi^t,  is  the  one  positive 
factor  that  seems  to  offer  hap- 

piness for  Carolyn.  Devoted  to 
his  mother,  he  senses  her  apath\. 
and  tries  in  every  way  he  can 
to  make  her  share  his  joy  at  then 
being    reunited,    a    family    again 

SUSAN  WAKEFIELD,  wiser  and 

more  mature  since  the  agoniz- 

ing days  of  Carolyn's  trial,  has 
learned  that  no  person  can  self- 

ishly pursue  his  own  desires 

without  knowing  personal  suf- 
fering. Trying  to  ma:ke  up  for 

the  pain  she  caused  so  many 
others,  Susan  has  thrown  herself 
into  training  as  a  student  nurse, 

(played   by   Qiarita    Bauer) 

Right    to    Happiness    is    heard 

weekdays  at  3:45  PM.  on  NBC 



MTOW  that  Thanksgiving  is  here  again,  I've  been  thinking  about  what 
1  it  means  to  us.  Oh,  of  course,  usually  it  means  turkey  and  cranberry 

sauce,  pumpikin  pie  and  hot  coffee,  heavily  laden  tables  with  families 
gathered  aroxind  them.  Or  we  think  fleetingly  of  the  Pilgrim  Fathers, 

going  to  church  with  rifles  slung  over  their  shoulders,  thanking  a  stem 
God  for  the  blessings  of  a  bovmteous  harvest  and  the  freedom  of  a  new 

land.  Mostly,  though,  it's  a  time  for  family  reunions — a  time  when  grown 
children  come  back  with  their  own  families  to  celebrate  a  hoUday  with 

the  old  folks— the  one  other  national  anniversary  besides  Christmas  that 
is  associated'  with  home  and  loved  ones. 

Too  often  we're  apt  to  forget  that  other  aspect  of  Thanksgiving — ^the 
feeling  that  gave  it  its  name:  thankfulness  for  the  good  things  that  have 

come  to  us  and  for  the  bad  things  that  have  been  averted.    We  can't 

By   RUTH   WAYNE-cbss  big  sister 



In  this  original  Radio  Mirror  story,  CBS's 
Big  Sister,  Ruth  Wayne  (played  by  Mercedes  Mc' 

Cambridge,  below)   and  Mary  Tyler  (^Anne 
Shepherd)  prepare  for  a  wonderful  Thanksgiving. 

Big  Sister  is  heard  every  Monday  through 
Friday  at  1:00  P.M.  EST,  over  the  CBS  network. 





yOW  UiHl  TlumksKiving  is  here  ngait\,  I've  been  thinking  about  what it  nieiins  to  us.  Oh,  of  coui-se,  usually  it  means  turkey  imd  cranberry 
.-e,  pumpkin  pic  and  hot  coffee,  heavily  laden  tables  with  famihes 

gathered  around  them.  Or  we  think  flcetingly  of  the  Pilgrim  Fathers 
going  to  chuivh  with  rifles  shmg  over  their  shoulders,  thanking  a  stem 
God  for  the  bleitsings  of  a  boimtcous  hai-vest  and  the  freedom  of  a  new 
land.  Mostl}',  tlunigh,  it's  a  time  for  family  reunions— a  Ume  when  grown ehildn-n  come  back  with  their  own  famihes  to  celebrate  a  holiday  with the  old  folks— the  one  oUicr  national  anniversary  besides  Christmas  that is  associated  with  home  and  loved  ones. 

Too  often  we're  apt  to  forget  that  other  aspect  of  Thanksgiving— the feeling  that  gave  it  its  name:  thankfulness  tor  the  good  things  that  have 
come  to  us  and  for  the  bad  things  that  have  been  averted.    We  can't 
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always  have  just  the  good  things, 

and  we  can't  always  avert  the  bad 
ones.  But  we  can  always  find  some- 

thing to  be  thankful  for. 
Maybe  Thanksgiving  this  year 

won't  be  a  particularly  happy  one 
for  me.  With  my  husband,  John,  in 
New  York  trying  to  find  the  answers 

to  questions  that  have  been  bother- 
ing him  this  year,  and  with  my 

brother,  Neddie,  and  his  wife  not 
getting  along  as  well  as  they  might, 
I  am  sure  there  will  be  moments 

when  I'll  wonder  why  I  should  be 
thankful  about  anything. 

gUT  then  I'll  think  of  other  thmgs. Of  my  son,  Richard,  of  my  good 
friends,  of  pasft  and  future  happiness. 

And  I'll  think  of  Mary  and  Timothy 
and  of  that  wonderful  Thanksgiving 
two  years  ago.  I  think  that  was  the 

best  Thanksgiving  of  all  for  me — 
that  one,  two  years  ago. 

It  was  during  the  early  summer 

that  Mary  Tyler  first  came  into  Dr. 

Carvell's  office,  and  I  remember 

thinking  at  the  time  that  I'd  never 
in  my  life  seen  a  more  frightened, 

timid-looking  woman.  Her  once 
pretty  face  was  drawn  and  haggard, 
and  great  dark  hollows  lay  under  her 
eyes.  Her  shoulders  were  bowed 
as  though  she  had  been  carrying 

too  heavy  a  weight  on  them  for  too 
long  a  time.  I  talked  as  soothingly 
to  her  as  I  could  while  I  took  down 

her  case  history,  or  as  much  as  she 

would  tell  me  about  it,  for  Dr.  Car- 

vell's records.  She  answered  my 
questions  hesitantly  in  a  voice  not 
much  above  a  whisper,  but  try  as  I 

might  I  couldn't  get  her  to  relax 
or  to  smile  or  even  to  look  at  me 

for  more  than  a  quick  glance.  She 

kept  her  eyes  on  the  floor. 

I  did  find  out  that  she  hadn't  been 
in  Glen  Falls  long,  ihat  she  had  two 
children,  that  she  worked  as  a  clerk 
in  the  Bon  Ton  book  store,  and  that 

she  had  been  troubled  with  loss  of 

weight,  sleeplessness  and  lack  of 

energy.  Anemia,  I  thought  auto- 
matically. I  asked  about  her  hus- 

band, and  saw  that  her  hands 
twisted  convulsively  in  her  lap  at  the 

question.  Then,  after  a  silence  thai 
lasted  a  fraction  of  a  second  too 

long,  she  said  that  she  was  a  widow 

Poor  thing,  I  thought,  it  can't  have 
been  very  long — the  thought  of  her 
loss  still  shakes  her. 

She  went  into  Dr.  Carvell's  office 
then,  and  when  she  came  out  fifteen 

Little  by  little  the  tautness  and  strain 

left  Timothy's  face,  and  his  eyes  be- 
gan to  glisten.  (Reed  Bannister,  at  the 

wheel,  is  played  by  Berry  Kroeger. ' 
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minutes  later,  she  just  nodded 
vaguely  in  my  direction  and  hurried 
out  the  door.  I  forgot  about  her  the 
rest  of  that  afternoon  because  it  was 

one  of  our  busy  days,  but  that  eve- 

ning as  I  was  sorting  out  patients' 
cards,  I  came  across  hers.  Dr.  Car- 
vell  had  made  a  note  that  she  was 

suffering  from  anemia  (just  as  I'd 
thought)  and  added  that  it  seemed  to 

have  beeii  caused — or  at  least  ag- 

gravated— ^by  some  psychological 
disturbance  which  the  patient  rer 
fused  to  discuss.   He  had  prescribed 

rest  and  a  balanced  diet,  with  em- 
phasis on  liver  extract,  and  had 

made  a  note  that  she  was  to  come 

back  again  in  two  weeks. 
She  came  back  in  two  weeks,  but 

she  didn't  look  much  different  than 
she  had  before.  Worse,  if  anything 

— thinner.  After  she  left  that  day, 
Dr.  Carvell  came  out  of  his  office 

shaking  his  head.  There  wasn't  any- 
one in  the  waiting  room,  so  he  could 

speak  freely. 

"It's  a  hard  thing  for  a  medical 

man  to  say,  Ruth,"  he  sighed,  "but  I 

don't  know  what's  wrong  with  that 

woman." 

"You  mean  she  really  isn't  ane- 
mic?" I  asked  in  surprise. 

"Oh,  she's  anemic,  all  right.  But 

I  can't  find  out  why.  Nothing  wrong 

with  her  heart — ^blood  pressure — 
lungs.  All  her  organs  functioning 

naturally.  And  yet  she's  ill — really 
ill.  I  can't  get  at  the  cause,  but  I'd 
be  willing  to  bet  that  the  trouble 

isn't  organic.  It's  up  here."  And  he 

tapped  his  forehead.  "She's  worry- 
ing about   {Continued  on  page  56) 





always  have  just  the  good  things, 

and  we  can't  always  avei-t  the  bad 
ones.  But  we  can  always  find  some- 

thing to  be  thankful  foi . 

Maybe  Thanksgiving  this  yeai- 
won't  be  a  particularly  happy  one 
for  me.  With  my  husband,  John,  in 
New  York  trying  to  find  the  answers 

to  questions  that  have  been  bother- 
ing him  this  year,  and  with  my 

brother,  Neddie,  and  his  wife  not 
getting  along  as  well  as  they  might, 
I  am  sure  there  will  be  moments 

when  I'll  wonder  why  I  should  be 
thankful  about  anything. 

■pUT  then  I'll  think  of  other  things. 
Of  my  son,  Richard,  of  my  good 

friends,  of  past  and  future  happiness. 
And  I'll  think  of  Mary  and  Timothy 
and  of  that  wonderful  Thanksgiving 

two  years  ago.  I  think  that  was  the 

best  Thanksgiving  of  all  for  me— 
that  one,  two  years  ago. 

It  was  during  the  early  summer 

that  Maiy  Tyler  first  came  into  Dr. 

Carvell's  office,  and  I  remember 

thinking  at  the  time  that  I'd  never 
in  my  life  seen  a  more  frightened, 

timid-looking  woman.  Her  once 

pretty  face  was  drawn  and  haggard, 

and  great  dark  hollows  lay  under  her 

eyes.  Her  shoulders  were  bowed 

as  though  she  had  been  caiTying 

too  heavy  a  weight  on  them  for  too 

long  a  time.  I  talked  as  soothingly 

to  her  as  I  could  while  I  took  down 

her  case  history,  or  as  much  as  she 

would  tell  me  about  it,  for  Dr.  Car- 
vell's records.  She  answered  my 

questions  hesitantly  in  a  voice  nol 
much  above  a  whisper,  but  try  as  1 

might  I  couldn't  get  her  to  relax or  to  smile  or  even  to  look  at  me 

for  more  than  a  quick  glance.  She 

kept  her  eyes  on  the  floor. 

1  did  find  out  that  she  hadn't  been 
in  Glen  Falls  long,  that  she  had  two 
children,  that  she  worked  as  a  clerk 
in  the  Bon  Ton  book  store,  and  thai 

she  had  been  troubled  with  loss  ol 

weight,  sleeplessness  and  lack  of 
energy.  Anemia,  1  thought  auto- 

matically. I  asked  about  her  hus- 
band, and  saw  that  her  hands 

twisted  convulsively  in  her  lap  at  the 

question.  Then,  after  a  silence  thai 
lasted  a  fraction  of  a  second  too 

long,  she  said  that  she  was  a  widow 

Poor  thing,  I  thought,  it  can't  have 
been  very  long — the  thought  of  her 

loss  still  shakes  her. 

She  went  into  Dr.  Carvell's  office 
then,  and  when  she  came  out  fifteen 

Litlle  by  little  the  tautness  and  strain 
left  Timothy's  face.  ,ind  his  eyes  be- 

gan to  glisten.  ( Reed  Bannister,  at  tile 
wheel,  is  played  by  Berry  Kroeger.i 

minutes  later,  she  just  nodded 

vaguely  in  my  direction  and  hurried 
out  the  door.  I  forgot  about  her  the 
rest  of  that  afternoon  because  it  was 
one  of  our  busy  days,  but  that  eve- 

ning as  I  was  sorting  out  patients' 
cards,  I  came  across  hers.  Dr.  Car- 
veil  had  made  a  note  that  she  was 
suffering  from  anemia  (just  as  I'd 
thought)  and  added  that  it  seemed  to 
have  beeii  caused— or  at  least  ag- 

gravated—by some  psychological 
disturbance  which  the  patient  re-- 

fused to  discuss.  He  had  prescribed 

rest  and  a  balanced  diet,  with  em- 
phasis on  liver  extract,  and  had 

made  a  note  that  she  was  to  come 
back  again  in  two  weeks. 

She  came  back  in  two  weeks,  but 
she  didn't  look  much  different  than 
she  had  before.  Worse,  if  anything —thinner.  After  she  left  that  day, 
Dr.  Carvell  came  out  of  his  ofBce 

shaking  his  head.  There  wasn't  any- one in  the  waiting  room,  so  he  could 
speak  freely. 

"It's  a  hard  thing  for  a  medical 

man  to  say,  Ruth,"  he  sighed,  "but  I 

don't  know  what's  wrong  with  that 

woman." 

"You  mean  she  really  isn't  ane- mic'?" I  asked  in  surprise. 

"Oh.  she's  anemic,  all  right.  But 

I  can't  find  out  why.  Nothing  wrong 
with  her  heart — blood  pressure — 
lungs.  All  her  organs  functioning 
naturally.  And  yet  she's  ill— really 
ill.  I  can't  get  at  the  cause,  but  I'd be  willing  to  bet  that  the  trouble 
isn't  organic.  It's  up  here."  And  he 

tapped  his  forehead.  "She's  worry- ing about   (Conttmicd  on  page  56) 



Art  Liokletter'e  at-home  hnmor. 
has  the  same  effect  on  his  wife 

as  k  has  on  audiences  at  CBS's 
Hoase  Party  (weekdays,  4  P.M. 

EST)  and  NBC's  People  Are 
Funny  (Fridays,  9 :00  PM.  EST) . 

It's  reason  enough  in  itself- reason  to  work  hard. 



LOIS'  mother  had  warned  her  about  wolves. 
And  this  new  fellow,  Art  Linkletter,  whom 

she'd  just  met,  seemed  to  have  all  the  ear- 
marks.  Watch  your  step,  Lois  told  herself. 

There  was  no  mistaking  it — ^that  was  definitely 
a  come-hither  look  he  was  giving  her.  And  it 
was  perfectly  obvious  that  he  was  dancing  his 
partner  in  circles  arovmd  Lois  and  her  partner, 

hopefully  wig-wagging  Lois'  escort  in  search  of 
an  introduction.  But  Art's  fraternity  brother, 

who  had  brought  Lois  to  the  party,  wasn't  paying 
any  attention.  He  was  wise — through  experience. 
This  was  one  girl,  he  told  himself  confidently, 

that  Art  Linkletter  wasn't  going  to  steal  from 
him.    Living  in  a  fool's  paradise,  poor  fellow! 

Of  course  Lois  was  pleased  at  being  the  cfenter 

of  attraction — ^what  girl  wouldn't  be?  Behind 
her  thick-lashed  green  eyes,  bright  httle  devils 

of  mischief  danced.  She'd  heard  all  about  this 
Art  Linkletter  from  his  fraternity  brothers.  Col- 

lege big-shot,  campus  Casanova,  AU-Southem 
California  basketball  center  and  captain  of  the 
team,  president  of  the  Men  Students  and  of  the 

Inter-Fraternity  Council  here  at  San  Diego  State 

Teachers'  College,  holder  of  the  Pacific  Coast 
backstroke  swimming  record,  author  of  the  col- 

lege annual  musical  comedy — ^those  were  just 
some  of  the  things  Lois  already  knew  about  Art. 

And  there  he  was,  hanging  around  on  the  out- 
skirts, begging  for  an  introduction!  What  sweet 

revenge,  Lois  thought. 

Because,  you  see,  she  and  Art  had  met  before — 

and  she  remembered  it,  even  if  he  didn't.  She 
had  been  a  high  school  sophomore,  that  other 

time,  and  he  a  lordly  college  freshman.  He  had 
danced  one  dance  with  her  at  a  party,  and  spent 

the  entire  time  telling  her  loftily  that  she  didn't 
know  how  to  pivot.  Thait  previous  meeting  was 
sometiiing  to  remember  and  store  away  against 

the  time  of  the  Linkletter  come-uppance — ^whidi, 
Lois  knew  in  the  way  that  women  have  of  know- 

ing, was  going  to  happen,  and  not  too  long  from 
now,  at  that. 

,    And  so  the  word  went  whispering  'round  the 
dance  floor — don't  introduce  Art  to  Lois! 
But  anyone   who   has   heard   Art   Linkletter 

cleverly  ad-lib  his  way  day  eifter  day  through 
his  two  radio  shows.  People  Are  Funny  and 
House  Party,  knows  that  he  wovdd  have  likely 
resources  even  back  then,  in  1933.  And  so  he 

did.  A  little  judicious  asking-around  to  get  the 

name,  a  consultation  with  the  San  Diego  tele- 
phone directory.  .  .  . 

Lois  was  home  the  next  efvening,  when  the 
telephone  rang. 

"Lois?" 

"Yes?   Who  is  this?" 

"Art  Linkletter."  A  pause.  Then,  desperately, 
"I'm  the  guy  who  flirted  with  you  last  night. 

Or,"  gloomily,  "at  least,  I'm  one  of  the  guys  who 
flirted  with  you  last  night.  Gosh,  you  looked 

pretty  in  that  dress  with  the  sequin  jacket- 

thing."  Oh,  Art  knew  the  way  to  a  woman's 
heart,  all  right. 

But  Lois  knew  how  to  handle  men,  too.  She 

simply  said  nothing. 

Out  of  the  silence  came,  "How  about  a  date 

tonight?" 
There  was  another  pause.  Lois  tried  to  make 

it  a  cool,  reflective,  judicious  one— but  for  some 
reason  she  was  tingling  with  excitement  from 

her  head  right  dovra  to  her  toes.  But  she  man- 

aged to  make  her  answer  demure  enough — 
"I'll  have  to  ask  my  mother!" 

You'd  think  that  that,  in  itself,  would  be  enough 
to  scare  a  fellow  away,  or  at  least  to  warn  him 

off.  Particularly  the  sophisticated,  man-of-the- 
world  fellow  that  Art  had,  at  twenty,  buUt  him- 

self up  to  be.  It's  been  remarked  that  a  man 
never  again  quite  attains  the  lofty  degree  of  blase 

worldliness  that  he  has  as  a  collegian — ^and  Art 
had  that  reputation  to  maintain.  The  girls  he 
had  looked  upon  with  favor  vmtil  that  time  were 

as  fast-talking,  as  independent  as  he  himself; 
girls  whose  family  ties  had  loosened  with  their 
coming  to  college.  Girls  who,  most  definitely, 
would  not  have  to  ask  their  mothers. 

You  couldn't  have  blamed  Art  if  his  hand  had 

moved  to  replace  the  receiver.  But  it  didn't.  He 
stood  his  ground.  He  held  on  until  Mrs.  Foerster 

came  on  the  line,  and  he  talked  to  her,  persuad- 
ing her  against  her  strict,  conventional  objections 

eaJf^mdJD 
as  Art  LJDkletter  does;  to  build  a  home,  as  Lois  does;  to  be  happy,  as  they  both  are 
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•y^dTt  me  'ucunf/ 

^.inme//erj.  rr/ta/ 

S^j'i  }iei'ey  /laf/ 

—  a  irarryi,  jecttrf 

la'nit'fi/  liJi'. 

— sight  unseen^that  he  was  a  per- 
fectly proper,  respectable  young  man 

for  Lois  to  go  out  with.  Although 

he  didn't  know  it  at  the  time,  Mrs. 
Foerster's  capitulation  was  due  only 
in  part  to  his  silver-tongued  argu- 

ments. As  a  matter  of  fact,  Lois' 
mother  had  conceived  an  intense 

dislike  for  her  daughter's  current 
boy-friend,  and  she  felt  that  anyone 
— even  this  unknown  Linkletter  boy 
— ^would  be  better.  Anyway,  Art  had 
earned  himself  a  date  with  Lois. 

That  was  all  he  wanted — 'because 

one  date  has  a  way  of  leading  to 
another,  and  another. 

tKJT  what  Art's  friends  couldn't  un- 
derstand \yas  why  he  wanted  even 

one  date  with  Lois  Foerster.  Why 

had  he  gone  out  of  his  way  to  in- 
terest himself  in  a  demure,  black- 

haired  little  high  school  senior  who 

had  to  have  her  mother's  permission 
to  go  out  on  a  date?  Oh,  she  was 

pretty  enough,  they  admitted.  But 
such  a  child!  And  Art  could  have 

his  pick  among  the  most  glamorous 
girls  at  college! 

The  answer  was  two-fold.  First, 
Art  had  fallen  in  love  with  Lois, 
and    love    needs    no    reasons.     The 

second  part  of  Art's  attraction  to 
Lois  was  something  that  only  he 
and  Lois  herself  suspected. 

There  was  a  great,  deep  yearning 

in  Art's  young  heart  for  a  home 
and  a  family.  On  his  own  since  he 

was  fifteen.  Art  had  substituted  am- 
bition for  security,  a  host  of  easily- 

acquired  friends  and  acquaintances 

for  the  blood-ties  that  other  boys  his 

age  took  for  granted.  Instead  of  fam- 
ily position,  he  had  his  prominence 

in  school — ^which  he  had  won  for 
himself.  Footloose,  he  had  already 

made  great  strides  in  the  career  he 
had  mapped  out  for  himself. 
But  ambition  and  achievement 

can  be  lonely  things  without  some- 
one to  understand  and  share  them. 

Friendships  never  quite  fiU  that 

empty  place  in  your  heart,  and  the 
years  have  a  way  of  shifting  even 
the  most  stable  of  companions.  A 
successful  career  could  have  its  bit- 

ter moments  without  someone  be- 

side you  all  the  way.  Art  wanted 
roots;  he  heeded  people  he  could 
call  his  own. 

Lois  certainly  had  those  things. 

Her  family,  with  its  host  of  aunts 
and  uncles  and  cousins  and  even  a 

grandparent   or   two,    was    a    long- 

estabUshed, '  well-connected  part  of 
San  Diego  life.  It  was  a  close,  happy 

clan,  with  heavy  accent  on  birthday 

parties  and  Sunday  dinners  and  holi- 

day gatherings. 
So  you  can  see  that  the  Spring 

of  1933  signalled  for  Art  the  begin- 
ning of  a  new,  fuller,  richer  life.  It 

was  happily  fiUed  with  "going 
steady"  and  parental  restrictions, 
and  "bring  Lois  home  by  twelve 
o'clock"  and  learning  the  happiness 

of  being  accepted  as  one  of  a  tightly - 
knit  group.  It  was  finding  out  about 

httle  inter-family  jokes  and  secrets, 
and  the  real,  abiding  security  thai 

meant  rallying  around  a  relative  in 
trouble.  It  meaht  discovering  that 
he  liked  children,  even  the  pestering 

small-fry  cousins  to  whom  he, shortly 
became  an  idol.  Art  loved  every 
minute  of  it. 

Even  now,  after  many  years  of 

marriage,  Lois  finds  nothing  odd — 
nothing  to  smUe  about — in  the  way 
Art  has  claimed  her  family.  It  is 

"my"  mother,  "my"  father,  "my" 
aunts  and  uncles — ^and  she  under- 

stands and  loves  him  for  this. 

It  was  lucky  for  so  young  a  girl 

that  imderstanding  came  so  early. 
Because   her   friends   were   just    as 

■  ■  I 
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puzzled  over  her  going  with  Art  as 
were  his.  The  boys  and  girls  she  had 

grown  up  with  had  been  the  braces- 
on-their-teeth,  Sunday-school,  nurse- 

maid and  sand-box  set;  looked  after 
and  cared  for,  and  they  had  grown 
older  into  a  circle  which,  while  not 

snobbish,  was  complacently  sure  of 
itself.  Art  had  no  background  which 

fitted  into  theirs.  Oh,  sure — the  girls 
would  have  thrilled  to  have  had  a 

date  with  this  good-looking  campus 

leader,  but  to  look  ahead  to  mar- 
riage— ?    He  was  an  outsider. 

A  LL  he  had,  to  balance  their  own 
inborn  security,  was  his  own  faith 

in  himself.  That,  and  his  quick, 
restless  mind,  a  personality  that 

charmed,  a  tongue  that  was  fast  and 

ghb — and  his  dreams.  These  were 
enough  for  Lois.  She  could  take 

enormous  pride  in  what  he  had  al- 
ready accomplished  for  himself,  and, 

what  was  more  important,  another 
kind  of  pride  in  knowing  that  he 
needed  her. 

When  he  told  her,  that  spring  of 
1933,  that  he  had  secured  his  first 
job  in  radio  ...  as  an  annoimcer 

for  station  KGB,  San  Diego  .  .  . 
they  both  realized  the  importance  of 
this  step.  They  both  knew,  even 

then,  that  radio  was  the  place  for 

Art.  And  it  is  a  tribute  to  Lois' 

courage  as  well  as  to  Art's  talents 
that  from  that  time  on,  for  thirteen 
years,  he  has  never  been  far  from  a 
microphone.  He  has  never  had  a 
job  unconnected  with  one. 
Romance  traveled  smoothly  until 

Art's  graduation.  Before  that,  Lois 
was  already  on  campxis  as  a  fresh- 

man and  together  they  had  entered 

into  every  phase  of  college  life — ^the 

\ 

an.fJ  ■ylcfej't  tJiin/^-  mt/t 

t/tei'i'  h  a  yen  tj  wc^uiei^Jiti, 

a/iu/^un  Cc  re  tritn. 

fraternity  dances,  the  sorority  par- 
ties, the  study  hours  in  the  library, 

the  long,  pleasant  interludes  over 

cokes  in  their  favorite  campus  hang- 
outs, the  minutes  snatched  to  walk 

together  between  classes  in  the  pleas- 
ant, rather  exciting  consciousness 

that  the  other  vmdergraduates  had 

bracketed  their  names  together — Art- 
and-Lois.    A  twosome.    Inseparable. 

Of  course,  Lois  had  realized  that 
next  year  she  would  be  there  alone. 

But,  at  least,  Art  and  she  would  be 
in  the  same  city  and  his  work  at 

KGB  would  give  them  plenty  of 
time  together. 

It  never  entered  her  head  it  would 

be  different.   Until  one  evening. 

They  had  been  with  a  group  of 
friends  and  she  had  listened,  idly, 

as   the   others   laid   their   plans   for 

the  coming  year.  They  were  big 

plams  and  restless  ones  and  Lois  was 
barely  interested  until  someone 

asked  her  pointblank — 
"How  about  you,  Lois?  Going 

away   to  school  next  year?" 
"Not  I.  I'm  staying  here."  She 

smiled  at  them,  comfortable  with  the 
sense  of  her  own  little  niche  in  the 

campus  life  and  in  Art's  life.  That's 
why  it  was  such  a  terrible,  hurting 
shock  to  hear  him  so  casually  say: 

"But  why  don't  you,  Lois?  Why 

don't  you  pick  another  school  and 

try  it  next  year?" Perhaps  if  Art  had  known  that 
she  took  his  words  to  mean  he 

wanted  her  out  of  town — perhaps  if 
she  had  known  Art  was  only  think- 

ing of  her  own  good;  that  he  felt  it 
would  be    (Continued  on  page  92) 
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/4  vttefUiK  euwA  Ainudi  <4  ̂  itnan/^  afiUcti^ 

TiAT  is  a  peculiar-soxinddng  thing,  is
  it  not 

.  .  .  blindness  of  the  heart?  Well,  consider  the 
words  for  a  moment  Think  aibout  them. 

Now  it's  not  qiiite  so  oibsciire,  is  it?  You  are 
b^inning  to  xmderstand— rememibering,  perhaps, 

times  in  your  own  life,  or  in  your  observation 

of  others,  when  such  a  diagnosis  would  have 

explained  actions  so  selfish,  so  tuihe«iing,  that 
they  seemfed  possible  only  because  the  heart  of 
the  do-er  was  blind  and  deaf  to  his  fellows. 

Our  first  letter  tells  the  story  of  such  an  afflic- 
tion. You'U  find,  however,  that  it  is  a  triumphant 

story;  after  you  have  read  it  you  will  understand 

why  the  writer  will  receive  this  month's  Radio Mirror  check  for  one  hxindred  dollars. 

Dear  Papa  David: 

I  am  a  discharged  veteran  who  served  for  over 

a  year  in  the  South  Pacific.  Fatigued  from  the 

torrid  dimate,  nervous  and  irritated  with  Army 

life,  I  thought  of  home  constantly  and  mentally 

planned  all  the  interesting  and  exciting  things  I 
would  do  when  I  got  back.  There  were  going 

to  be  gay  times,  i)arties,  shows,  and  royal  feasting. 

I  was  going  to  have  a  car,  a  boat,  and  expensive 
clothes. 

Upon  my  retium,  however,  I  found,  that  there* 
had  been  a  drastic  change  in  the  family  fortunes. 

My  father,  once  owner  of  a  large  and  prospering 

shoe  store,  had  sold  the  store  in  order  to  invest 

bis  money  in  a  small  plasties  corporation.  The 
venture  was  unsucce^ful  and  we  lost  all  but  a 
few  hvindred  dollars.  With  the  remaining  money 

my  father  bought  a  soda  stand  near  a  beach,  and 
here,  by  long  tedious  hotirs  of  work,  he  managed 
to  eke  out  a  modest  living. 

At  first  the  news  hardly  affected  me  for  I  was 
busy  going  out,  seeing  old  friends,  and  having  a 
good  time.  But  this  wave  of  happiness  subsided 
very  quickly  and  I  became  moody,  dejected,  and 

unhappy.  My  father's  income  was  insuflScient  to 
support  my  expensive  tastes  and  gay  times.  I 
began  to  grumble  and  complain.  I  blamed  my 
father  for  being  a  poor  business  man,  for  foolishly 
giving  up  a  sound  enterprise  for  a  mere  gamble. 

Day  after  day  I  sat  about  the  house  and  made 
life  miserable  for  him  and  mother.  My  father  now 

considered  himself  a  fallen  man  and  instead  of 

reprimanding  me  as  I  justly  deserved,  he  sat 

humbly  listening  to  my  complaints.  After  several 
monlihs  the  situation  became  unbearable.  Dad 

trudged  away  to  the  soda  stand  every  morning,  a 

lonely,  beaten  man.  Motiier  shopped  and  cooked 

and  put  up  with  my  constant  discontented  mut- 
tering. I  continued  to  mope  about  the  house. 

One  day,  however,  the  foolishness  of  my  actions 
became  psdnfuUy  clear  to  me.  My  attitude  had 
been  the  cause  of  my  own  unhappiness  and  my 

parente'  wretchedness  and  I  decided  to  make 
amends  for  my  senseless  bdiavior. 
The  next  morning  I  woke  up  before  Dad  and 

when  he  left  the  house  I  went  with  him.  We 

didn't  say  much  at  first  and  I  told  him  that  I 
just  wanted  to  have  a  look  aroimd   the   stand. 

Radio  Mirrer  Offers 

One  Hundred  Dollars 

each  inontti  for  your 

Jc^  {^  "Be  Be€MU4td  Jlettcu 

Have  you  sent  in  yonr  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful  let- 
ter yet?  K,  some  time  in  yonr  life,  there  was  a 

moment  when  the  meaning  of  happiness  bcMme 

clear  to  yon,  won't  you  write  your  story  to  Papa 
David?  For  the  letter  he  considers  best  each 

month.  Radio  Mirror  will  pay  one  hundred  dol- 
lars. For  each  of  the  other  letters  received  which 

•we  have  space  enough  to  print.  Radio  Mirror 

Magazine  will  pay  fifteen  dollars.  Address  your 

letters  to  Papa  David,  care  of  Radio  Mirror  Mag- 
azine, 205  East  42,  New  York  17,  New  York. 

^i^e  ea4t  Se  SMoti^'d.  u^tittCH  6^  e^nt  Sixi*,  amd  Z>»»  Sectien.  Ci  ieci-ul  M^  "mandtUf  tAxsf<x^  T^UiUf  <U  \2  ̂
  - 



iUndtte^  o^  tAe  Acant 

^^  * 

xW 

When  we  arrived  however  I  inunediately  rolled 
op  my  sleeves  and  asked  him  what  work  there 
was  to  be  done.  We  both  worked  all  morning 
clearing  away  cases  of  empty  bottles,  loading  and 
icing  the  boxes,  and  waiting  on  trade.  When  I 
saw  the  amount  of  work  that  Dad  had  been  doing 
by  himself,  a  wave  of  pity  and  a  flush  of  shame 

passed  through  me.  But  now  as  I  woi*ked,  for 
the  first  time  in  months  I  felt  myself  genuinely 
happy,  contented,  and  useful.  My  father  also  wore 
a  new  expression.  He  smiled,  slapped  me  on  the 
back,  and  explained  how  he  thought  the  stand 
could  be  expanded  and  improved.  That  night  we 
rode  home  togeither  like  two  old  pals.  Mom  had 
a  good,  hot  suf^per  waiting  for  us  and  we  all 
sat  down  to  enjoy  it 
From  then  on  life  held  a  new  meaning  for  me. 

i  have  been  wortking  with  my  father  for  five 
months  now  and  we  have  improved  our  business 

tremendously.  Besides  helping  him  I'm  also  at- 
teruling  night  sdiool  as  an  engineering  studenit. 
But  most  important  of  all,  our  home  is  always 
a  happy  and  ccmtented  one  now. 

J.   M. 

\ 

{Here  are  more  letters  which  Papa  David  liked 
this  month.  The  writers  of  all  that  we  have  had 
room  to  print  will  receive  checks  for  fifteen 
dollars. 

Dear  Papa  David: 

During  the  blitz  in  England  I  was  very  con- 
cerned about  the  fate  of  families  who  lost  every- 

thing between  one  minttte  and  the  next.  I  was 

more  than  glad  to  do  my  bit.  My  bit,  incidenitally 

wasn't  very  much  from  a  financial  standpoint.  I 
could  sew,  however,  so  I  collected  discarded 
clothing  from  my  more  prosperous  friends  and 
made  it  ov«:  into  garments  for  children.  Amoi^ 
other  things  were  several  (Continued  <m  page  72) 
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LIFE  CM  BE 

THAT  is  a  peculiar-sounddng  thing,  is  it  not 
.  ,  .  blindness  of  the  heart?  Well,  consider  the 
words  for  n  momont  Think  about  them. 

Now  it's  not  quite  so  obscure,  is  it?  You  are 
beginning  to  understand — rememjbering,  perhaps, 
times  in  your  own  life,  or  in  your  observation 
of  others,  when  such  a  diagnosis  would  have 
explained  actions  so  selfish,  so  unheeding,  that 
they  seemed  possible  only  because  the  heart  of 
the  do-er  was  blind  and  deaf  to  his  fellows. 
Our  first  letter  tells  Uie  story  of  such  an  afflic- 

tlou.  You'll  find,  however,  that  it  is  a  triumphant 
story;  after  you  have  read  it  you  will  understand 

wliy  the  writer  will  receive  this  month's  Radio 
MiRHOH  cheek  for  one  hundred  dollars. 

Dear  Papa  David: 

I  am  a  discharged  veteran  who  served  for  over 

a  year  in  tlic  Soutli  Pacific.  Fatigued  from  the 

torrid  climate,  nervous  and  irritated  with  JVrmy 

life,  I  thought  of  home  constantly  and  mentally 
planned  all  the  interesting  and  exciting  things  I 

would  do  when  I  got  back.  There  were  going 

to  be  gay  times,  parties,  shows,  and  royal  feasting. 

I  was  going  to  have  a  car,  a  boat,  and  eiqpensive 
clothes. 

Upon  my  return,  however,  I  found  that  there 
had  been  a  drastic  change  in  the  family  fortunes. 
My  fatlier,  once  owner  of  a  large  and  prospering 
shoe  store,  had  sold  the  store  in  order  to  Invest 
his  money  in  a  sntall  plastics  corporation.  The 
ventiux;  was  unsuccessful  and  we  lost  all  but  a 
few  hundivd  dollars.  With  the  remaining  money 
n\y  faUier  bought  a  soda  stand  near  a  beach,  and 
here,  by  long  tedious  hours  of  work,  he  managed 
to  e<ke  out  a  modest  living. 
At  first  tlie  news  hardly  affected  me  for  1  was 

busy  going  out,  seeing  old  friends,  and  having  a 
good  time.  But  this  wave  of  happiness  subsided 
very  quickly  and  I  became  moody,  dejected,  and 
unhappy.  My  father's  income  was  insuffidekt  to support  my  expensive  tastes  and  gay  times.  I 
began  to  grumWe  and  complain.  I  blamed  my 
father  for  being  a  poor  business  man,  for  foolishly 
giving  up  a  souud  cuterprisa  for  a  mere  gamble 

Day  after  day  I  sat  about  the  house  and  made 
life  miserable  for  him  and  mother.  My  father  now 
considered  himself  a  fallen  man.  and  instead  of 

reprimanding  me  as  I  justly  deserved,  he  sat 

humbly  listening  to  my  complaints.  After  several 
months  the  situation  became  unbearable.  Dad 

trudged  away  to  the  soda  stand  every  morning,  a 

lonely,  beaten  man.  Mother  shopped  and  cooked 

and  put  up  with  my  constant  discontented  mut- 
tering, I  continued  to  mope  about  the  house. 

One  day,  however,  the  foolishness  of  my  actions 
Ibecame  painfully  clear  to  me.  My  attitude  had 

■been  the  cause  of  my  own  unhappiness  and  my 

parents'  wretchedness  and  I  decided  to  make 
amends  for  my  senseless  behavior. 

The  next  morning  I  woke  up  before  Dad  and 
when  he  left  the  house  I  went  with  him.  We 

didn't  say  much  at  first  and  I  told  him  that  I 
just  wanted  to  have  a  look  around  the  stand. 
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When  we  arrived  however  I  immediately  rolled 
up  my  sleeves  and  asked  him  what  work  there 
was  to  be  done.  We  both  worked  all  morning 
clearing  away  cases  of  empty  bottles,  loading  and 
icing  the  boxes,  and  waiting  on  trade.  When  1 
saw  the  amount  of  work  that  Dad  had  been  domg 
by  himself,  a  wave  of  pity  and  a  fltish  of  shame 
passed  through  me.  But  now  as  I  worked,  for 
the  6rst  time  in  months  I  felt  myself  genuinely 
liappy,  contented,  and  useful.  My  father  also  wore 
a  new  expression.  He  smiled,  slapped  me  on  the 
back,  and  explained  how  he  thought  the  stand 
could  be  expanded  and  improved.  That  night  we 
rode  home  together  like  two  old  pals.  Mom  had 

a  good,  hot  supper  waiting  for  us  and  we  all 
sat  down  to  enjoy  it 

Prom  then  on  life  held  a  new  meaning  for  me. 
I  have  been  working  with  my  father  for  five 
months  now  and  we  have  improved  our  business 
bemendously.  Besides  helping  him  I'm  also  at- 

tending night  school  as  an  engineering  student 
Bui  most  important  of  all,  our  home  is  always a  happy  and  contented  one  now. 

J.   M. 

Here  are  more  letters  which  Papa  David  liked 
"us  month.  The  writers  of  all  that  we  have  had 

dol^   *"   '''"''   "^    receive    checks   for    fifteen "^<-  %^gi  -TKuuf ^"  Papa  David: 

^^|"ing  the  blitz  in  England  I  was  very  con- 

^^^  about  the  fate  of  families  who  lost  every- |~°«  between  one  minute  and  the  next  I  was 
**,  llw  glad  to  do  my  bit  My  bit  incideiitally 

Muld'  ''"^  '""'*  '^°"  ̂   fiMnoal  standpoint  I 
doth'  ̂ '''  '"*"'^*'">  ̂   I  collected  discarded 

j^^^^^  from  my  more  pro^ierous  frientb  and 
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CBS's  Dr.  Ordway  pointu  out  the 

weakest  link,  shattering  a  chain  of  ties 

4.  Next  morning,  Norma  shows  Jane  one 
of  Dukeford's  illustrations  in  a  magazine. 
Jane   decides   to   take   the   job   he   offered. 

DR.  ORDWAY,  the  "Crime  Doctor" of  this  series,  has  become  such  a 

favorite  with  the  Police  Depart- 
ment of  his  city  that  he  is  constantly 

being  called  upon  for  his  shrewd  and 
expert  opinions  in  baffling  murder  cases. 
Invarialbly,  his  keen  medical  mind  fastens 
upon  the  one  clue  in  a  case  which  might 
otherwise  be  lost.  (Written,  produced  and 
directed  by  Max  Marcin,  Crime  Doctor 
is  heard  over  the  Columbia  System  every 
Sunday  night  at  8: 30  EST.  The  program 
has  been  on  the  air  for  some  six  years. 
Dr.  Ordway  is  played  by  House  Jameson, 
Inspector  Ross  by  Walter  Greaza,  and 
the  girl  Frieda  by  Edith  Arnold.  Ray 
Blochis  musical  director  for  the  show, 
Kenneth  Roberts  the  announcer.) 

1.  Walter  Dukeford,  dining  with  his  friend  Frank,  gives  Jane 
his  card.  He  is  a  commercial  artist  and  wants  her  to  pose 

for  him.  Jane  doesn't  believe  him,  thinking  he  is  just  the 
usual  masher.  But  she  keeps  Dukeford's  card  out  of  curiosity. 

ii^ 

5.  Jane  asks  Frieda,  who  is  just  going  vat,  if  she 
can  borrow  one  of  Frieda's  dresses,  without  telling 
her  sfhe  plans  to  see  Dukeford.  Frieda  refuses.  But 
after  Frieda  goes,  Jane  and  Norma  look  in  her- closet 
and  pick  out  a  dress.    Norma  helps  Jane  put  it  on. 
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2.  Later  that  evening,  in  the  apartment  which  she 
shares  with  Norma  and  Frieda,  Jane  tells  the  other 
girls  afcout  Walter  Dukeford's  proposition,  saying 
that  of  course  she  didn't  believe  a  word  he  said. 
Frieda  says  it  sounds  like  a  soft  job  to  her,  and 
intiniates  that  at  least  it  would  be  better  than 
waiting  on  table.    Jane,  of  course,  resents   this. 

3.  Jane  hotly  tells  Frieda  that  waiting  on  table  is  better 
than  not  working  at  all— especially  when  there  is  rent  to 
pay.  She  suggests  that  if  Frieda  would  either  get  a  joh  or 
pawn  some  of  her  many  clothes,  maybe  she  could  pay  her 
share  of  the  rent  for  a  change.  Frieda  shrugs-  her  shoulders 
and  goes  out,  saying  she'll  find  out  about  Dukeford  for  Jane. 

7.  Mr.  Milliard,  a  clothing  store  owner, 
and  his  partner  read  in  the  newspaper  the 
story  of  the  mix-up.  The  article  shows  a 
picture  of  J^ne.  They  recognize  her  dress 
as  being  stolen  from  them,  phone  the  police. 

6.  When  Jane  arrives  at  Dukeford's  studio,  he  is  surprised  to  see  her  and  tell? 
her  he  is  already  hard  at  work  on  a  picture  of  the  friend  she  had  sent  in  her  place. 

Jane  guesses  who  that  "friend"  might  be  and  charges  into  the  studio.  It's  Frieda. 
The  girls  confront  each  other  hotly  (above).  Frieda  accuses  Jane  of  stealing 

her  dress,  and  Jane  accuses  Frieda  of  stealing  her  job.  As  Dukeford  looks  on  helji- 
lessly,  the  girls  attack  each   other.    Finally  the  police   are  called   in   to  stop   it. 45 





CMtS*H  Dr.  Ordway  poinin  out  the 

weakCHt   link,   ttkaUering   a  chain   ol  iiett 

1.  Walter  Dukeford,  dining  with  his  friend  Frank,  gives  Jane 
his  card.  He  is  a  commercial  artist  and  wants  her  to  pose 

for  him.  Jane  doesn't  believe  Jiim,  thinking  he  is  just  the 
usual  masher.  But  she  keeps  Dukeford's  card  out  of  curiosity. 

4.  Next  morninR,  NoniKi  shims  Jane  one 

of  Dukeford's  illustrations  iii  a  magazine. 
Jane   decides  to   lake  the  joi)  he  offered. 

DR.  ORDWAY,  the  "Crime  Do
ctor" 

of  this  series,  has  become  such  a 

favorite  with  the  PoUce  Depart- 
ment of  his  city  that  he  is  constantly 

being  called  upon  for  his  shi-ewd  and 
expert  opinions  in  baffling  murder  cases. 

Invariably,  his  keen  medical  mind  fastens 

upon  the  one  clue  in  a  case  which  might 

otherwise  be  lost.  (Written,  produced  and 

directed  by  Max  Marcin,  Crime  Doctor 

is  heard  over  the  Columbia  System  every 

Sunday  night  at  8:30  EST.  The  program 

has  been  on  the  air  for  some  six  years. 

Dr.  Ordway  is  played  by  House  Jameson, 

Inspector  Ross  by  Walter  Greaza,  and 

the  girl  Frieda  by  Edith  Arnold.  Ray 

Bloch-is  musical  director  for  the  show, 

Kenneth  Roberts  tJie  aiuiouncer.) 

2^  Later  that  evening,  in  the  apartment  which  she Shares  w^th  Norma  and  Frieda.  Jane  tells  the  other 
girJs  a^bout  Walter  Dukeford's  proposition,  saying that  of  course  she  didnt  helieve  a  word  he  Lil Frieda  says  rt  sounds  like  a  soft  joh  to  her,  and mtimates  th^t  at  least  it  would  he  better  than 
waiting  on   table.    Jane,  of  course,  resents   this 

3.  Jane  holly  tells  Frieda  ihat  waiting  on  table  is  better than  not  working  at  all-espccially  when  there  is  rent  to 
pay.  She  suggests  that  if  Frieda  wotild  either  get  n  joh  or pawn  some  of  her  many  clothes,  maybe  she  could  pay  hrr share  of  the  rent  for  a  change.  Frieda  shrugs  her  slloulders 
and  goes  out.  saying  she'll  find  out  about  Dukeford  for  Jane 

5.  Jane  asks  Frieda,  who  is  just  going  out,  if  she 

can  borrow  one  of  Frieda's  dresses,  without  telling 
her  she  plans  to  see  Dukeford.  Frieda  refuses.  But 
after  Frieda  goes,  Jane  and  Norma  look  in  her-closet 
and  pick  out  a  dress.    Norma  helps  Jane  put  it  on. 

7.  Mr.  Hilliard,  a  clutliing  slotc  owner, 
and  his  partner  rrad  in  the  nt7ws|>aper  the 

slory  of  the  mix-iip.  The  article  fmnwi^  a 
pioliire  of  Jane.  They  recognize  her  dreii- 
as  being  stolen  irom  them,  phone  the  police. 
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8.  Frieda,  furious  with  Jane,  decides  to  move  out 

of  the  apartment."  With  her  boy-friend,  George, 
helping  her,  she  starts  to  pack,  only  to  find 
that  all  her  clothes  are  missing.  Jane  tells  her 
the  police  have  taken  them.  Frieda  thinks  Jane 

has   stolen   them.    Says   she'll   go   to   the   police. 
9.  Frieda  discusses  the  situation  with  George  in  fais  car. 
She  says  she  wants  to  go  down  to  the  police  station  im- 

mediately. George  says  they're  already  late  for  dinner, 
and  why.  not  eat  first.  But,  insists  Frieda,  what  about 
her  clothes?  George  says  that  he  explained  when  he  first 
gave  them  to  her,  the  clothes  were  only  samples  that  he 
got  for  nothing.  There  are  plenty  more  where  they  came 

from.  But  Frieda  can't  be  so  casual  aibout  them.  Again, 
she  insists  that  he  turn  around  and  go  to  the  police. 

When  he  doesn't,  she  threatens  to  jump  out  of  the  car. 

10.  At  a  friend's  house,  Dr.  Ordway,  the  Crime 
Doctor,  is  called  to  the  telephone.  It  is  his 
housekeeper,  Martha,  who  tells  him  that  Police 
Inspector  Ross  wants  to  see  him  immediately.  It 
seems  a  murder  has  been  committed  on  the  high- 

way and  Dr.  Ordway  is  needed.  He  objects  that 

he's  playing  bridge,  but  Martha  insists  that  he 
leave  immediately.  Dr.  Ordway  sighs,  as  he  hangs 
up  the  receiver,  that  every  time  he  tries  to  spend 
an  evening  with  friends,  somebody  gets  killed. 

II.  By  the  side  of  the  road  that  night.  Dr.  Ordway,  Inspector 

Ross  and  a  police  officer  look  at  George's  car.  There  are  blood stains  on  the  seat  and  on  the  outside  of  the  car  door.  Ross 
explains  that  a  woman  was  found  dead  in  the  car,  Shot  through 
the  right  temple.  Letters  in  her  hand-bag  identify  her.  The 
man  who  was  with  her  has  been  taken  to  Police  Headquarters. 
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13.  Dr.  Ordway  asks  for  everyone's attention.  Hurriedly  he  draws  two 
diagrams  of  an  automobile.  On  the 
first  he  indicates  a  blood  streak  run- 

ning down  the  side.  On  the  second, 
the  indicated  blood  streak  is  spat- 

tered along  the  side  of  the  car  from 
front  to  back.   He  begins  to  explain. 

12.  At  Headquarters  later,  Jane  identifies  George  as  Frieda's  com- 
panion. George  explains  that  Frieda  had  stolen  the  clothes  and  was 

terrified  that  she  would  be  found  out  and  arrested  for  robbery.  She 
appealed  to  him,  he  says,  but  he  refused  to  help  her.  Then,  as  he 
drove  along  at  about  sixty  miles  an  hour,  she  suddenly  whipped  a 
gun  out  of  her  bag  and  shot  herself  before  he  could  stop  the  car. 

14.  The  first  diagram  is 

what  George's  car  looked 
like  tonight.  The  second 
diagram  is  what,  the  car 
would  have  looked  like  if 
George  had  been  telling 
the  truth.  In  other  words, 
at  sixty  miles  an  hour, 
blood  would  have  splat- 

tered instead  of  running 
down  the  side  of  the  car. 
Obviously  the  car  was  not 
running  when  Frieda  was 
killed.  Inspector  Ross 
is  satisfied.  Turning  to 
George,  he  arrests  him  on 
suspicion  of  murder.  The 
Crime  Doctor  wins  again ! 





8.  Frieda,  furious  with  Jane,  decides  to  move  out 
of  the  aparlment.  With  her  boy-friend,  George, 
helping  her,  she  starts  to  pack,  only  to  find 
that  all  her  clolhes  are  missing.  Jane  lells  her 

the  pohce  have  taken  them.  Frieda  thinks  Jane 

has   stolen    (hem.     Says    she'll    go    lo    the    police. 

10.  At  a  friend's  house.  Dr.  Ordway.  the  (..nine 

Doctor,  is  called  lo  the  telephone.  It  is  his 

housekeeper.  Martha,  who  lells  h.m  that  Police
 

Inspector  Ross  wants  lo  see  him  immetliately.  U seems  a  murder  has  been  ( iiilled  on  the  high- 

he-s  playing  bridge,  but  Martha  msists  ihat  he 
leave  immediately.  Dr.  Ordway  sighs,  as  he  hangs 

up  Ihe  receiver,  that  every  lime  he  tries  to  spend 

an  evening  with  friends  somebody  gets  killed. 

y.  Frieda  discusses  the  situation  with  George  in  his  car. 

She  says  she  wants  lo  go  down  to  the  police  station  im- 
mediately. George  says  they're  already  late  for  dinner, 

and  why  not  eat  first.  But,  insists  Frieda,  what  about 
her  clothes?  George  says  that  he  explained  when  he  first 
gave  them  to  her,  the  clothes  were  only  samples  that  he 
got  for  nothing.  There  are  plenty  more  where  they  came 
from.  But  Frieda  can't  be  so  casual  about  them.  Again, 
she  insists  that  he  turn  around  and  go  lo  the  police. 

When  he  doesn't,  she  threatens  to  jump  out  of  the  car. 

U.  By  the  side  of  the  road  that  night.  Dr.  Ordway,  1"SP^'"5 
Ross  and  a  police  officer  look  at  George's  car.  There  are  ftw«^ 
stains  on  the  seat  and  on  the  outside  of  the  car  door.  -, 
explains  that  a  woman  was  found  dead  in  the  car.  sh"*  "^"^^Jg 
the  right  temple.  Letters  in  her  hand-bag  identify  her. 
man  who  was  with  her  has  been  taken  lo  Police  Headquarie 

13.  Dr.  Ordway  asks  for  ewryone's attention.  Hurriedly  he  draws  two 
diagrams  of  an  automobile.  On  ihc 
first  he  indicates  a  blood  streak  run- 

ning down  Ihe  side.  On  the  second, 
the  indicated  blood  streak  is  spat- 

tered along  the  side  of  the  car  from 
front  to  back.   He  begins  to  explain. 

12.  At  Headquarters  later,  Jane  identifies  George  as  Frieda's  cwn- 
panlon.  George  explains  that  Frieda  had  stolen  the  clothes  and  was 
terrified  that  she  would  be  found  out  and  arrested  for  robbery.  She 
appealed  to  him,  he  says,  but  he  refused  to  help  her.  Then,  as  he 
drove  along  at  about  sixty  miles  an  hour,  she  suddenly  whipped  a 
gun  out  of  her  bag  and  shot  herself  before  he  could  stop  the  car. 

14.  The  first  diagram  is 

what  George's  car  looked 
like  tonight.  The  second 
diagram  is  what  the  car 
would  have  looked  like  if 
George  had  been  telling 
the  truth.  In  other  words, 
at  sixty  miles  an  hour, 
blood  would  have  splat- tered instead  of  running 
down  the  side  of  the  car. 

Obviously  the  car  was  not 
running  when  Frieda  was 
killed.  Inspector  Ross 
is  satisfied.  Turning  to 

George,  he  arrests  him  on 
suspicion  of  murder.  The 
Crime  Doctor  wins  again  I 



"I  CANNOT  WRITE  TONIGHT  .  .  ." 

Radio    Mirror's    Poem    of    the    Month 

I  cannot  write  tonight  for  the  moon  is  full 

And    large    as    a    wagon-wheel    above    the 
timber: 

I  must  go  out  for  the  world  is  beautiful, 
Must  leave  the  open  fire  and  the  dying  ember. 

For   what   are   words    upon    an    ink-stained 
scroll 

When  magic  moonlight  floods  this  stubborn world, 

When  wary  winds  of  ruthless  winter  roll 
Over  the  knolls,  and  leaves  and  sedge  are 

hurled 
Into  illimitable  starry  space  .   .  . 
I  must  be  out  in  beauty,  hectic,  rough, 
On  mountains  big  enough  for  my  embrace; 
I  must  be  out  where  I  can  love  enough  .  .  . 
Remember    hills    stay    young;    their   beauty 

keeps 

Eternally  as  seasons  come  and  pass; 
They  will  be  here  when  this  admirer  sleeps 
Who  will  not  leave  his  shadow  on  their  grass. 

— Jess6  Stuart 

Between 
By 

TED 

MALONE 

Ted    Malone's    poetry    program    is    heard    on    Mondays, 

Wednesdays  and  Fridays  at  11:45   A.M.  EST,  on  ABC. 

LETTER  HOME 

Remembering  you  is   wonder,   cool  and  still. 
Like  secret  water  in  a  shadowed  place: 

My  fevered  lips  stoop  down  and  take  their  fill. 
And  find  love's  wild  thirst  quenched. 

Though  all  your  face 
Move    by    in    tears — and    be    no    more    than 

thought. 
Though  all  your  form  be  less  than  emptiness. 

Remembering    you    brings     something    never 
brought 

By  any  former  handclasp  or  caress. 
Remembering  you  is  terrible  with  pain. 

And  terrible  with  beauty.     like  a  bird 
That  soars,  though  all  its  winging  be  in  vain — 

So  lifts  the  heart  to  seek  you..    And  when 
word. 

Nor  touch  cannot  avail  for  pain's  surcease. 
Remembering  you  is  all  I  need  for  peace. 

— Helen  Frazee-Bower 

LATE  LOVE 

Oh,  you  were  long  in  coming;  you  were  long 
In  beckoning  my  heart  into  your  life; 
The  autumn  came,  the  lark  had  sung  his  songj 

And  I  was  still  alone — then  like  a  knife 

You  cut  my  grief  away  with  shining  blade; 
I  scarce  belreved  that  you  had  come  at  last 

And  then  recalled  the  promise  I  had  made 

To  my  own  self — "The  time  has  come  and  passed," 

I  told  my  heart,  "It  is  too  late,  too  late."  i 
When  autumtv  comes  the  winter  is  not  far; 

But  you  were  there — you  simply  changed  the  dote, 
An(^  it  was  spring  again,  with  the  first  star. 
I  know  not  how  these  miracles  you  bring. 

But  on  that  day  my  autumn  turned  to  spring! 
Jane  Morrison 

DIVISION  AND  AUDITION 

You  broke  my  heart;  that  should  provide 

Your  ego  satisfaction. 

But  now  it  seems  you  need  beside 
An  audience  reaction.  . 

Does  guilty  conscience  prick  your  reel 
And  make  it  necessary 

For  you  to  feel  the  deed  is  blessed 
By  Tom  and  Dick  and  Horry? 

My  heart  is  smashed  and  there's  no  call 
For  you  and  me  to  doubt  it. 

So  darling,  must  you  hire  a  hall 
And  tell  the  world  about  it? 

Georgie  Storbuck  Galbrailh 

RADIO  RAPTURE 
Two   timid   little   spinsters, 

With  a   Cranford  type  of  mind. 
Are  conditioned  for  a  kindly  world. 

Both    gentle    and    refined. 

Yet,  though  not  anti-social, With   vicarious  delight. 

They    listen — on    the    average — 
To  three  murders,  every  night! — Allene  Gates 
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THE  BOORENDS 

TO  A  PRIVATE  SECRETARY 

You,  who  share  my  husband's  working  day, 
If  you  but  knew,  I  envy  you  each  one  .  .  . 
The  banter  you  exchange  .  .  .  the  irking  way 
He  leans  upon  you,  and  when  day  is  done 
Comes  home  and  tells  obout  your  new  hair  style, 

'  Oh,  so  becoming!  Or  your  chic  black  dress. 
And  I  must  beam  agreeably  the  while 

I'm  tempted,  .how  I'd  like  to.  .well,  .you  guess! 

But  after  dinner,  when  the  lights  are  low. 

And  I  am  in  his  arms,  with  love's  swift  fires. 
Your  charms  are  soon  forgotten,  that  I  know. 

And  once  again  I'm  all  that  he  requires. 
Then  always  I  suspect  he  used  your  name 
To  fan  my  love  into  a  brighter  flame. 

Dorothy  B.  Elfstrom 

WITHERING  HEIGHTS 
Little  girls  flout  you,  babies  squall, 
But  the  cerebral  stage  is  worst  of  all. 
Since  Daughter   has   come  of  college   age. 
The  searching  for  truth  and  beauty  stage, 

Hobnobbing  with   Plato's  philosophy. 
Drinking  in  knowledge  avidly. 
Daughter  is   intellectual — 
And  parents,  poor  things,  are  awfully  dull. 
Unenlightened  and  in  a  rut 

And  so  lethargic  about  what's  what. 
The  awkward  age  was  bad  enough, 
The  temper  tantrum  stage  was  tough. 
Little  girls  pout  and  babies  squall — 
But  the  cerebral  stage  is  worst  of  all! 

— May  Richstone 

BUT  IT  IS  AUTUMN  .NOW  .  ,  . 
It  seems  that  it  was  only  yesterday 
We  walked  along  these  curly  little  lanes. 
Gathering  as  we  went  our  lazy  way. 
Blackberries     from     late-bearing     crimson 

canes; 

The    luscious    clusters    higher    than    your 

head — 
And  "big  as  sheep  dugs" — so  the  Farmer said. 
But  now,  beneath  our  feet,  the  bare  vines 

shine, 

Although    the    fruit-taste    lingers    on    the 
tongue: 

A  sun-hot  sweetness,  heady  as  old  wine 

When  April's  in  the  air  and  love  is  young. 
But  it  is  autumn  now  .  .  .  Turn  back  toward 

town: 

Upon  the  ominously  silent  air 
One  leaf  drifts  slowly  down.  .  .  . — Marion  Doyle 

DIET— OR  TRY  IT? 
Dessert  has  been  served  me  and  lasted. 

The  problem  has  got  to  be  faced. 

If  I  leave  it,  it's  gonna  be  wasted. 
If  I  eat  it,  it's  gonna  be  waisl. 

LoVerne  Wilton  Brown 

i :, 

RADIO  MIRROR  will  pay 
FIFTY  DOLLARS  each  month 

LINES  BEFORE  BEING  REASONABLE 
The  things  we  did,  the  things  we  said, 

Are  buried  deeper,  than  any  dead, 
Daily  my  mind,  my  will  concur, 

They   never  happened,  they  never  were. 
I  specify  the  date,  the  time, 

They  were  not  yours,  they  were  not  mine. 
Life  promises  no  other  bliss 

So  sweet  as  not  remembering  this 
Or  that  in  moonlight,  or  when  snow 

Marked  the  way  we  did  not  go. 
In  this  unreasonable  way  I  find 

Enough  of  peace  to  please  the  mind. 
And   love,   itself,    serene,   apart, 

Fingers  crossed  to  please  the  heart. 
— Gladys  McKee 

for  the  original  poem,  sent  in  by  a  reader,  se- 
lected by  Ted  Malone  as  the  best  of  thai 

month's  poems  submitted  by  readers.  Five  dol- 
lars will  be  paid  for  each  other  original  poem 

submitted  and  printed  on  the  Between  the 
Bookends  page  in  Radio  Mirror.  Address  your 
poetry  to  Ted  Malone,  Radio  Mirror,  205  East 
42nd  Street,  New  York  17,  N.  Y.  Poetry  sub- 

mitted should  be  limited  to  thirty  lines.  When 
postage  is  enclosed  every  effort  will  be  made 
to  return  unused  manuscripts.  This  is  not  a 
contest,  but  an  oflfer  to  purchase  poetry  for 
Radio  Mirror's  Between  the  Bookends  feature. 
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If  you  want  to  enjoy  your  own  Thanksgiving  dinner,  make  the  most  of  the  menu  given  here,  for  it 

provides  for  made-in-advanee  dishes,  and  it  also  has  an  eye  to   appetizing   use  for  those  leftovers! 

K4TE  SMITH 
RADIO  MIRROR 

FOOD   COWSELOR 

Listen  to  Kate  Smith's 
daily  talks  at  noon 
and  her  Sunday  night 
variety  show,  heard 
on    CBS,    6:30    EST. 

HALF  the  fun  of  a  Thanksgiving dinner  is  the  carefree  spirit,  in 
which  it  is  eaten,  and  much  more 

than  half  of  this  spirit  depends  on  a 
hostess  who  is  relaxed  and  serene 
when  she  greets  and  seats  her  guests. 
Perhaps  you  think  that  preparing  a 
traditional  holiday  dinner  and  re- 

taining a  feeling  of  serenity  just  can- 
not go  hand  in  hand.  But  there  is  one 

way  to  make  sure  that  they  do,  and 
that  is  to  get  all  the  preliminary 

preparations  out  of  the  way  the  pre- 
ceding day.  You  will  be  surprised  at 

how  much  can  be  accomplished  in 
advance  and  how  little  remains  to  be 
done  on  the  feast  day.  For  instance, 
a  typical  and  an  altogether  satisfying 
menu  might  be 

Celery,  radishes  and  olives 
Cream  of  asparagus  soup  with  croutons 

Roast  Stuffed  Turkey        Cranberry  Sauce 
Mashed    potatoes        Giblet   gravy 
Creamed  onions    String  beans  (or  peas) 
Escarolle  with  Roquefort  cheese  dressing 
Squash  pie       Coffee 

This  sounds  like  an  extensive 
menu  for  one  person  to  hsindle,  but 
much  of  the  heavy  work — and  in 
consequence  much  of  the  tedious 
washing  up — can  be  done  in  advance. 
First,  bake  your  pie. 

Squash  Pie 

1  box  quick-frozen  cooked  squash,  thawed 
%  cup  light  brown  sugar,  firmly  packed 
1  tsp.  cinnamon 
%  tsp.  ginger 
V2  tsp.  nutmeg 
3,4  tsp.  salt 
2  eggs,  slightly  beaten 

IV2  cups  milk 
Pastry 

Combine  thawed  squash  with  re- 
maining ingredients.  Line  pie  shell 

with  vmcooked  pastry.  FUl  with 

squash  mixture.  Bake  in  425-degree 
oven  until  done,  that  is  when  mix- 

ture has  puffed  completely  across  top 
(about  1  hour).  While  pie  is  baking 
cut  and  bake  pastry  turkeys  to  be 
used  as  gsirnish. 
With  your  pie  safely  out  of  the 

way  you  can  turn  to  other  main 
preparations.  Clean,  stuff  and  truss 
the  turkey  and  store  in  refrigerator 
ready  to  be  popped  into  the  oven. 
Cook  giblets  until  tender,  chop  and 
store  in  the  liquid  in  which  they  were 
cooked;  keep  cool  until  needed  to 
make  gravy.  Cook  small  white  onions 
until  tender;  make  white  sauce;  store 
separately  in  refrigerator  until  half 
cm  hour  before  serving  time  when 
they  can  be  combined  and  heated  to- 

gether in  the  top  of  a  double  boiler. 
Wash  celery,  radishes  and  escarolle 
and  store  in  refrigerator.  Make 
Roquefort  cheese  dressing.  Make 
cranberry  sauce.  With  this  much 
done  in  advance  the  only  items  for 

complete  preparation  on  Thanks- 
giving  day  are  soup — easy  if  you  uses 
the  canned  soup  and  for  croutons  the "  I 
packaged  bite -size  dry  cereal;  po- 

tatoes, string  beans  or  peas — quick- 
frozen  ones  will  save  extra  effort — 
and  coffee. 

Much  as  we  enjoy  our  Thanksgiv- 
ing dinner,  most  of  us  feel  that  there 

can  be  too  much  of  a  good  thing.  We 
rebel  slightly  at  eating  leftovers  for 
the  next  few  days.  If  you  face  a  left- 

over rebellion,  here  are  recipes  to 
help  you  quell  it.  (Confd  on  page  109) 
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INSIDE  RADIO  -Telling  You  About  Programs  ond^^^^l^^ 

K 

t- 

Easte rn  Sta 

w lA 8:30  CBS: 
al O 8:30 ABC: 

9:00 MBS: 
8:00 9:00 ABC: 

8:15 9:15 CBS: 
C:15 8:15 9:15 NBC: 
6:30 8:30 9:30 NBC: 

9:30 MBS: 

8:45 9:45 CBS: 
7:00 9:00 10:00 CBS: 
7.-00 9:00 10:00 ABC: 
7:00 9:00 10:00 NBC: 

10:00 MBS: 

7:30 9:30 10:30 CBS: 
7:30 9:30 10:30 ABC: 
7:30 10:30 NBC: 
8:30 9:30 10:30 MBS: 
8:00 10:00 11:00 NBC: 

11:00 MBS: 
S:05 10:05 11:05 CBS: 

11:15 MBS: 
8:30 10:30 11:30 ABC: 
8:30 10:30 11:30 CBS: 

11:30 MBS: 

10:45 11:45 NBC: 

12:00 MBS: 
9:00 11:00 12:00 CBS: 
9:30 11:30 12:30 NBC: • 12:30 MBS: 

12:30 ABC: 

1:00 MBS: 
1:00 ABC: 

|ie:00 12:00 1:00 CBS: 
1 1:15 NBC: 

12:15 1:15 ABC: 
1:15 MBS: 

10:15 12:30 1:30 CBS: 
tO:30 
10:30 

12:30 1:30 ABC: 
12:30 1:30 NBC: 

1:30 MBS: 
1:45 MBS: 

11:00 2:00 NBC: 
11:00 1:00 2:00 MBS: 
7:00 2:00 ABC: 

2:00 CBS: 
2:30 NBC: 

11:15 2:30 ABC: 

r 2:45 MBS: 
1 

3:00 ABC: 
3:00 MBS: 

12:00 2:05 3:00 CBS: 

!l2:00 2:00 3:00 NBC: 
12:15 3:15 ABC: « 3:30 ABC: 
12:30 2:30 3:30 NBC: 

3:30 MBS: 
11:45 3:45 ABC: 
,  1:00 3:00 4:00 NBC: 
7:30 3:00 4:00 ABC: 

4:00 MBS: 
4:30 NBC: 

1:30 3:30 4:30 CBS: 
12:30 4:30 ABC: 

4:30 MBS: 
2:00 5:00 NBC: 
2:00 4:00 5:00 CBS: 
1:00 5:00 ABC: 

5:00 MBS: 
2:30 4:30 5:30 MBS: 
1:30 5:30 ABC: 

12:45 4:45 5:45 CBS: 
3:00 5:00 6:00 CBS: 

'■  2:00 5:00 6:00 ABC: 
6:00 MBS: 

1  3:00 5:00 6:00 NBC: 
6:30 MBS: 

i 6:30 ABC: 

6:30 NBC: 

6:30 CBS: 7:00 ABC: , - 7:00 MBS: 
:  4:00 6:00 7:00 NBC: 

;  9:00 
7:00 CBS: 
7:30 MBS: 

8:30 6:30 7:30 ABC: 
4:30 6:30 7:30 NBC: 
8:30 8:30 7:30 CBS: 

I  5:00 7:00 8:00 NBC: 
1 8:00 MBS: 
>  4:00 8:00 ABC: 

8:00 CBS: 
1 8:30 MBS: 

8:00 7:00 8:30 CBS: 
'    5:30 7:30 8:30 NBC: 

5:55 7:55 8:55 CBS: 
6:00 8:00 9:00 CBS: 
5:00 8:00 9:00 MBS: 
5:00 8:00 9:00 ABC: 
6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC 

,    5:15 8:15 9:15 ABC: 
8:30 8:30 9:30 CBS: 

9:30 MBS. 
8:30 8:30 9:30 NBC 

5:30 8:30 9:30 ABC: 
9:45 MBS 
9:45 ABC: 

1    7:00 9:00 10:00 CBS: 
I    6:00 9:00 10:00 ABC: 
;    7:00 9:00 10:00 NBC 

10:00 MBS 
i    7:3C 9:30 10:30 NBC 

9:30 10:30 CBS: 
10:30 MBS 

1  10:30 
10:30 11:00 CBS: 
11:30 11:30 NBC 

ScUlcC^4^ 
Eastern  Standard  Time 

Carolina  Caiiing 
Earl  Wilde,  pianist 

Young  People's  Church White  Rabbit  Line 

Renfro  Valley  Folks 
Story  to  Order 
Words  and  Music 
Voice  of  Prophecy 
Choir  Practice 
Church  of  the  Air 
Message  of  Israel 
National  Radio  Pulpit 
Radio  Bible  Class 
Church  of  the  Air 
Sou  therna  ires 
Circle  Arrow  Show 
Tone  Tapestries 
Eternal  Light 
Voice  of  Prophecy 
Wings  Over  Jordan 
Pauline  Alport 
Hour  of  Faith 
Salt  Lake  City  Tabernacle 

Choir 
Reviewing  Stand 

Solitaire  Time,  Warde  Dono- 
van 

Pilgrim  Hour 
Invitation  to  Learning 

Today's  Concert Lutheran  Hour 
String  Orchestra 
George  Carson  Putnam 
Cliff  Edwards 
People's  Platform 
America  United 
Leo  Durocher 
ilka  Chase 
Time  for  Reason 

Sammy  Kaye's  Orchestra 
Chicago  Round  Table 
Singing  Sweethearts 
Jimmy  Farrell 

Frank  Black,  Robert  Merrill 
Private  Showing 
Warriors  of  Peace 
Assignment  Home 
Harvest  of  Stars,  James 

Melton 
National  Vespers 
What  the  Veteran   Wants  to 
Know 

Danger,  Dr.  Danfleld 
Open  House 
New  York  Philharmonic 
Symphony 

Carmen  Cavallaro 
Cadets'  Quartet 
A  Present  From  Hollywood 
One  Man's  Family 
Vera  Holly,  songs 
Samuel  Pettingill 
The  National  l4our 
Stump  the  Authors 
Mysterious  Traveller 
Lucky  Stars 
Hour  of  Charm 
Right  Down  Your  Alley 
True  Detective  Mysteries 
NBC  Symphony 
The  Family  Hour 
Darts  for  Dough 
Under  Arrest 
The  Abbott  Mysteries 
David  Harding,  Counterspy 
William  L.  Shirer 
Adventure  of  Oxzie  & 

Harriet 
Phil  Davis 
Those  Websters 
Catholic  Hour 
Nick  Carter 
Eugenie  Baird 
Bob  Burns 
Kate  Smith  Sings 
Drew  Pearson 
Let's  Go  to  the  Opera 
Jack  Benny 
Gene  Autry 
Star  Show 
The  Quiz  Kids 
Fitch  Bandwagon 
Blondie 
Edgar  Bergen,  Charlie McCarthy 
Mediation  Board 
Ford  Hour 
Adventures  of  Sam  Spade 
Special  Investigator 
Crime  Doctor 
Fred  Allen 
Ned  Calmer 
Meet  Corliss  Archer 
Exploring  the  Unknown 
Walter  Winchell 
Manhattan  Merry-Go-Round 
Louella  Parson's  Show 
Texaco   Star   Theater,   James 

Melton 
Double  or  Nothing 
American  Album  of  Familiar 

Music 
Jimmie  Fidler 
Dorothy  Thompson 
Policewoman,  drama 
Take  It  or  Leave  It 
Mystery  Hour 
Don  Ameche  Variety  Show 
Mystery  Is  My  Hobby 
Meet  Me  at  Parky's We  the  People 
Serenade  for  Strings 
Bill  Costello 
Pacific  Story 

HAN      TO      WATCH 

In  the  radio  world  there  may  be  special 
niches  reserved  for  performers  with  an  in- 

feriority complex,  but  such  a  cubbyhole  will 
certainly  never  be  set  aside  for  Todd  Rus- 

sell, M.C.  of  the  long-run  MBS  quiz  series, 
Double  or  Nothing    (Sundays,  9:30   EST). 

Russell,  who  takes  undisguised  delight  in 
being  a  one-man  conversation  piece  in  front 
of  any  audience,  appears  incapable  of  en- 

tertaining even  a  fleeting  thought  of  per- 
sonal failure  in  any  enterprise.  Which  must 

be  an  extremely  happy  way  to  go  through 
life.  It  is  not  recorded  that  his  wails  as  an 

infant  were  any  more  self-assured  than 
those  of  the  average  baby,  but  he  is  known 
to  have  startled  his  teacher  one  day  at  the 
age  of  eleven  with  the  information  that  he 
was  going  to  be  absent  from  school  that 
afternoon,  because  he  was  going  down  to  a 
music  contest  to  win  a  medal  for  playing 
the  piano.  The  teacher  may  have  been 
surprised  when  he  actually  did  win  the 

medal — but  not  Todd.    He's  just  that  way. 
Now  that  he's  reached  the  highest  peak 

in  his  radio  career  so  far,  the  fifteen  dollars 
a  week  he  earned  for  his  first  announcing 
job  has  been  multiplied  many  times.  Todd 
is  seriously  thinking  of  becoming  a  concert 
singer,  being  possessed  of  a  rich  baritone 
voice  which  he  trains  with  the  aid  of  two 

singing  lessons  a  week.  He's  six  feet  one, 
weighs  226,  has  a  round,  beaming  face,  is 
32  years  old  and  his  short-clipped  hair  is 
streaked  with  gray. 

He's  been  the  possessor  of  several  names, 
being  christened  Thomas  Joyce  Smith  in 
Manchester,  England,  where  he  was  born. 
From  a  high  school  play  he  adopted  the 
name  Todd  and,  as  Todd  Smith  started  his 
professional  career  by  playing  the  piano  in 
dance  orchestras  around  Hamilton,  Ontario, 
his  family  having  moved  to  Canada  a  few 
years  before. 

Inexplicably,  except  perhaps  to  keep  his 
piano  playing  self  distinct  from  his  an- 

nouncer personality,  he  changed  his  name 
to  Toby  Clark  for  his  first  announcing  job. 

But  that  didn't  seem  dignified  enough  when 
a  Toronto  station  hired  him  as  a  staff  an- 

nouncer. That  was  when  he  picked  Todd 

Russell  as  being  just  right.  He's  made  that 
name  legal  now. 
From  Canada,  Russell  migrated  to  the 

United  States,  after  he'd  made  a  study  of 
the  American  style  of  "selling  soap"  to  radio 
audiences  and  was  paged  for  the  announc- 

ing job  on  three  leading  afternoon  dramatic 

programs. 
Todd  married  his  schoolday  sweetheart  in 

1938.  The  two  of  them  are  rabid  collectors 
of  recordings  made  by  famous  singers  of 
other  days.  Still  keeping  a  concert  career 
in  mind,  Russell  is  learning  French,  Italian 
and  German  by  means  of  a  record  machine. 
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ABC:  Breakfast  Club 
NBC:  Honeymoon  in  New  York 
CBS:  This  Is  New  York 
MBS:  Shady  Valley  Folks 
CBS:  Joe  Powers  of  Oakvllle 
ABC:  My  True  Story 
NBC:  Lone  Journey 
MBS:  Once  Over  Lightly 
NBC:  Lora  Lawton 
MBS:  Faith  In  Our  Time 
CBS:  Evelyn  Winters 
ABC:  Hymns  of  All  Churches 
NBC:  Road  of  Life 
MBS:  Bobby  Norris 
ABC:  Club  Time 
CBS:  Bachelor's  Children 
NBC:  Joyce  Jordan 
MBS:  Jackie  Hill 
ABC:  Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast NBC:  Fred  Waring  Show 
CBS:  Arthur  Godfrey 
MBS:  Tell  Your  Neighbor 
CBS:  Time  to  Remember 
ABC:  Gilbert  Martyn 
NBC:  Barry  Cameron 
MBS:  Lorenzo  Fuller 
CBS:  Rosemary 
ABC:  Ted  Malone 
MBS:  Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
NBC:  David  Harum 
ABC:  Glamour  Manor 
CBS:  Kate  Smith  Speaks 
CBS:  Aunt  Jenny 
MBS:  Morton  Downey  i 
CBS:  Romance  of  Helen  Trent    I 
ABC:  At  Your  Request 
MBS:  This  Is  Your  Country 
CBS:  Our  Gal  Sunday 

NBC:  Maggi's  Private  Wire MBS:  Naval  Academy  Band 
MBS:  News  for  Women 
CBS:  Big  Sister 
MBS:  Luncheon  With  Lopez 
CBS:  Ma  Perkins 
CBS:  Young  Dr.  Malone 
MBS:  John  J.  Anthony 
CBS:  Road  of  Lite 
NBC:  The  Guiding  Light 
CBS:  The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
ABC:  Ethel  &  Albert 
NBC:  Today's  Children 
CBS:  Perry  Mason 
MBS:  Smile  Time 
NBC:  Woman  In  White 
ABC:  Bride  and  Groom 
MBS:  Queen  for  a  Day 
CBS:  Time  to  Remember 
NBC:  Masquerade 
ABC:  Ai  Pearce  Show 
CBS:  Cinderella,  Inc. 
NBC:  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
MBS:  True  Confessions 
NBC:  Ma  Perkins 
MBS:  Judy  Lang,  Songs 
ABC:  Ladies  Be  Seated 
CBS:  Winner  Take  All 
NBC:  Pepper  Young's  Family 
MBS:  Lady  Be  Beautiful 
NBC:  Right  to  Happiness 
ABC:  Jack  Berch 
CBS:  House  Party 
MBS:  Erskine  Johnson's  Hollywood 
NBC:  Backstage  Wife 
ABC:  Jean  Colbert 
NBC:  Stella  Dallas 
MBS:  Johnson  Family 
ABC:  Meet  Me  in  Manhattan 
CBS:  Give  and  Take 
NBC:  Lorenzo  Jones 
MBS:  Mutual's  Melody  Hour 
ABC:  Hop  Harrigan 
NBC:  Young  Widder  Brown 
CBS:  Feature  Story 
ABC:  Terry  and  the  Pirates 
NBC:  When  a  Girl  Marries 
MBS:  Adventures  of  the  Sea  Houn4 
NBC:  Portia  Faces  Life 
ABC:  Sky  King 
MBS:  Superman 

CBS:  Woman's  Club MBS:  Captain  Midnight 
ABC:  Jack  Armstrong 
NBC:  Just  Plain  Bill 
NBC:  Front  Page  Fatrell 
ABC:  Tennessee  Jed 
CBS:  Sparrow  and  the  Hawli 
MBS:  Tom  Mix 
NBC:  Sketches  in  Melodies 
CBS:  in  My  Opinion 
CBS:  Skyline  Roof,  Gordon  Macra* 
ABC:  Cal  Tinney 
CBS;  Mystery  of  the  Week 
NBC:  Chesterfield  Club 
CBS:  Jack  Smith 
CBS:  Bob  Hawk  Show 
ABC:  The  Lone  Ranger 
NBC:  Cavalcade  of  America 
CBS:  Inner  Sanctum 
ABC:  Lum  &  Abner 
MBS:  Bulldog  Drummond 
ABC:  Ed  Sullivan's  Pipeline ABC:  Fat  Man  Detective  Series 
CBS:  Fighting  Senator 
NBC:  Voice  of  Firestone 
MBS:  Case  Book  of  Gregory  Hood 
ABC:  I  Deal  in  Crime 
NBC:  The  Telephone  Hour 
CBS:  Lux  Radio  Theatre 
MBS:  Real  Stories 
NBC:  Benny  Goodman 
MBS:  Spotlight  Bands 
ABC:  Paul  Whiteman's  Orchestra 
ABC:  Harry  Wismer,  Sports 
CBS:  Screen  Guild  Players 
NBC:  Contented  Program 
MBS:  Tommy  Dorsey's  Play  Shop 
ABC:  Question  for  America 
MBS:  Jon  Gart  Trio 
CBS:  Tonight  on  Broadway 
NBC:  Dr.  i.  Q. 
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Breakfast  Club 
Honeymoon  in  New  York 
This  is  New  Yoric 
Sliady  Valley  Folks 
Daytime  Classics 
Joe  Powers  of  Oakville 
My  True  Story 
Alan  Scott 
Lone  Journey 
Lora  Lawton 
Faith  in  Our  Time 
Evelyn  Winters 
Hymns  of  All  Churches 
Road  of  Life 
Bobby  Norris 
The  Listening  Post 
Joyce  Jordan 
Jackie  Hill 
Fred  Waring  Show 
Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast 
Arthur  Godfrey 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Gilbert  Martyn 
Time  to  Remember 
Barry  Cameron 
Bill  Harrington 
Rosemary 
Galen  Drake 
David  Harum 
Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
Glamour  Manor 
Kate  Smith  Speaks 
Morton  Downey 
Aunt  Jenny 
Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
At  Your  Request 
Command  Band 
Our  Gal  Sunday 
Maggi's  Private  Wire News  For  Women 
Big  Sister 
U.  S.  Navy  Band 
Ma  Perkins 
Luncheon  with  Lopez 
Young  Dr.  Malone 
Smile  Time 
Road  of  Life 
John  J.  Anthony 
The  Guiding  Light 
John  B.  Kennedy,  News 
The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
Ethel  &  Albert 
Smile  Time 
Today's  Children 
Perry  Mason 
Woman  in  White 
Bride  and  Groom 
Queen  for  a  Day 
Time  to  Remember 
Masquerade 
Cinderella,  Inc. 
Al  Pearce  Show 
Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
Surprise  Party 
Ma  Perkins 

Pepper  Young's  Family 
Lady  Be  Beautiful 
Winner  Take  All 
Ladies  Be  Seated 
Right  to  Happiness 
Jack  Berch 
House  Party 
Backstage  Wife 
Erskine  Johnson's  Hollywood 
Stella  Dallas 
The  Johnson  Family 
Jean  Colbert 
Lorenzo  Jones 
Give  and  Take 
Meet  Me  In  Manhattan 
Mutual  Melody  Hour 
Hop  Harrigan 
Young  Widder  Brown 
Terry  and  the  Pirates 
When  a  Girl  Marries 
Adventures  of  the  Sea  Hound 
Portia  Faces  Life 
Sky  King 
Superman 
Jack  Armstrong 
Just  Plain  Bill 
Captain  Midnight 
Tennessee  Jed 
Front  Page  Farrell 
Sparrow  and  the  Hawk 
Tom  Mix 
Jose  Bethancourt,  Marimba 
Frontiers  of  Science 
Skyline  Roof.  Gorden  Macrae 
Chesterfield  Supper  Club 
Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
Korn  Kobblers 
American  Melody  Hour 
Songs  by  Warde  Donovan 
Big  Town 
Lum  'n'  Abner 
Margaret  Whiting,  Jerry 

Gray,  Tune  Toppers 
Nick  Carter 
Inside  Sports 
Sammy  Kaye 
A  Date  With  Judy 
Mel  Blanc  Show 
Adventures  of  the  Falcon 
Bill  Henry 
Society  of  Amateur  Chefs 
Amos  'n'  Andy Vox  Pop 
Real  Stories 
Doctor  Talks  It  Over 
Fibber  McGee  &  Molly 
American  Forum  of  the  Air 
Hollywood  Players 
Harry  Wismer 
Concert  Time 
Bob  Hope 
Talent  Scouts 
Open  Hearing 
Dance  Orchestra 
Red  Skelton 
Frontiers  of  Science 
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DICTION      EXPERT 

When  you  hear  the  ̂ erfect  diction  and 

liquid  smooth  voice  of  Paul  Barnes  narrat- 

ing The  Esquire  Sports  Review  (Wednes- 
days, 10:30  P.M.,  CST,  ABC)  it  is  no 

accident.  Paul  spent  years  studying  to 
achieve  that  perfection  of  speech  and  is  at 
the  moment  head  of  the  radio  speech  de- 

partment of  the  Radio  Institute  of  Chicago, 
as  well  as  one  of  the  busiest  actor-narrators 
in  the  Windy  City. 

Paul's  start  in  radio  is  perhaps  one  of  the 
strangest  on  record.  While  a  sophomore  in 
high  school,  Paul  was  making  a  tour  of 
radio  studios.  When  he  walked  into  station 
WAAF,  a  director  pushed  a  script  at  him. 
Before  he  knew  what  was  happening,  he 
found  himself  standing  in  front  of  a  mike, 
reading  the  part  of  a  60-year-old  German. 

In  1939,  after  being  graduated,  Paul  was 
ready  for  a  serious  radio  career.  But  this 
time  it  wasn't  so  easy.  In  fact,  he  found 
directors  inaccessible  and  auditions  hard  to 
get.  Being  an  amateur  poet,  Paul  hit  on  the 
novel  idea  of  sending  humorous  poems  to 
twenty  prominent  directors,  asking  for  an 
audition.  Not  only  did  he  get  two  replies — 
also  in  verse — but  fifteen  auditions,  out  of 
which  came  his  first  steady  job,  playing  the 

part  of  Jack  Felzer  in  NBC's  The  Guiding Light. 
That  part  ran  until  1941.  Just  at  the  time 

it  was  over,  Paul's  family  moved  to  Pitts- 
burgh. Paul  had  been  angling  around  and 

wangled  an  offer  of  an  announcing  and 
newscasting  job  on  Station  KQV  there,  so 
Paul  went  along  with  his  family.  He  was 
with  KQV  for  two  and  a  half  years,  until 
1943,  when  he  returned  to  Chicago  as  a 
staff  announcer  on  Station  WJJD. 

Plain  announcing  proved  too  dull  for 
Paul,  however,  and  he  went  after  acting 

jobs,  too.  Last  year  you  heard  him  narrat- 
ing the  ABC  Coronet  Front  Page,  and  play- 
ing innumerable  characters  on  shows  like 

NBC's  Doctors  At  Home,  WGN's  Human 
Adventure  and  CBS's  The  Whistler. 

Paul  is  27  years  old,  an  even  six  feet  tall 
and  weighs  175  pounds.  He  has  brown  hair 
and  hazel  eyes.  In  1941,  he  married  Emeline 
Lewis,  and  is  the  proud  papa  of  year-old 
Richard  Allen.  Incidentally,  Mrs.  Barnes 

is  a  lady  with  a  sense  of  humor.  On  Father's 
Day,  she  presented  Paul,  who  has  one  of  the 
smallest  and  neatest  mustaches  in  town, 
with  a  huge  pink  and  gold  mustache  cup. 

One  of  Paul's  many  duties  at  the  Radio 
Institute  is  teaching  classes  of  ex-GI's  voice, 
diction,  foreign  pronunciation  and  mike 
technique.  His  schedule  is  pretty  full,  but 
he  wouldn't  miss  these  classes  for  anything. 
He  likes  teaching  the  GI's  because  they're 
very  anxious  to  learn.  Besides,  he  thinks 
they  should  get  all  the  help  that  can  be 

given  them  to  get  a  break  in  radio,  if  that's- what  they  want. 

Paul's  pretty  much  a  natural  for  his  Es- 
quire Sports  Review  assignment.  He  is  a 

not-bad-hand  at  every  outdoor  sport,  his 
favorite    being    sailing. 
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I  ABC:  Breakfast  Club 
I  NBC:  Honeymoon  in  New  York 
;  CBS:  This  Is  New  York 
MBS:  Shady  Valley  Folk 

I  NBC:  Daytime  Classics 
I  CBS:  Joe  Powers  of  Oakville 
I  ABC:  My  True  Story 
I  NBC:  Lone  Journey 
I  MBS:  Once  Over  Lightly 
•  NBC:  Lora  Lawton 
>  MBS:  Faith  in  Our  Time 
NBC:  Road  of  Life 

I  CBS:  Evelyn  Winters 
I  MBS:  Bobby  Norris 

CBS:  Bachelor's  Children 
;  ABC:  The  Listening  Post 
'  NBC:  Joyce  Jordan 
MBS:  Jackie  Hill 

i  CBS:  Arthur  Godfrey 
I  ABC:  Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast 
I  NBC:  Fred  Waring  Show 
;  MBS:  Tell  Your  Neighbor 
I  ABC:  Gilbert  Martyn 
NBC:  Barry  Cameron 
MBS:  Bill  Harrington 

I  CBS:  Time  to  Remember 

>  CBS:  Rosemary 
NBC:  David  Harum 

:  MBS:  Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
I  ABC:  Glamour  Manor 

I  CBS:  Kate  Smith  Speaks 
i  CBS:  Aunt  Jenny 
•  MBS:  Morton  Downey 
I  CBS:  Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
I  ABC:  At  Your  Request 
I  MBS:  U.  S.  Navy  Band 
;  CBS:  Our  Gal  Sunday 
;  NBC:  Maggi's  Private  Wire 
;  MBS:  U.  S.  Navy  Band 
I  CBS:  Big  Sister 
I  MBS:  News  for  Women 
;  CBS:  Ma  Perkins 
;  MBS:  Luncheon  with  Lopez 
I  CBS:  Young  Dr.  Malone 
i  MBS:  John  J.  Anthony 
;  CBS:  Road  of  Life 

NBC:  The  Guiding  Light 
I  CBS:  The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
ABC:  Ethel  &  Albert 

;  NBC:  Today's  Children 
;  CBS:  Perry  Mason 
;  MBS:  Smile  Time 

I  ABC:  Bride  and  Groom 
I  NBC:  Woman  in  White 
I  MBS:  Queen  for  a  Day 
t  CBS:  Time  to  Remember 
;  NBC:  Masquerade 
I  ABC:  Al  Pearce  Show 
I  NBC:  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
I  MBS:  Surprise  Party 
I  CBS:  Cinderella,  Inc. 
i  NBC:  Ma  Perkins 
I  NBC:  Pepper  Young's  Family 
I  ABC:  Ladies,  Be  Seated 
I  MBS:  Lady  Be  Beautiful 
I  CBS:  Winner  Takes  All 
:  NBC:  Right  to  Happiness 
I  ABC:  Jack  Berch 
I  CBS:  House  Party 
I  NBC:  Backstage  Wife 
I  MBS:  Erskine  Johnson  in  Hollywood 
:  NBC:  Stella  Dallas 
MBS:  Johnson  Family 

;  ABC:  Jean  Colbert 
I  CBS:  Give  and  Take 
I  ABC:  Meet  Me  In  Manhattan 
:  MBS:  Mutual  Melody  Hour 
I  NBC:  Lorenzo  Jones 
;  ABC:  Hop  Harrigan 
;  NBC:  Young  Widder  Brown 
I  ABC:  Terry  and  the  Pirates 
I  NBC:  When  a  Girl  Marries 
I  MBS:  Adventures  of  the  Sea  Hound 
;  NBC:  Portia  Faces  Life 
;  ABC:  Sky  King 
MBS:  Superman 
ABC:  Jack  Armstrong 
MBS:  Captain  Midnight 
NBC:  Just  Plain  Bill 

)  ABC:  Tennessee  Jed 
NBC:  Front  Page  Farrell 

I  CBS:  Sparrow  and  the  Hawk 
MBS:  Tom  Mix 

I  CBS:  In  My  Opinion 
NBC:  Serenade  to  America 

I  CBS:  Skyline  Roof,  Gordon  Macrae 
I  NBC:  Clem  McCarthy 
I  NBC:  Chesterfield  Supper  Club 
;  CBS:  Jack  Smith 
MBS:  Korn  Kobblers 

I  CBS:  Mr.  Keen 
I  ABC:  Professor  Quiz 
I  NBC:  Dennis  Day 
I  ABC:  Lum  'n'  Abner 
I  CBS:  Suspense 
I  NBC:  Aldrich  Family 
MBS:  Elaine  Carrington  Playhouse 

I  ABC:  America's  Town  Meeting I  NBC:  Burns  and  Allen 
MBS:  Vic  and  Sade 

I  CBS:  F.B.i.  in  Peace  and  War 
;  CBS:  Bill  Henry 
I  CBS:  Dick  Haymes 
MBS:  Gabriel  Heatter 
NBC:  Eddie  Duchin,  Edward  Everett 

Horton 
MBS:  Real  Stories 
CBS:  Crime  Photographer 
ABC:  Take  It  From  There 
CBS:  Hobby  Lobby 
MBS:  By  Papular  Demand 
NBC:  Jack  Haley  with  Eve  Arden 
MBS:  California  Melodies 
NBC:  Abbott  and  Costello 
ABC:  Ralph  Norman's  Orchestra NBC:  Eddie  Cantor 
MBS:  Dance  Orchestra 
CBS:  Phone  Again  Finnegan 

SHE'S     A     DIFFERENT     GIRL,     NOW 

Wars  always  bring  many  changes  in  their 
wake.  This  one  wrought  one  change  that 

can  be  placed  fairly  low  down  on  the  impor- 
tant-to-the-world  scale.  But  it  was  very 
important  indeed  to  one  young  lady.  It  was 
the  war  that  made  Betty  Barclay  switch 
from  her  plans  and  studies  to  become  a 
concert  singer,  to  warbling  popular  tunes. 

Betty  is  the  blonde  lovely  who's  vocalizing 
with  Sammy  Kaye  these  days,  aired  on  So 
You  Want  To  Lead  A  Band,  and  on  Simday 
Serenade.  Betty  is  also  the  young  lady  who 

zoomed  to  fame  with  her  recording  of  "I'm 

A  Big  Girl  Now." Betty  is  a  Georgia  girl,  born  in  Macon, 
March  12,  1924.  Until  the  war  came  along, 
Betty  lived  a  quiet  life,  going  to  school  at 
A.  L.  Miller  High  School  and,  after  classes, 
taking  singing  lessons  from  a  local  voice 
teacher.  Then,  into  this  peaceful  existence 
burst  Pearl  Harbor  and,  like  everyone  else, 
Betty  felt  the  need  to  do  something  for  the 
war  effort.  There  was  a  crying  need  for 

entertainment  for  the  GI's  training  in 
Southern  camps,  but  Betty  was  wise  enough 

to  know  that  they  weren't  likely  to  swoon 
in  the  aisles  over  any  fancy,  classical  vocal- 

izing.    So  she  switched  to  popular  songs. 
Shortly  after  she  began  her  Army  stints, 

she  was  called  to  New  Orleans  for  a  fill-in 
date  with  Al  Donohue  and  his  orchestra. 
She  stayed  for  three  weeks,  then  headed  for 
Cincinnati,  where  she  checked  in  for  a  year 
as  a  singing  student  with  Grace  Paine,  the 

well-known  voice  teacher.  After  her  year's 
study,  Betty  moved  on  to  Detroit,  where 
she  auditioned  for  Station  WWJ  and 
promptly  got  her  first  radio  job. 

But  Detroit  didn't  keep  her  long.  Nine 
months  later,  Betty  headed  for  New  York. 
She  had  been  in  Manhattan  for  exactly  six 
weeks  when  she  heard  that  Sammy  Kaye 
was  looking  for  a  new  vocalist.  She  got  in 

touch  with  Kaye  and  sang  for  him — and 
got  the  job,  at  once.  She  didn't  really 
attract  a  great  deal  of  attention  until  she 
sang  "I'm  A  Big  Girl  Now,"  however. 
Once  that  number  came  along,  she  was 

all  set.  The  record  sales  are  phenomenal. 
Betty  also  set  another  kind  of  record  with 
it.  When  the  Kaye  orch  played  the  fa- 

mous Palladium  in  Hollywood,  she  sang 
the  song,  of  course,  and,  for  the  first  time 
in  Palladium  history  a  number  had  to  be 
repeated  because  of  encore  demands  from 
the  audience. 

While  the  band  was  on  the  Coast,  Betty 

got  several  bids  from  major  studios  to  ap- 
pear in  musical  films,  offers  that  have  been 

tabled  for  the  time  being  because  of  radio 
and  recording  commitments.  But  there 
will  probably  come  a  time.  .  .  .  Also,  word 
came  to  us  through  the  underground  that 
rumor  was  rife  concerning  a  heady  romance 
with  a  popular  juvenile  movie  star,  who 
shall  remain  nameless,  because  Betty  re- 

fuses to  discuss  it.  Probably  there  will  come 
a  time  for  that,  as  well! 
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2:45 1:45 2:45 2:00 3:00 
3:00 

2:00 3:00 

3:00 2:15 
3:15 

"2:30 

3:30 
3:30 

2:30 
3:30 
3:30 

2:45 
3:45 
4:00 

3:00 

4:00 
4:00 

3:00 4:00 

4:15 

4:15 
3:15 

4:15 4:30 
4:30 

4:45 
3:45 

4:45 
4:00 5:00 4:00 5:00 

5:00 
4:15 

5:15 

4:15 5:15 
5:15 
5:30 

5:30 5:30 
4:30 

5:30 4:45 
5:45 
5:45 
5:45 

5:45 

6:00 5:15 

6:15 
5:30 6:30 

6:40 

6:00 
7:00 
7:15 6:30 
7:30 

7:00 

8:00 
7:00 

8:00 

8:00 
8:00 

8:15 

7:30 
8:30 

9:30 

8:30 
8:30 
8:30 

7:55 
8:55 

8:00 

9:00 
8:00 9:00 

9:15 
8:30 9:30 8:30 

9:30 8:30 

9:30 
9:30 

8:55 

9:55 

10:00 10:00 
9:00 

10:00 9:00 10:00 

10:30 
9:30 

10:30 

*P%cdcief 

Eastern  Standard  Time 

ABC:  Breakfast  Club 

NBC:  Honeymoon  in  New  York 
CBS:  This  is  New  York 
MBS:  Shady  Valley  Folks 

NBC:  Daytime  Classics 
CBS:  Joe  Powers  of  Oakville 
ABC:  My  True  Story 
NBC:  Lone  Journey 
MBS:  Once  Over  Lightly 
NBC:  Lora  Lawton 
MBS:  Faith  in  Our  Time 
CBS:  Evelyn  Winters 
ABC:  Betty  Crocker 
NBC:  Road  of  Life 
MBS:  Bobby  Norris 

CBS:  Bachelor's  Children 
NBC:  Joyce  Jordan 
ABC:  The  Listening  Post 
MBS:  The  Jackie  Hill  Show 

ABC:  Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast CBS:  Arthur  Godfrey 
NBC:  Fred  Waring  Show 
MBS:  Tell  Your  Neighbor 
ABC:  Gilbert  Martyn 
CBS:  Time  to  Remember 
NBC:  Barry  Cameron 
MBS:  Lorenzo  Fuller  Sings 
CBS:  Rosemary 
ABC:  Ted  Malone 
NBC:  David  Harum 
MBS:  Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
ABC:  Glamour  Manor 
CBS:  Kate  Smith  Speaks 
CBS:  Aunt  Jenny 
MBS:  Morton  Downey 

CBS:  Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
ABC:  At  Your  Request 
MBS:  Division  Diary 

NBC:  Maggi's  Private  Wire CBS:  Our  Gal  Sunday 
MBS:  Division  Diary 

CBS:  Big  Sister 
MBS:  News  for  Women 
CBS:  Ma  Perkins 
MBS:  Luncheon  with  Lopez 

CBS:  Young  Dr.  Malone 

CBS:  Road  of  Lite 
MBS:  John  J.  Anthony 

NBC:  The  Guiding  Light 
ABC:  John  B.  Kennedy,  news 
CBS:  The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
ABC:  Ethel  &  Albert 
CBS:  Perry  Mason 
MBS:  Smile  Time 
ABC:  Bride  and  Groom 
NBC:  Woman  in  White 
MBS:  Queen  for  a  Day 
CBS:  Time  to  Remember 
NBC:  Masquerade 
ABC:  Al  Pearce  Show 
CBS:  Cinderella,  Inc. 
NBC:  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
MBS:  True  Confessions NB'C:  Ma  Perkins 

CBS:  Winner  Takes  All 
ABC:  Ladies,  Be  Seated 
NBC:  Pepper  Young's  Family 
MBS:  Lady  Be  Beautiful 
NBC:  Right  to  Happiness 

ABC:  Jack  Berch 
CBS:  House  Party 
MBS:  Erskine  Johnson 
NBC:  Backstage  Wife 
MBS:  Johnson  Family 
ABC:  Something  for  the  Girls 
NBC:  Stella  Dallas 
CBS:  Give  and  Take 
NBC:  Lorenzo  Jones 

MBS:  Mutual  Melody  Hour 
NBC:  Young  Widder  Brown 
ABC:  Terry  and  the  Pirates 
NBC:  When  a  Girl  Marries 
MBS:  Adventures  of  the  Sea  Hound 
NBC:  Portia  Faces  Life ABC:  Sky  King 

MBS:  Superman 
MBS:  Captain  Midnight 
ABC:  Jack  Armstrong 
NBC:  Just  Plain  Bill 
NBC:  Front  Page  Farrell 
CBS:  Sparrow  and  the  Hawk 
ABC:  Tennessee  Jed 
MBS:  Tom  Mix 
ABC:  Kiernan's  News  Corner 
CBS:  Report  From  Washington 
CBS:  Skyline  Roof,  Gordon  Macrae 
NBC:  Clem  McCarthy 
NBC:  Chesterfield  Supper  Club 
CBS:  Jack  Smith 
ABC:  The  Lone  Ranger 
CBS:  Baby  Snooks 
NBC:  Highways  In  Melody 

Paul  Lavalle 
MBS:  Passport  to  Romance 
ABC:  The  Adventures  of  Sam  Spade 
MBS:  Inside  of  Sports 
NBC:  Alan  Young;Show 
CBS:  Adventures  of  Thin  Man 
MBS:  Voice  in  the  Night 
ABC:  This  is  Your  F.B.I. 
CBS:  Bill  Henry 
ABC:  Break  the  Bank 
NBC:  People  Are  Funny 
MBS:  Real  Stories 
ABC:  The  Sheriff 
MBS:  Spotlight  Bands 
NBC:  Waltz  Time 
CBS:  Durante  and  Moore 
ABC:  Harry  Wismer,  sports 
ABC:  Boxing  Bouts 
MBS:  Spotlight  on  America 
NBC:  Molle  Mystery  Theater 
CBS:  It  Pays  to  Be  Ignorant 
MBS:  Meet  the  Press 
CBS:  Maisie 
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8:15 

6:15 

6:15 

9:00 
11:30 

11:00 

3:30 

4:30 

8:05 

9:00 

9:30 
10:00 
9:30 
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6:30 

10:00 

10:30 
10:00 

|J     Eastern  Standard  Time 

11:00 

11:15 

11:30 
11:30 
11:30 

12:00 
12:00 
12:00 

12:30 
12:30 

3:15 

4:15 

2:45 
3:45 

4:00 

3:00 

9:30 

4:30 

8:00 

8:00 

9:00 
6:00 
9:00 

6:30 

5:30 

6:45 

7:00 

7:30 

5:15 

5:30 

5:45 

6:00 

6:30 

4:30 

8:00 
8:00 

9:00 

9:3C 

15CBS: 
15  NBC: 

30  CBS: 
30  ABC: 

CBS: 

ABC: 

CBS: 

CBS: 
NBC: 

Phil  Cook 
Richard  Leibert,  Organist 

Missus  Goes  A-Shopping 
Musical  Novelty  Group 

Margaret  Arlen 

Wake  Up  and  Smile 

The  Garden  Gate 

Carolina  Calling 
NBC  String  Trio 

NBC:    A  Miss  and  a  Male 

ABC:  Buddy  Weed.  Trio 
00  CBS:  Give  and  Take 
00  MBS:  Albert  Warner 
00  NBC:  Percolator  Party 

MBS:  Rainbow  House 
CBS:  Mary  Lee  Taylor 
NBC:  Adventures  of  Archie  Andrews 
ABC:  Junior  Junction 

ABC:  Harry  Kogen's  Orchestra 
NBC:  Teentimers  Club 

CBS:  Let's  Pretend 

ABC:  Tell  Me,  Doctor 
MBS:  Vacation  Symphonies 

ABC:  Johnny  Thompson 
CBS:  Give  and  Take 
NBC:  Home   Is   What   You    Make  It 

ABC:     Adele  Clark,  songs 

CBS: 
MBS: 

Theater  of  Today 
Vacation  Symphonies 

NBC:    Consumer  Time 

30  CBS:  Stars  Over  Hollywood 
30  ABC;  American  Farmer 
30  NBC:  Smiling  Ed  McConnell 
30  MBS:  Luncheon  With  Lopez 

00  NBC:  National  Farm  &  Home  Hour 
00  CBS:  Grand  Central  Station 
00  ABC:  To  Live  in  Peace 
00  MBS:  Checkerboard  Jamboree 

30  ABC:  Hank  O'Amico's  Orchestra 
30  CBS:  County  Fair 

NBC:  The  Veteran's  AidJ 

ABC:     Football  Game 

NBC: 
MBS: 

Your  Host  Is  Buffalo 
Johnny  Pineapple 

CBS:     Adventures  in  Science 

CBS:     Of  Men  and  Books 
NBC:    The  Baxters 
MBS:    Palmer  House  Concert 

Orchestra 

2:45  NBC:  Stories  by  Olmstead 

3:00  MBS:  George  Sterney's  Orchestra 
3:00  CBS:  Assignment  Home 
3:00  NBC:  Saturday  Showcase 

3:30  MBS:  George  Barry's  Orchestra 

3:45 

4:00 
4:00 

5:00 
5:00 
5:00 

8:30 
8:30 
8:30 
8:30 

8:55 

9:00 
9:00 
9:00 
9:00 

9:30 
9:30 
9:30 

9:45 

10:00 
10:00 

10:30 
10:30 

CBS:     Cross  Section  AFL 

NBC: 
MBS: 

Doctors  at  Home 

Herb  Field's  Orchestra 

MBS:    Opportunity  U.  S.  A. 

CBS: 
ABC: 
MBS: 

Matinee  at  Meadowbrook 
Saturday  Concert 
Sports  Parade 

MBS:  George  Towne's  Orchestra 

ABC:  Jimmy  Blair 
CBS:  Columbia  Workshop 
MBS:  Lorenzo  Fuller 

ABC:  Harry  Wismer,  sports 
MBS:  Benny  Stong's  Orchestra 
CBS:  American  Portrait 

ABC:  Labor,  U.  S.  A. 
NBC:  Religion  in  the  News 

NBC:  Our  Foreign  Policy 
MBS:  Hawaii  Calls 
ABC:  It's  Your  Business 
CBS:  Sweeney  and  Marsh 

ABC:  Correspondents  Abroad 

ABC: 
NBC: 
CBS: 

Green  Hornet 
Curtain  Time,  drama 
Tony  Martin 

MBS:  Crime  Doesn't  Pay 

MBS:  20  Questions 
ABC:  Dark  Venture 
CBS:  Hollywood  Star  Time 
NBC:  Life  of  Riley 

ABC:  Famous  Jury  Trials 
MBS:  Juvenile  Jury 
NBC:  Truth  or  Consequences 
CBS:  Mayor  of  the  Town 

CBS:  Ned  Calmer 

MBS:  Leave  It  to  the  Girls 
CBS:  Your  Hit  Parade 
NBC:  Roy  Rogers 
ABC:  Gang  Busters 

NBC:  Can  You  Top  This? 
MBS:  Jonathan  Trimble,  Esq. 
ABC:  Detect  and  Collect 

CBS:  Saturday  Night  Serenade 

MBS:  Theater  of  the  Air 
NBC:  Judy  Canova 

NBC:  Grand  Old  Opry 
ABC:  Hayloft  Hoedown 

Television's  First 

Lady,  Helen  Par- 
rish,  holds  her  title 
by  virtue  of  being 

the  M.C.  of  tele- 

vision's first  regu- 
lar sponsored  show. 

HELEN  PARRISH,  an  attractive brunette  with  a  friendly  smile,  is 
the  First  Lady  of  Television,  but 

she  can  remember  the  day  when  she 

was  always  somebody's  mean  sister — in  the  films.  Helen,  who  enjoys  the 
unique  honor  of  being  the  first  M.C.  on 
the  first  regularly  scheduled,  full-hour, 
sponsored  television  show,  was  once 
typed  as  the  nasty  sister  of  Deanna 
Durbin,  Ann  Sheridan  and  other  screen 
beauties.  Naturally  she  always  lost  the 
hero  to  her  better-natured  sisters. 

As  M.C,  Helen  is  the-  only  regular 
performer  on  the  Hoxirglass  television 
show  heard  Thursday  evenings  at  8:00 
P.M.  (EST)  on  NBC.  Each  week  a  dif- 

ferent group  of  entertainers — actors, 
singers,  dancers,  comedians  and  others 
— present  a  variety  of  specialty  acts  on 
the  program. 

The  winsome  Helen  had  hardly  be- 
gun to  walk  before  she  was  a  screen  ac- 

tress, and  her  experience  as  a  child  and 
teen-age  performer  gave  her  the  acting 
background  for  a  future  career  in  tele- 

vision. Her  family  moved  from  Colum- 
bus, Georgia,  to  California  when  she 

was  a  baby  and  she  appeared  in  her 
first  motion  picture,  "When  Babe  Comes 
Home,"  with  Babe  Ruth  when  she  was 
two  years  old.  Three  years  later  she 
signed  a  screen  contract  with  Fox  Fol- 

lies. As  a  child  motion  picture  actress 
she  played  in  several  films,  including 
"Cimarron"  and  "A  Dog  of  Flanders." 

Later  Helen  played  supporting  roles 
in  several  musical  comedies  and  plays 
about  teen-agers.  Under  contract  to 
Universal  at  the  time,  she  was  in  the 
same  studio  with  Deanna  Durbin  and 
played  with  her  and  Nan  Grey  in 
"Three  Smart  Girls  Grow  Up."  Today 
she  laughs  about  those  days. 

"I  always  played  somebody's  mean 
sister,"  she  reminisces.  "I  was  Deanna's 
sister  in  'Mad  About  Music'  and  'First 
Love.'  I  was  Ann  Sheridan's  sister  in 
'Winter  Carnival'  and  Joan  Crawford's 
sister  in  'They  All  Kissed  the  Bride.' 
But   always   I   was    a    screen   meanie." 

A  few  pictures  such  as  "In  Old  Cali- 
fornia," in  which  she  played  with  John 

Wayne,  gave  Helen  a  chance  to  get 
away  from  her  bad  girl  roles.  But 
eventually  the  long  stream  of  musicals 
and  youthful  love  stories  palled,  and 
she  came  to  New  York  in  1943.  Here 
began  the  series  of  events  that  helped 
her  graduate  from  mean-sister  parts 
to  the  distinction  of  being  "The  First 
Lady  of  Television."  In  New  York 
appearances  on  radio  and  television 
snows,  plus  a  personal  appearance  tour, 
kept  her  active. 
The  one-time  child  actress  got  another 

chance  to  be  mistress  of  ceremonies 
when  she  went  to  Alaska  on  a  USO 
tour  for  two  months.  There  she  directed 
an  all-GI  eight-piece  orchestra  and  put 
on  shows  for  U.  S.  servicemen.  The 
next  step  in  her  career  was  the  agree- 

ment to  appear  on  the  Hourglass  Show. 

Although  she  calls  television  "the 
closest  thing  to  motion  pictures,"  Helen believes  that  it  is  a  more  exacting 
medium  than  either  radio  or  screen 
because,  whereas  radio  actors  have 
scripts  to  help  them  and  screen  stars 

are  permitted  retakes  if  a  scene  doesn't 
go  perfectly  the  first  time,  television 
actors  have  no  such  aids.  They  must 
perform  perfectly  the  first  time,  with- 

out scripts. 
Helen  also  thinks  that  many  people 

believe  the  makeup  used  by  actors  for 
television  shows  is  thicker  and  more 
startling  than  makeup  used  by  stage 
and  screen  personalities. 
"Makeup  for  television  is  almost  ex- 

actly the  same  as  that  used  for  the 
stage,"  she  observes.  "One  difference is  that  television  actresses  cannot  use 
rouge;  it  photographs  black  on  the 
screen."  From  her  own  experiences, 
Helen  adds  that  television  actresses 
must  wear  either  print  or  pastel  frocks, 
as  both  black  and  white  photograph 
badly.  Prints  are  best,  she  says.  An- 

other forbidden  item  is  shoulder  pads 
as  they  photograph  large  and  make  the 
wearer  look  like  a  football  player.  This 
is  because  the  television  screen  is  con- 

vex and  magnifies  a  girl's  head  and shoulders  out  of  proportion  to  the  rest 
of  her  body. 



HER  RING—Tive 
star-bright  diamonds 
set  with  distinctive 

beauty  in  white  gold. 

She's  Lovely ! 
She  uses  Ponds ! 

Tue  JVsff  'Blvsh-Cleansing^  Marjorie  Carolin  uses 
for  her  smooth  complexion  will  give  your  skin 

  an  instant  clean-sweet  look 

  an  instant  softer,  silkier  feel 

  and  bring  up  a  charming  blush  of  color 

THIS  IS  HOW  TO  "BLUSH-CLEANSE"  your  face  just 
as  Marjorie  does. 

You  rouse  your  skin  by  pressing  a  face  cloth 
drenched  in  warm  water  against  your  face. 

You  "cream-cleanse"  while  your  skin  is  recep- 
tively moist  and  warm.  Spin  your  fingers  full  of 

snowy  Pond's  Cold  Cream  upward  in  circles,  as  if 
drawing  engagement  rings  over  your  face  and 

throat.  Pond's  demulcent  action  gently  loosens  dirt 
and  make-up  as  your  fingers  swirl.  Tissue  off. 

You  "cream-rinse"  with  a  second  thick  Pond's 

creaming.  Spin  25  little  Pond's  Cold  Cream  en- 
gagement rings  up  over  your  face.  Tissue  off. 

You  tingle  your  clean,  clean  face  with  a  good 
splash  of  cold  water.  Blot  dry. 

THAT'S  ALL!  .  .  ."And  my  face  feels  so  soft,  looks  smoother, 

glowier,  right  away,"  Marjorie  says. 

Every  night — give  your  face  the  complete  "Pond's 

Blush-Cleansing."  Every  morning — a  once-over  "Blush- 

Cleansing":  a  warm  splash,  quick  rings  with  Pond's, 
tissue  off,  then  a  cold  splash.  Dip  your  fingers  deep  in 

a  big  jar  of  Pond's  night  and  morning — every  day. 

Charming  Long  Islander,  Marjorie  Carolin  is  the  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 

William  V.  Carolin,  and  a  great-granddaughter  of  the  famous  surgeon 

Valentine  Mott.  She  is  engaged  to  Lieutenant  Richard  Russell  Gait  of  the 

Army  Air  Corps.  Another  Pond's  bride-to-be,  Marjorie's  exquisite  complexion 
has  a  warm  translucency — perfect  with  the  pearls  she  loves  to  wear. 

Diamonds  and  Pond's!  These  9  diamonds,  valued  at  $20,000, 

are  destined  for  some  of  America's  loveliest  engaged  girls. 

<Zy  uwe  mid  S/^^2<2^  ?2<^^  ̂ :z^cuj^-C.^6xi'?zam<7,   ^t 

AMONG   THE   BEAUTIFUL    WOMEN 

OF  SOCIETY  WHO    USE  POND'S 

The  Marchioness  of  Carisbrooke 

Mrs.  Lawrence  W.  Earle  Mrs.  Robert  Bacon  Whitney 

The  Duchess  de  Richelieu        Mrs.  Charles  Morgan,  Jr. 

The  Lady  Victoria  Montagu-Douglas-Scott 

Gladys,  Countess  of  Winchilsea  Mrs.  Ernest  L.  Biddle 
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Want  extra  comfort. 

Ease  of  use,  too? 

Ask  for  Meds-Slender^ 

Made  just  for  you! 

Internal  protection  in  a  new  extra 

easy-to-use  size,  with  regular  absorb- 

ency — ^that's  Meds-Slender!  Cheering 
news,  for  they  offer  security,  comfort 
and  convenience  of  a  kind  you  never 
dreamed  possible.  Free  you  from 
pins,  belts  and  pads;  from  chafing 
and  embarrassing  bulges.  Give  you  a 
new  outlook  on  life! 

If  you  need  super  absorbency, 
choose  Meds-De  Luxe  — already  so 
popular  with  so  many  women.  Both 

sizes  have  these  Meds'  advantages: 

•  ""SAFETY-WELL"  for  added  protectioa 
•  COTTON  for  soft  comfort 

•  APPLICATORS  for  daintiness 

IN   INDIVIDUAL  APPLICATORS 
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Meds 
DE  LUXE 

with  super 

absorbency 

Meds- SLENDER 

with  regular 
absorbency 

Note  special  design  of  AAeds  applicators.  Firm, 
smooth,    easy    to    use,    completely    disposable. 

Home  for  Thanksgiving 
{Coniinuedi,  from  page  37) 

something,  but  she  won't  say  what  it 
is.  Maybe  I  ought  to  go  in  for  psy- 

chiatry!" "I  don't  think  she's  been  a  widow 

very  long,"  I  suggested,  "maybe  she's 
still  grieving  for  her  husband." 

He  shook  his  head.  "It's  more  than 
just  grief.  It's  an  active  exhausting 
worry  about  something.  And  I  don't 
think  she's  going  to  get  any  better 
until  we  find  out  what  it  is!"  He 
smiled  at  me  tiredly  and  went  back 
to  his  office. 

Well,  we  found  out  what  it  was,  a 
lot  more  quickly  than  we  expected  to 
— at  least  I  did.  But  by  then  I  was 
sworn  to  secrecy  and  it  was  a  long 
time  before  Dr.  Carvell  knew. 

It  happened  about  a  month  after 
her  second  visit  to  the  office.  She 
came  in  one  day  while  Dr.  Carvell  was 
out  on  a  call.  I  told  her  he'd  be  out 
for  some  time,  but  that  she  could  wait 
if  she  liked.  So  she  settled  into  a 
chair  in  the  waiting  room  and  just  sat 
there,  looking  white  and  depleted.  I 
glanced  at  her  from  time  to  time,  and 
then  noticed  with  alarm  that  she  was 
beginning  to  lose  consciousness. 

HURRIEDLY  I  got  up,  went  over  to  her 
and,  grasping  her  shoulders,  gently 

pushed  her  head  forward  and  down 
so  that  it  was  on  a  level  with  her 
knees,  allowing  the  blood  to  circulate 
more  freely  to  the  brain.  After  a  min- 

ute or  so  of  this,  she  recovered  enough 
so  that  I  could  get  her  up  and  lead  her 
to  an  ante-room  where  there  was  a  cot. 
I  had  her  lie  down  on  the  cot  and 
brought  her  a  glass  of  water  with  a 
little  spirits  of  ammonia  mixed  in  it. 
She  drank  it  docilely  and  then  lay  back 
and  let  me  cover  her  with  a  light 
blanket,  watching  every  move  I  made. 
I  sat  down  beside  the  cot,  and  told 
her  to  relax  and  rest  for  a  few  min- 

utes until  Dr.  Carvell  came. 
Her  eyes  were  still  fixed  on  my 

face,  and  her  mouth  worked  as  though 
she  were  trying  to  say  something. 
Finally  the  words  came  out — jerkily 
at  first,  and  then  faster. 

"Mrs.  Wayne,"  she  began,  "I've  got 

to  talk  to  you." "Certainly,  if  you  like,"  I  told  her, 
"but  it  would  be  better  if  you'd  just 
lie  quietly  until  the  doctor  gets  here." 

"I  know,"  she  said,  "but  I  can't  wait 
any  longer  .  .  .  I've  got  to  tell  someone 
.  .  .  and  you've  been  so  kind  and  gentle. 
I'll  feel  better  if  you'll  let  me  talk  to 

you." 

"Why,  of  course,  Mrs.  Tyler.  What 

is   it?" 

She  looked  away  from  me  for  a 
moment.  "In  the  first  place,"  she  said 
slowly,  "my  name  isn't  Mrs.  Tyler — 
it's  Mrs.  Mallory." 

I  tried  not  to  show  my  astonishment, 
and  merely  nodded  my  head  as  though 
there  were  nothing  at  all  unusual  about 
that. 
"My  husband — Timothy, — my  hus- 

band .  .  .  He's  not  dead.  He's  in  the 
State  Penitentiary."  She  covered  her 
face  with  her  hands,  but  soon  took 
them  away  and  went  on  as  though  it 
were  a  matter  of  life  or  death  to  say 
the  words.  "He's  been  there  for  two 
years.      They    sentenced    him   to    ten." She  looked  directly  at  me  again. 
"Ten  years,  Mrs.  Wayne — in  the  State 

Penitentiary." I  didn't  know  what  to  say.  What 
words  can  you  use?     So  I  reached  for 

her  hand  and  just  held  it  tightly.  And 
she  went  on,  her  hand  clinging  to  mine. 
"They  said  he  took  money  that  didn't 
belong  to  him.  They  said  he'd  been doing  it  for  years.  They  said  they  had 
proof.  But  he  didn't  do  it.  I  know  he 
didn't.  Timothy  could  never  do  a  dis- 

honest thing.  He  was  the  best  man  who 
ever  lived.  But  they  had  proof.  And 
they  sent  him  to  the  Penitentiary — for 

ten  years." 
She  began  to  sob,  then,  and  the  big 

tortured  tears  rushed  down  her  cheeks. 
Still  holding  my  hand,  her  head  strain- 

ing from  one  side  of  the  pillow  to  the 
other,  she  gave  herself  up  to  her  grief 
and  worry.  And  I  let  her  cry,  knowing 
that  sometimes  women's  tears  can  be 
the  greatest  healer  of  all.  Further- 

more, this  was  probably  the  first  time 
she  had  really  allowed  herself  to  break 
down.  It  would  do  her  good,  I  thought, 
as  I  waited  for  the  storm  to  pass. 

It  did  pass,  eventually,  and  I  gently 
withdrew  my  hand  from  hers  and  got 
her  another  glass  of  water.  She  smiled 
exhaustedly  and  said  in  a  low  voice, 
"I'm  sorry,  Mrs.  Wayne.  But  thank 

you  so  much." 
"I'm  glad  you  told  me,"  I  said,  sitting 

down  next  to  her  again.  "Probably  it 
was  not  telling  anybody  that  was  mak- 

ing you  so  ill.  I  think  you'll  feel  bet- 
ter from  now  on." "I  think  so,  too,"  she  said  eagerly, 

and  a  touch  of  color  seemed  to  come 

back  to  her  cheeks.  "What  I  really 
needed  was  a  friend,  and  I  feel  some- 

how that  you're  my  friend.  Oh,  Mrs. 
Wayne,  I  hope  I'm  not  being  pre- sumptuous! I  know  I  should  bear  my 
own  burdens  and  not  trouble  others 

with  them,  but  it  just  didn't  seem  as 
though  I  could  go  on  any  longer!" 

"You  did  the  right  thing,"  I  told  her 
gently,  "and  now,  as  a  friend,  why 
don't  you  tell  me  what  your  plans 
are?  Maybe  I  can  help  you  work  them 

out." 

"I  DON'T  have  many,"  she  said  slowly. 
I  "I'll  wait  for  Timothy — ^forever,  if 

necessary.  And  I  have  a  job,  so  I  can 
support  the  children.  The  children 
.  .  .  that's  the  hardest  part,  Mrs.  Waynel 
What  can  I  tell  them  about  Timothy? 
It's  all  right  now.  Nobody  knows  who 
we  are  here,  and  the  children  are  too 
young  to  understand  anyway.  But 

some  day,  somehow,  they're  going  to find  out.  And  what  will  they  think 
then?  How  will  they  be  able  to  hold 
their  heads  up — ^with  their  father  a 
convicted  criminal  in  the  Peniten- 

tiary?" Her  hands  went  to  her  face 
again  in  a  fumbling  hopeless  gesture. 

I  didn't  quite  know  myself  what 
would  happen  when  they  foimd  out, 
but  I  had  to  say  something — and  quickly 
— before  the  dark  despair  that  had 
momentarily  lifted  from  her  swept  over 
the  tired  little  woman  again. 

"Look,  Mrs.  Tyler,"  I  said  firmly,  and 
I  saw  a  quick  gleam  of  thankfulness 
light  up  her  eyes  at  my  use  of  her 
assumed  name,  "you  are  quite  sure 
your  husband  is  innocent,  aren't  you?" She   nodded,    watching   me   intently. 

"Well,  if  he's  innocent,  there's  nothing 
to  be  ashamed  of,  is  there?  And  even 
if  his  innocence  is  never  proved  to  the 
rest  of  the  world,  at  least  you  are  siure 
of  it — and  the  children  will  be,  too, 
when  it's  time  for  them  to  know.  I 
think  you're  worrying  about  some- thing that  is  likely  (.Cont.  on  page  58) 
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•  Offers  you  wide  choice  of  gorgeous  Royledge 

patterns— fresh,  gay  colors. 

•  Gives  you  exclusive  Royledge  double-edge— 
looks  better,  lasts  longer. 

•  Re-decorates  shelves  in  a  jiffy— simply  lay  Royledge 
on  shelf,  and  fold, 

•  Costs  less  than  a  penny  a  day  if  you  wish  to 

re-Royledge  your  kitchen  every  month. 

Ask  for  ROYLEDGE  at  5-and-lO's,  neighborhood, 
department  stores. 

7V^i|lecl^e SHELVING 

(Cont.  from  page  56)  never  to  happen.  I 
think  your  children  will  always  be  able 
to  hold  their  heads  as  high  as  anyone 

else." 

She  bit  her  lip  and  then  her  face 
slowly  relaxed  and  a  faint  peaceful 
smile  turned  up  the  corners  of  her 
mouth.  "Do  you  really  think  it  will 
be  all  right  for  them,  then?"  she  asked. 

"You'll  have  to  believe  it,"  I  told  her. 
"Otherwise  you're  not  going  to  have  a 
moment's  peace  for  the  rest  of  your 
life.  And  now,  about  the  rest  of  your 

plans.  You  don't  want  anyone  else  to 
know  about  this,  do  you?  At  least  not 
while   the   children   are   growing  up?" 

"That's  right,"  she  said,  "I  don't 
want  people  pitying  me  or  looking  down 

on  me  or  gossiping  about  me.  That's 
why  I  changed  my  name.  For  the 
children's  sake — not  mine.  I  don't 
care  much  about  what  happens  to  me 

any  more." 
"You've  got  to  care,"  I  said,  "for 

everybody's  sake.  And  because  of  that, 
you're  going  to  have  to  change  a  little 
bit.  You've  been  keeping  to  yourself 
too  much.  In  a  small  town  you  can't 
do  that  if  you  don't  want  people  to 
wonder  about  you.  You're  going  to 
have  to  go  out  more — meet  people — 
make  friends — live  a  more  normal  life." 

1WENT  on  in  that  same  vein  for  a 
while  longer  and  gradually  she  began 

to  agree  that  I  was  right.  By  the  time 
Dr.  Carvell  arrived,  the  color  had  come 
back  to  her  face  and  there  was  a  look 
of  piirposefulness  about  her  eyes.  I 
explained  to  him  that  she  had  felt  a 
little  faint,  so  I  had  had  her  lie  down 
while  she  was  waiting  for  him.  He 
patted  my  shoulder  and  said  I  was  a 

good  girl.  Dear  Dr.  Carvell!  I  don't 
think  he'll  ever  get  used  to  the  idea 
that  I'm  really  a  grown  woman! 

But  after  I  was  back  at  my  desk  in 
the  outer  office  and  Mrs.  Tyler  had 
gone  home,  he  came  out  and  looked 
at  me  queerly.  "She  seems  much  bet- 

ter today,"  he  said  with-  a  puzzled 
frown,  "in  spite  of  the  fainting  spell. 
What  did  you  two  talk  about  anyway?" 

I  smiled.  "Just  woman  talk,"  I  said lightly. 

He  shook  his  head  slowly.  "Women!" he  said  with  some  exasperation,  and 
went  back  into  his  own  office. 

That  night  at  dinner  I  asked  Neddie 
if  he  remembered  ever  hearing  any-, 
thing  about  a  Timothy  Mallory  case 

about  two  years  ago  in  New  York.  He- looked  a  little  startled,  and  said  yes. 
It  had  been  in  all  the  New  York  papers. 
Embezzlement,  he  said.  One  of  those 
cases  that  had  dragged  on  for  weeks, 
with  Mallory  finally  being  convicted 
on  the  reluctant  evidence  of  his  part- 

ner. But  why  was  I  interested?  I 
said,  in  as  offhand  a  manner  as  I  could 
manage,  that  somebody  had  spoken 

about  it  at  the  office  and  I'd  been  in- terested. Neddie  said  if  I  were  still 
interested,  I  could  probably  find  all  the 
facts  in  the  New  York  Times  of  two 

years  ago  in  the  library. 
The  next  day  at  noon  hour,  I  did  go 

over  to  the  library,  and  looked  up  the 
old  files  of  the  Times.  And  there  it 

was — the  whole  case — edition  after  edi- 
tion. I  read  as  much  as  I  could  that 

day  and  then  went  back  for  the  next 

three  days  until  I'd  gone  through  the 
whole  thing— from  beginning  to  end— - 
from  the  first  accusation  to  the  final 
sentence.  There  were  pictures  of 

Timothy  Mallory,  Timothy's  partner- Roy  Darby,  the  Prosecuting  Attorney, 
the  Lawyer  for  the  Defense,  and  even 
a  rather  blurred  one  of  Mary  Mallory 
—or  Mary  Tyler,    (Cant,  on  page  60) 
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BY  PRO-PHY-LAC-TIC 

styled  in  sparkling  JEWELITE  and 
other  lovely  plastics 

'Jjt'  There's  beauty  magic  in  the  daily  use 
^  of  a  Pro-phy -lac-tic  Brush  and  Comb — 
magic  that  leaves  your  hair  softer,  more  allur- 

ing. Jewelite  Brushes  by  Pro-phy-Iac-tic  are 

the  supreme  creation  of  America's  finest  brush 
craftsmen,  makers  of  the  famous  Pro-phy -lac- 

tic Tooth  Brush.  Your  Jewehte  Brush  has 

bristles  of  long,  resilient  Prolon  to  help  stimu- 
late your  scalp  and  bring  out  every  shining 

highlight  of  your  hair.  It's  the  aristocrat  of 
plastics!  And  to  give  your  hair  that  final  "just 
right"  touch,  use  a  Pro-phy-lac-tic  Plastic 
Comb,  available  in  many  graceful  styles  and 
sparkling  colors,  scientifically  designed  for 
perfect  combing.  For  the  sake  of  your  hair, 
remember . . .  Pro-phy-lac-tic.  No  other  name 
means  so  much  in  a  brush  or  a  comb. 

59 



1  MDOl  said... 

I  Dance  Tonite !' 

R 

M 

60 

SHE:  It  is  Tree  dancing  tonite! 
Carefree.  Comfortable.  And  to 

think  of  the  nites — and  days — 
I  wasted  because  I  didn't  try 
Midol  sooner !  Didn't  realize  that 
Midol  could  relieve  the  pain  and 
discomfort  I  accepted  as  in- 

evitable on  certain  days  each 
month! 

Millions  of  women  and  girls 
know  that  convenient,  easy-to- 
iake  Midol  tablets  can  bring 
quick  relief  from  the  cramp-like 
pain  of  menstruation,  and  its 
attendant  headache,  backache 

and  "depressed  feeling". 
Midol  was  developed  espe- 

cially to  meet  women's  particu- 
lar need  during  a  particular  time 

of  the  month.  Midol  is  not 
harmful,  not  habit-forming.  It 
contains,  besides  a  pain  reliev- 

ing agent  and  a  mild  stimulant, 
an  exclusive  ingredient  directly 
effective  against  the  cramp-like 
pains  many  women  experience 
during  menstruation.  Get  Midol 
tablets  at  any  drugstore. 

PERSONAL  SAMPLE-Inplainenvelope. 
Write  Dept.N-116,Room  HI  8, 

Ul  East  i2nd  St.,  New  York  17,  N.  Y. 

CRAMPS  .  MENSTRUAL  HEADACHE  .  "BLUES" 

(Cont.  from  page  58)   as  I  insisted  on 
calling  her,  even  in  my  own  mind. 
The  whole  thing  seemed  fairly  cut 

and  dried — the  only  odd  thing  being 
the  way  in  which  Roy  Darby  had  given 
the  final  evidence.  He  had  kept  it  for 
so  long  that  even  the  Prosecuting  At- 

torney questioned  him  closely  when  he 
finally  gave  it.  Perhaps  that  was  un- 

derstandable— the  two  men  had  been 

partners  for  a  long  time  and  he'd naturally  be  reluctant  to  pin  the  final 

damning  facts  on  Mallory.  But  he'd done  it,  and  Mallory  had  created  a 
tremendous  scene  in  court,  screaming 
that  it  was  a  lie  and  that  Darby  was 
scheming  against  him  to  get  the  firm 
for  himself.  They  had  had  to  take 
Mallory  out  of  the  room,  and  when  he 
finally  returned,  it  was  to  hear  his  own 
sentence  being  pronounced. 

POOR  Mary  Tyler,  I  thought,  there 
wasn't  much  in  the  facts  to  make  her 

so  sure  of  her  husband's  innocence. 
There  they  were  for  anyone  to  read — 
and  they  painted  Timothy  Mallory  in 
the  blackest  colors.  Still,  he  was  her 
husband  and  she  loved  him  and  be- 

lieved in  him.  You  had  to  admire  her 
faith  and  constancy.  And  I  knew  that 
I  was  on  her  side.  Crime  or  no  crime, 
penitentiary  or  no  penitentiary,  guilty 
husband  or  not,  she  was  a  brave  woman 
fighting  against  the  whole  world  for 
her  husband  and  her  children,  and  the 
least  I  could  do  was  stand  by  her  side 
in  friendship. 

I  got  a  little  angry  as  I  thought  about 
it.  Why  does  it  happen  so  often  that 
the  guiltless  are  dragged  down  with 
the  guilty?  Why  must  punishment 
be  visited  on  the  innocent?  Why 
should  Mary  Tyler  and  her  two  babies 
suffer  for  what  her  husband  did  or 
did  not  do?  I  confess  that  as  I  left 
the  library  that  day,  my  eyes  were 
probably  shooting  sparks  of  righteous 
indignation  and  my  shoulders  were 
stiff  with  wrath  as  I  vowed  that  I'd 
make  Glen  Falls  accept  Mary  Tyler 

if  I  never  did  another  thing.  I'm  sure that  I  stared  angrily  at  several  people 
on  the  street  who  were  no  more  guilty 
of  evil  deeds  or  wicked  thoughts  than 
Mary  Tyler  herself! 

But  I  needn't  have  gotten  so  upset 
about  it.  Mary  had  taken  my  advice 
to  heart  and  had  been  busy  making 
friends  and  getting  into  our  small- 

town swing  of  things.  I  began  to  see 
her  chatting  with  people  on  the  street, 
going  to  church  sedately  on  Sundays, 
taking  the  children  to  the  playground 
on  Saturday  afternoons.  Soon  she  was 
teaching  a  group  of  children  in  the 
Sunday  School  and  attending  Red 
Cross  meetings  and  Parent-Teacher  get- 
togethers.  When  we  met,  we  never 
mentioned  Timothy  or  the  incident  in 
the  office  that  day,  but  her  gratitude 
was  there  in  her  eyes  for  me  to  see. 
And  often,  on  my  way  home  from  the 
office,  I  would  stop  in  at  her  little  cot- 

tage for  a  cup  of  tea  before  going  on  to 
my  own  rather  empty  house. 

She  soon  stopped  having  to  see  Dr. 
Carvell.  He  often  spoke  of  her  re- 

markable recovery  and  looked  at  me 
keenly  as  though  he  were  trying  to 
discover  if  I  might  know  anything 
about  it,  but  I  blandly  minded  my  own 
business.  Mary  was  getting  along  all 
right,  and  that  was  enough  for  me. 
Except  for  a  few  times  when  the  old 
hopelessness  seemed  to  come  back. 
This  usually  happened  after  she  had 
made  the  trip  to  the  Penitentiary  to 
visit  Timothy. 

"I'm  afraid  of  what's  happening  to 
him,"   she   told  me   once   after  such  a 

visit,  "he's  getting  so  bitter  and  cyni- 
cal. He  doesn't  trust  anyone  any  more. 

He  thinks  the  whole  world  is  against 
him.  Sometimes  I  think  he  even  sus- 

pects me!" 

I  comforted  her  as  much  as  I  could 
and  tried  to  explain  that  it  was  inevita- 

ble that  he  should  have  such  moments 
of  bitterness  and  despair.  And  Mary 
would  straighten  her  shoulders  and 
stop  talking  about  it.  But  it  happened 
every  time  she  saw  him,  and  it  seemed 
to  me  that  it  was  getting  worse  rather 
than  better. 

I  don't  know  how  long  she'd  have 
been  able  to  keep  it  up,  if  what  finally 

happened  hadn't  happened.  Maybe  she 
could  have  gone  on  all  through  her  life 
fighting  her  brave  fight.  Maybe  not. 
I'm  glad  she  didn't  have  to  be  put  to 
that  test.  She'd  been  tested  enough  al- 
ready. 

Of  course,  the  night  I  heard  the  news 

report  on  the  radio,  I  wasn't  thinking 
about  any  of  those  things.  I  was  think- 

ing about  the  war,  and  when  it  would 
be  over  and  John  could  come  home 
again.  I  was  thinking  about  Hope  Mel- 

ton, with  whom  Neddie  was  spending 
most  of  his  time  these  days,  and  won- 

dering how  serious  it  was.  I  was  think- 
ing that  it  would  soon  be  Thanksgiving 

again,  and  that  it  wouldn't  be  much  of 
a  holiday  this  year.  Neddie  was  listen- 

ing to  the  radio  with  me,  and  it  was  at 
his  excited  comment  that  I  put  away 
my  thoughts  and  really  began  to  listen, 
too. 

"Roy  Darby!"  he  said.  "He's  mixed 
up  in  another  criminal  case.  He's  the partner  of  that  Timothy  Mallory  you 
asked  me  about  a  couple  of  months 
ago."  And  he  turned  up  the  volume  on the  radio  so  we  could  hear  more clearly. 

The  news  announcer  was  saying  that 
it  was  one  of  the  most  sensational  cases 

of  the  year.  Roy  Darby,  a  well-to-do 
business  man,  was  accused  of  six  or 
seven  different  crimes — ranging  from 
embezzlement  and  fraud  to  forgery  and  [ 
income  tax  evasion.  He  would  be  re- 

membered, the  announcer  went  on,  as 
having  had  a  large  part  in  the  Mallory 

case  two  years  back.  Evidently  Darby's financial  manipulations  had  been  going 
on  for  years,  and  had  all  come  to  light 

at  once.  It  was  almost  certain  that  he'd be  convicted  of  most  of  them  and  the 

sentences,  added  together,  said  the  an- 
nouncer with  almost  macabre  glee, 

would  probably  amount  to  well  over 
ninety  years.  In  the  light  of  this  new 
development,  the  Mallory  case  itself 
would  no  doubt  be  reviewed. 

NEDDIE  was  excited.  "What  do  you 
know  about  that?"  he  exclaimed.  "I'll bet  he  had  plenty  to  do  with  the  Mallory 

case,  too,  more  than  ever  came  out.  I 

remember  thinking  so  at  the  time." "The  announcer's  last  words  had 
stirred  me,  too.  "Do  you  suppose  he 
might  have  been  the  one  who  took  that 

money?    Instead  of  Timothy  Mallory?" 
"I  wouldn't  doubt  it  a  bit,"  said  Ned- 

die with  all  the  assurance  of  youth. 
"And  poor  Mallory — rotting  away  in  the 

Pen  for  the  last  two  years!  But  Darby'U 
probably  never  admit  it.  Not  that  it'd make  much  difference  one  way  or  an- 

other. With  the  sentence  he'll  get,  one 
more  conviction  wouldn't  mean  a  thing 
to  him!  He'll  never  get  out  of  prison, 

once  he  gets  in." Then,  with  a  fine  clarity  of  insight, 
I  knew  what  I  had  to  do.  It  might  not 

work,  but  for  Mary  Tyler's  sake  I  had to  try. 

"Neddie,"  I  said  abruptly,  "can  you 
drive    me    down    to    New    York    to- 
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morrow?"   My  voice  was  urgent. 
His  eyes  blinked.  "Well,  for  gosh 

sakes,  Ruth,   what  for?" 
"I  can't  tell  you  that  right  now,"  I 

said,  "but  it's  about  the  Mallory  case. 
I've  got  to  talk  to  Roy  Darby.  Really, 
Neddie,  I  can't  explain  more  than  that 
right  now,"  I  hastened  to  go  on,  as  I 
saw  the  growing  incredulity  and  con- 

cern on  his  face,  "I've  promised  not  to. 
But  I've  got  to  see  this  Darby  somehow. 
And  right  away." 

"Rutli,"  he  began,  and  there  was  al- 
most a  look  of  terror  in  his  face,  "you're 

not  mixed  up  in  this,  are  you?  You  can't 
be  .  .  ." 

"No.  Neddie,"  I  assured  him,  "it's  just 
that  I  know  someone  who  is.  And  may- 

be— just  maybe,  I  can  help  right  a 
pretty  terrible  wrong  that's  been  done. 
Will  you  drive  me  to  New  York?" 
"Why  of  course  I  will.  But  I  still 

don't  see.  .  .  ." 
"Don't  try  to  see,  Neddie.  Just  be 

patient.   I'll  tell  you  as  soon  as  I  can." 

SO  THE  next  morning  I  phoned  the 
office  and  told  Dr.  Carvell  I  had  to  be 

away  for  the  day,  and  within  an  hour 
Neddie  and  I  were  on  our  way  to  New 
York.  The  miles  ticked  off  steadily  and 
smoothly,  but  it  seemed  as  though  we 
would  never  get  there.  And  yet  when 
I  considered  what  I  was  about  to  do,  I 
almost  hoped  we  never  would  get  there. 
Cold  fear  seemed  to  lie  around  my  heart 
in  layers,  and  I  remember  thinking  that 
this  is  the  way  it  used  to  be  in  grade 
school  when  I  had  to  get  up  to  recite 
a  poem.  I  used  to  say  to  myself  then, 
and  I  found  myself  repeating  it  now: 
"You've  got  to  do  it — you've  got  to  do 
it — and  then  it'll  be  all  over.  But  before 
it's  over,  you've  got  to  do  it — you've 
got  to  do  it." We  chased  all  over  New  York  before 
I  finally  obtained  permission  to  see  Roy 
Darby,  but  at  last  a  policeman  was 
showing  me  into  a  waiting  room  and, 
almost  before  I'd  figured  out  what  I'd 
say  to  him,  Roy  Darby  was  led  in.  The 
policeman  said  I  could  stay  for  fifteen 
minutes,  and  went  out,  closing  the  door. 

I  sat  there  for  a  moment  and  just 
looked  at  the  man  who  was  facing  me. 
Darby  was  a  middle-aged  man,  power- 

fully built,  with  a  look  of  great  intelli- 
gence about  his  eyes,  which  was  almost 

nullified  by  a  looseness  at  the  corners 

of  his  mouth.  I'm  not  good  at  sizing  up 
people's  characters  just  by  the  looks  of their  faces,  but  it  seemed  to  me  that 
here  was  a  once  good  man  who  had 
been  completely  destroyed  by  his 
greedy  desires  and  selfish  life. 

He  stared  right  back  at  me,  with  a 
kind  of  irritated  tiredness.  "I  don't  be- 

lieve I  know  you,  Mrs.  Wayne,"  he  said finally. 

"I  know  you  don't,"  I  told  him,  still 
trying  to  find  a  way  to  begin.  "But 
Mary  Mallory  is  a  friend  of  mine." 

"Oh,  yes,"  he  said,  leaning  back  in  his 
chair,  his  eyes  taking  on  a  far-away 
expression,  "Mary  Mallory." 

"Mr.  Darby,"  I  began,  a  kind  of  des- 
perate urgency  forcing  the  words  out, 

"Mary  Mallory  is  living  in  my  home- 
town, clerking  in  a  book-store,  bring- 

ing up  the  children  as  decently  as  she 
can,  suffering  under  the  knowledge  that 
her  husband  is  spending  the  best  years 
of  his  life  in  the  Penitentiary." 
He  didn't  say  anything,  his  eyes  still 

fixed  on  that  far-off  point. 

"Timothy  Mallory,"  I  went  on,  "is 
gradually  losing  his  hold  on  reality.  He 
is  forgetting  that  he  was  ever  a  man 

with  a  man's  responsibilities  and  a 
man's  rights.  The  Penitentiary  is  doing something  to  him  that  neither  Mary,  his 
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children,  nor  society  will  ever  be  able 
to  remedy.  If  he  has  to  finish  out  his 
term  there,  he  is  doomed.  And  so  are 

his  wife  and  children." 
Darby  shrugged.  "So?"  he  asked,  and 

it  was  less  a  question  than  a  statement 
of  unalterable  and  accepted  fact. 

"Mr.  Darby,"  I  tried  to  keep  my  voice 
low  and  my  mind  on  the  simple  facts, 
"you  are  on  trial  for  a  number  of  crimes 
— so  many  that  if  you  are  convicted  of 
only  half  of  them,  your  life  in  the  out- 

side world  is  finished.  And,  according  to 
people  who  should  know,  there  seems 
to  be  no  question  but  that  you  will  be 

convicted." 
A  shudder  seemed  to  pass  over  his 

body.  Slowly  his  eyes  came  back  from 
nowhere  and  turned  to  me.  "Just  what 
are  you  getting  at,  Mrs.  Wayne?" 

"I  think  you  also  committed  the  crime 
for  which  Timothy  Mallory  was  sent  to 

the  Penitentiary." "You  have  an  active  mind,  Mrs. 
Wayne.  And — supposing  I  had  com- 

mitted that  crime  .  .  .?" 

"you  hold  the  fate  of  four  people  in 
I  your  hands,  Mr.  Darby.  A  man  who 

was  once  your  partner  and  closest 
friend,  his  wife  who  has  never  harmed 
you  in  any  way,  and  two  little  children 
who  aren't  even  aware  of  the  terrible 

thing  that  hovers  over  them." He  waited  for  me  to  go  on. 
"If  you  were  to  confess  that  first 

crime — the  one  for  which  Timothy  Mal- 
lory has  already  served  two  years — 

you  could  save  those  four  people.  Mr. 

Darby." 

"And  just  why  should  I  do  such  a 

thing?" 

"Because  it  wouldn't  make  any  dif- 
ference to  you — at  least  as  far  as  your 

case  is  concerned.  You'll  be  convicted 
anyway.  But  it  may  make  a  difference 
later  on,  when  you  think  back  on  your 
life  and  try  to  add  up  the  good  things 
and  the  bad  things.  I  should  think  it 
would  make  a  great  difference.  Besides, 
it's  true,  isn't  it?  You  did  do  it,  didn't 

you?" 

His  eyebrows  twitched  slightly. 
"You'd  make  quite  a  Prosecuting  At- 

torney, Mrs.  Wayne." "I'm  not  interested  in  getting  a  con- 
fession from  you,"  I  told  him  slowly. 

"I'd  like  to  see  justice  done,  of  course, 
but  I'm  really  concerned  about  a  tired 
haunted  little  woman  and  two  innocent 

children.  I  don't  care  about  your  debt 
to  society — you're  going  to  have  to  pay 
that  anyway.  But  I  think  that  in  your 
heart  you  know  that  you  also  have  a 

debt  to  decency  and  kindliness.  I  can't believe  that  you  or  anyone  else  is  all 

bad,  Mr.  Darby.  And  I'm  hoping  that 
you,  too,  will  realize  that  simple  fact 
before  it's  too  late."  f 
I  stopped  talking  then,  and  just 

waited.  I'd  said  as  much  as  I  could.  It 
was  up  to  him  now.  He  sat  there  for  a 
moment  without  moving  or  speaking. 
Then  the  corners  of  his  mouth  seemed 
to  grow  firm,  losing  their  customary 
slackness,  and  his  fine  eyes  looked 
straight  into  mine. 

"I'm  no  Galahad,  Mrs.  Wayne,"  he 
said,  "and  it's  not  difficiilt  for  me  to 
shrug  off  appeals  to  my  so-called  finer 
sensibilities.  But  you  seem  to  be  an 

intelligent  woman,  and  you've  hit  on the  one  fact  that  appeals  to  me  in  this 
whole  situation — that  is,  the  fact  that 
they've  really  got  the  goods  on  me  this 
time.  I  agree  with  you  there's  not  much 
doubt  that  I'll  be  convicted,  and  I  don't 
think  you're  far  wrong  about  the  extent 
of  my  sentence.  I'd  like  to  say  yes  to  what 
you're  asking  of  me  without  further  dis 
cussion.    But  I  find  that  I  must  make 
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one  proviso.  If,  at  the  trial  next  week, 
I  am  really  convicted  of  enough  crimes 
to  make  it  worth  while,  then — and  not 
until  then — I'll  confess  the  Mallory 
thing.   Will  that  suit  you?" I  could  feel  relief  sweeping  over  me 
in  great  floods.  My  hands  shook,  and  I 
kept  them  in  my  lap  to  conceal  their 
agitation.  But  I  managed  to  keep  my 
voice  under  control  as  I  said,  "Thank 
you,  Mr.  Darby.   That  will  be  perfect." 

He  smiled  ruefully.  "You  don't  seem to  have  much  doubt  of  the  outcome. 

Well,  perhaps  there  isn't  much.  One 
more  thing,  Mrs.  Wayne,  maybe  you 

don't  care  one  way  or  the  other — but  I 
did  do  the  job  for  which  Mallory  was 
convicted.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  think 
I  would  have  confessed  it  sooner  or 

later  anyway." 
I  stood  up  then,  and  was  surprised 

that  I  could  still  stand.  I  offered  him 

my  hand  and  thanked  him  again.  "I 
don't  think  you'll  ever  regret  it,  Mr. 
Darby,"  I  said,  and  my  voice  sounded tight  and  strained  to  my  own  ears. 

"I  hope  not,"  he  replied  with  the  same 
wry  smile,  "and  if  you  could  find  time 
to  wish  me  good  luck,  it  would  help." 

"That's  what  I  wish  for  everybody  in 
the  whole  world,"  I  said,  and  turned 
blindly  and  made  for  the  door,  hoping 
to  reach  it  before  my  knees  gave  way. 
As  I  opened  it  and  went  out,  I  heard 

him  say  softly,  "Goodbye,  Mrs.  Wayne," and  my  last  glimpse  of  him  revealed  a 
rather  blurred  picture  of  a  tall  middle- 
aged  man  with  a  smile  on  his  lips — a 
man  who  had  sinned  and  been  found 
out  and  who  was  now  ready  to  take  his 
punishment  as  casually  as  he  had  al- 

ways before  been  ready  to  take  other 

people's  money.  It  was  with  a  curious mixture  of  emotions  that  I  left  the 
building,  found  Neddie  and  the  car, 
and  started  back  to  Glen  Falls. 
Neddie  was  full  of  questions,  but  I 

put  him  off  as  best  I  could  and  for  the 
whole  of  that  long  trip  home,  I  sat 
quietly  turning  over  in  my  mind  all  the 
thoughts  and  emotions  and  hopes  and 
fears  that  had  occupied  me  that  day.  It 
had  to  work  out  now,  I  told  myself,  it 
simply  had  to! 

ALL  during  the  next  week,  my  ear  was 
glued  to  the  New  York  news  broad- 

casts. Finally  the  day  came  which  was 
to  answer  all  our  questions.  Just  before 
the  news  broadcast  that  night,  I  slipped 
out  of  the  house  and  went  over  to 

Mary's  cottage.  She  had  put  the  chil- 
dren to  bed,  and  we  sat  talking  over  a 

cup  of  tea  until  I  saw  by  my  watch  that 
it  was  time.  I  put  down  the  cup  and 
turned  on  her  little  radio. 

"Mary,"  I  said,  and  went  over  to  the 
couch  where  she  was  sitting,  and  took 

her  hand,  "this  may  be  a  shock  to  you, but  hang  on  tight  and  listen.  I  think 

your  troubles  are  just  about  over." 
She  looked  at  me  in  wonder,  but 

turned  and  listened  obediently  to  the 
radio.  All  the  other  news  came  first — 
the  war,  the  Washington  news,  national 
events.  And  then  the  announcer  started 

to  talk  about  the  Darby  trial.  Mary's 
hand  tightened  on  mine  as  she  began 
to  realize  what  it  was  all  about.  Darby 
had  been  convicted,  the  announcer  said, 
on  five  counts.  And  then  a  small  sensa- 

tion had  occurred  in  the  courtroom 
when  the  accused  had  asked  permission 
to  confess  to  one  more  crime — the  one 
for  which  Timothy  Mallory  had  been 
convicted  two  years  ago.  It  had  been 
on  his  mind  for  a  long  time.  Darby  was 
quoted  as  saying,  and  he  was  glad  to 
get  it  off  his  chest.  The  courtroom  had 
burst  into  an  uproar  and  the  Judge  had 
had  to  call  for  order,  but  it  looked  as 
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Me  —  I  was  a  jailbird 

at  my  own  sink! 
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though  Timothy  Mallory  would  be  home ' for  Thanksgiving! 

Mary  gasped  and  then  moaned.  I  felt 
her  hand  slip  out  of  mine  and  as  I 
looked  at  her,  she  slumped  down  on  the 
couch  in  a  dead  faint.  Once  again  I  had 
to  perform  my  first  aid  routine,  and 
when  she  finally  came  back  to  herself, 
we  just  sat  and  looked  at  each  other  for 
a  long  time,  smiling  wordlessly,  happily, 

gratefully.  It  wasn't  until  later  that  the 
practical  aspects  of  the  situation  began 
to  occur  to  her. 

"Ruth,"  she  began,  and  little  worry' 
lines  gathered  in  her  forehead,  "I've 
just  been  thinking — where  would  be 
the  best  place  for  us  to  go?  Do  you 
think  out  west?  Where  nobody  would 
know  about  Timothy?  He's  going  to 
have  to  start  his  life  all  over  again — no 

job,  no  money,  no  prospects.  We  can't 

stay  here." 

"Why  not?"  I  asked. 

"IlIELL  you  know — everybody  would 
II  know  about — about  Timothy.  We're 

near  New  York.  They're  bound  to  find 
out.  And  even  though  the  whole  thing's 
been  a  mistake,  people  will  ask  ques- 

tions and  pry,  and  maybe  they'll  be  xm- 
kind.  I  don't  think  he  could  stand  it, 
after  all  he's  been  through.  He's  got  to 
learn  to  forget  about  the  last  two  years. 

I'm  afraid  they  won't  let  him." 
I  knew  then  that  my  job  wasn't  fin- 

ished. I'd  taken  on  Mary's  problems  and 
I  had  to  keep  on  with  them  until  they 

were  completely  solved.  When  you've 
accepted  a  responsibility,  you  can't  step out  of  it  in  the  middle. 

"Look,  Mary,"  I  said  soothingly, 
"you've  done  enough  thinking  and  feel- 

ing and  worrying  for  tonight.  Fix  your- 
self a  glass  of  warm  milk  and  go  to  bed 

and  get  some  sleep.  Tomorrow  you'll be  in  better  shape  to  figure  things  out. 

I  have  to  get  back  home  now.  We'll 
talk  about  all  this  in  the  morning." 

"I  guess  you're  right,"  she  said,  and 
walked  to  the  door  with  me.  "I'll  never 
forget  how  good  and  kind  you've  been, 
Ruth.  I  don't  know  what  I'd  have  done 

if  it  hadn't  been  for  you." I  smiled  and  kissed  her  cheek  and  told 
her  to  sleep  tight,  and  hurried  home. 

Neddie  was  waiting  for  me.  ".Ruth!"  he 
exclaimed,  "did  you  hear  the  news  re- 

port on  Darby's  trial — he  confessed   " then  he  broke  off,  only  to  begin  again,. 
more  slowly,  "Ruth — ^was  that  what  youij 
talked  to  Darby  about?"  I 

I  nodded,  and  grinned  at  him.  "Mary Tyler  is  Mrs.  Mallory.  But  it  worked 

out  all  right,  didn't  it?" He  shook  his  head  and  stared  at  me, 
"You're  amazing."  And  as  I  went  up 

the  stairs  he  called,  "What  I  don't  un- derstand is  how  you  managed  to  be  so 

quiet  about  it.  I  thought  women  weren't 
supposed  to  be  able  to  keep  secrets!" 
But  I  didn't  answer.  I  was  too  busy 

getting  undressed  and  climbing  into 
bed.   It  had  been  a  tiring  week!  ' 

"The  next  morning  I  went  over  to  the"; 
newspaper  office.   I  found  our  nice  old  ■ editor  sitting  in  his  big  swivel  chair  in 
front   of  the   window  that   overlooked 
Main    Street.     Hardly    waiting    to    say 
good  morning,   I   told   him   the   whole 
story   about   Mary   Tyler-Mallory   and 
that  her  husband  would  be  coming  home 
soon,  and  how  could  we  best  help  them 
to  get  their  new  life  started  without, 

public     heart-aches     and     unnecessary' worry?   He  was  wonderful.  He  listened 
carefully,    and   then   leaned   back   and 
told  me  to  leave  everything  to  him. 

"Don't  you  worry  about  the  people 

in  this  town,  Ruth,"  he  assured  me, 
"once  they  know  all  the  facts,  they'll be  the  best  friends  the  Mallorys  ever 
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had — except  maybe  you.  Just  let  me 
handle  it  in  my  own  way." 

I  agreed  gratefully  and  left  his  office. 
And  when  the  paper  came  out,  I  saw 

that  he'd  been  as  good  as  his  word.  I've 
never  read  a  more  touching  story  than 
the  one  that  was  headlined  in  our  paper 
that  day.  For  the  first  time,  the  people 
of  Glen  Falls  found  out  who  the  quiet 
little  Mrs.  Tyler  who  had  been  working 
and  living  among  them  all  summer 
really  was.  And  they  responded  just  as 
the  editor  had  said  they  would.  Mary 
told  me  later  that  she  had  never  real- 

ized how  nice  people  could  be.  She 
received  more  phone  calls,  telegrams, 
notes  and  personal  calls  than  she  knew 
how  to  handle.  People  from  all  over 

town — even  those  she'd  never  spoken 
to  before — wanted  to  wish  her  luck  and 
happiness.  Maybe  it  was  curiosity — 
maybe  it  was  a  feeling  of  being  part  of 
a  spectacular  news  story  that  made 
them  respond  so  whole-heartedly.  But 
I  like  to  think  that  it  was  mostly  their 
own  innate  goodness — that  goodness 
that  sometimes  needs  a  focal  point  be- 

fore it  can  be  expressed. 
Anyway,  the  whole  town  rallied  to 

the  Mallorys,  and  Mary's  crowning  joy came  when  the  biggest  contractor  in 
Glen  Falls  offered  a  job  for  Timothy 
whenever  he  felt  like  taking  it. 
Timothy  arrived,  as  the  news  an- 

nouncer had  predicted,  in  time  for 
Thanksgiving.  The  first  glimpse  I  had 
of  him  was  the  taut  frightened  look  on 
his  face  as  he  stepped  off  the  train  into 
the  bedlam  of  the  reception  committee 
that  was  there  to  meet  him.  It  must 
have  seemed  like  a  threatening  mob  to 
him  at  first.  But  he  soon  began  to  un- 

derstand something  of  what  was  hap- 
pening, and  little  by  little  the  strain 

left  his  face  and  his  eyes  began  to  glis- 
ten. Later,  as  we  all  piled  into  the  car 

to  drive  the  Mallorys  up  to  my  house — 
my  good  friend  Reed  Bannister  was 

driving  for  us — Timothy  still  couldn't 
say  very  much,  but  the  look  on  his  face 
as  he  clung  to  Mary  and  kept  touching 
the  children's  cheeks  with  a  tentative 
finger  was   eloquence  enough. 

It  wasn't  a  very  big  or  elaborate Thanksgiving  dinner.  Neddie  was  there, 
with  Hope,  and  Dr.  Carvell  had  come 
over  to  join  us.  Just  the  four  of  us 
and  the  Mallorys.  But  we  had  turkey 
and  cranberry  sauce,  and  candied  sweet 
potatoes,  and  pumpkin  pie  and  all  the 
trimmings.  Neddie  and  Hope  helped 
me  get  things  on  the  table,  and  when 
,we  sat  down  and  beamed  at  each  other 
across  the  gleaming  cloth,  I  knew  that 

this  was  one  Thanksgiving  I'd  never 
forget  as  long   as  I  lived. 

I  don't  think  the  Mallorys  will  ever 
,forget  it,  either! 

See  Motion  Pictures' 
Newest  Sensation 

THE  CRIME 

NEWSREEL 
Witli  lewis  J.  Valentine 

Formerly  N.  Y.  Police  Commissioner 

Produced  in  cooperation  with 

True  Detective  Magazine 

A  new  edition  at  your 

local  theatre  every  four  weeks 

3e^(K;£^"C  W^ 
Make  the  famous  Fresh"  test.  See  why 
more  women  are  switching  to  Fresh 
than  to  any  other  deodorant. 

Fresh  stops  perspiration  worries 
completely.  Fresh  contains  the  most 
effective  perspiration-stopping 
ingredient  known  to  science. 

Fresh  stays  smooth. . i never  sticky  or 

gritty... doesn't  dry  out  in  the  jar. 

Copyright,  1946,  The  Phonnfl-Craf  t  CoTporation  Inc. 
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^ninnlna  hair ; 

....BE  CAREFUL! 
Repeated  use  of  your  shampoo 
may  be  dangerous  if  it  should  con- 

tain a  harsh  cleansing  ingredient. 

That's  why  dermatologists  warn 
women  to  use  only  the  purest  sham- 
jKJos  in  order  to  avoid  serious  scalp 
irritation. 

When  informed  persons  think  of 
safe,  dependable  shampoos  they 

think  of  Packer's.  For  the  past  75 
years,  it  has  stood  as  a  symbol  of 
effective  cleansing  accomplished 
with  gentle,  safe  ingredients. 

So  remember,  using  Packer's 
means  safe  hair  care.  Whether  you 

use  Packer's  Pine  Tar  Shampoo  or 
Packer's  Olive  Oil  Shampoo,  you'll 
be  rewarded  with  rich,  creamy 
lather,  lustrous  hair,  a  healthily 
clean  scalp. 

Packer's  products  are  on  sale  at 
all  drug,  department  and  ten-cent 
stores. 
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EISA  MIRANDA 

A  FEW  short  years  ago,  Elsa  Miranda, 
popular  CBS  Latin  song  stylist,  was 

working  as  a  Spanish-English  stenog- 
rapher in  a  New  York  advertising 

agency.  There  was  one  of  those  holi- 
day parties  given  in  the  office  and  along 

with  a  lot  of  other  amateurs,  Elsa  was 
asked  to  sing  something,  preferably 
some  of  her  native  (Puerto  Rican)  airs. 
The  radio  artists'  manager,  Louis  Nurko, 
was  at  the  party  and  he  was  so  im- 

pressed by  Elsa's  charming,  accented 
chanting  that  he  spent  the  next  two 
weeks,  solid,  trying  to  talk  her  into 
a   career   in  show   business. 

Elsa  got  worn  down,  finally,  and 
consented  to  try  auditioning  for  radio. 
With  her  accent,  her  particular  style, 
her  flashing  dark  eyes,  gleaming  white 
teeth  and  creamy  complexion,  she 
was  a  natural  to  interpret  South 
American  melodies  for  short  wave 
broadcasts.  She  clicked  and  soon  she 

was  appearing  coast  to  coast  on  CBS's Viva  America,  on  the  Xavier  Cugat 
show  and  on  the  daily  Sing  Along 

program. Elsa  Miranda  was  born  in  Ponce, 
Puerto  Rico,  twenty-four  years  ago. 
That  fact,  and  the  fact  that  she's  made 
a  couple  of  visits  to  her  home,  since  she 
left  it  as  a  child  to  come  to  the  United 
States,  gives  her  some  legitimate  claim 
to  being  tagged  Latin  American.  Actu- 

ally, she  grew  up  here  and  was  edu- 
cated mostly  in  New  York  City.  Even 

her  Spanish  was  acquired  in  a  high 
school  language  course. 
Contrary  to  her  lush,  Latin  looks, 

popular  American  ballads  are  Elsa's favorite  singing  fare.  Of  course,  most 
of  the  requests  aimed  her  way  are  for 
special  Spanish  numbers. 

She  loves  to  dance  and  she  plays  ten- 
nis, which  is  her  only  active  sport.  She 

likes  the  movies  for  quiet  relaxation. 
Expected  to  be  temperamental  and  for- 

eign, Elsa  prefers  to  be — and  is — rather 
typically  an  American  girl.  It  so  hap- 

pens that  she  sings  Latin  numbers  with 
a  particular  rhythm  and  color  that  only 
real  Latins  can  give  them,  but  that's  a 
natural  part  of  her  background.  For  the 
rest,  she  is  what  she  grew  up  to  be 
here  in  the  United  States — a  thoroughly 
American  girl. 

cr^nlTaJLi 
ucLtta 

DON  BUKA 

DONALD  BUKA  is  one  of  the  busiest 
young  juveniles  in  radio,  on  an 

impressive  array  of  major  dramatic 
airers.  Donald's  voice  is  known  to 
thousands  of  youngsters  as  that  of  Bar- 

ney Mallory,  the  Sparrow — of  The 
Sparrow  and  the  Hawk  (CBS,  5:45-6:00 
P.M.,  Monday  through  Friday).  And 
radio  audiences  have  heard  him  play- 

ing romantic  leads,  tough  guys,  old 
men,  young  boys,  and  virtually  every 
kind  of  character  known  to  radio,  on 
such  top  shows  as  Grand  Central  Sta- 

tion, The  Theatre  Guild  of  the  Air, 

Cavalcade  of  America,  Let's  Pretend, 
Exploring  The  Unknown,  Radio  Read- 

ers' Digest  and  a  host  of  others. 
Young  Donald  got  his  first  dramatic 

training  eight  years  ago,  when  he  was 
studying  at  the  famous  drama  depart- 

ment of  the  Carnegie  Institute  of  Tech- 
nology. The  Lunts  were  in  Pittsburgh, 

while  on  tour  with  "Idiot's  Delight,"  and 
when  word  got  around  about  this  prom- 

ising young  player,  they  sent  for  him. 
Donald  was  given  an  audition  then  and 
there,  on  the  bare  stage  of  the  Nixon 
Theater  with  only  a  flickering  work- 
light  above.  The  Lunts  were  delighted 
with  his  audition  and  offered  him  a 
job  with  their  company,  which  was 
then  on  a  long  tour.  And  Carnegie 
lost  a  student. 

Carnegie's  loss  was  the  theater's 
gain — and  radio's,  too.  Donald  toured 
with  the  Lunts  an  entire  season,  ap- 

pearing in  productions  of  "Amphitryon 
38,"  "The  Sea  Gull"  and  "The  Taming 
of  the  Shrew."  Soon  after  leaving  the 
Lunts'  company,  he  went  on  the  road 
with  Helen  Hayes  and  Maurice  Evans 

in  "Twelfth  Night." And  so  it  went.  In  rapid  succession, 
Buka  played  the  leading  part  of  Mor- 

gan Evans  in  "The  Corn  is  Green,"  op- posite Ethel  Barrymore;  played  the  son 
of  Bette  Davis  and  Paul  Lukas  in  the 
movie  version  of  "Watch  on  the 
Rhine";  was  featured  in  the  Broadway 
drama,  "Bright  Boy";  sang  himself  to 
new  glory  as  Orestes,  in  the  New  Opera 
Company's  edition  of  "Helen  Goes  to 
Troy";  was  featured  in  "Sophie,"  the 
Katina  Paxin.u  starrer  and  was  him- 

self starred  in  the  Dan  Totheroh  drama, 

"Live    Life    Again." 
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North  Star  "Regal"  Pairs  in  Gold  adorn  each  bed  .  .  .  $45  a  pair  at  fine  stores  everywhere. 
Selling    and  accessories 

by  B.  Ahman  &  Co. 

Good  things  oome  in  pairs  .  .  .  books,  beds, 

companions — and  North  Star  Pair  Blankets.  And  make  it  a 

pair  for  each  bed  if  you  please !  Because  two  of  those 

soft  lovelies  (plus  North  Star's  sheer,  light  Nocturne)   make 
a  Blanket  Wardrobe  from  which  you  dress  your  bed  to 

match  the  weather — something  no  one  blanket  can  possibly 

do.  All  North  Stars  are  live,  resilient  virgin  wool  to  the  last 

fluff  ...  to  give  you  warmth-without-weight,  washability, 

years  of  wear-like-new. 

Free!  "Decorate  your  Dream  Room.**  Decorating  is  fun  when 
you  follow  the  friendly  advice  in  this  practical  little  book — quick  tricks  to 
make  any  bedroom  gayer,  brighter,  livable,  lovable.   Write  to  North  Star 

Woolen  Mill  Company,  224E  South  Second  Street,  Minneapolis  1,  Minn. 

A^( 

100%    VIRGIN    WOOL  .  .  .  $14.95    TO   S145. 



Looking  at  it  •  •  • 
MEN  OF  ALL  AGES  look  their  best  in  smart, 

freshly  laundered  shirts.  Starched  with  Linit, 
all  shirts  take  on  the  beautiful  smooth  luxury 
finish  of  fine  linens. 

Easy  to  use,  Linit  makes  a  thin  fluid  starch 
mixture  whicli  penetrates  evenly.  It  helps 
preserve  fabrics  and  keeps  them  clean  longer. 

Yes,  once  you  try  Linit  for  starching;,  you'll 
use  it  always— for  shirts,  dresses,  aprons,  cur- 

tains, tablecloths.  Linit  makes  all  cotton  look 
and  feel  like  linen.  ©  Com  Products  Sales  Co.,  1946 

Sunny  Says:  All  fobrics  are 

easier  to  iron  when  you 
starch  with  Linit.  Full  direc- 

tions are  on  every  package 

for  using  Linit.  It's  so  easy! 

LINIT  adds  the"finisbing  touch' 

.  vx? 

Come  and  Visit 
Ozzie  and  Harriet 

(Continued  from  page  25) 

introduce  with  his  band.  Harriet  said 

she  couldn't  sing  too  well.  He  told  her 
she  wouldn't  have  to.  They  tried  out the  duet  idea  and  audiences  liked  it. 
So  for  a  year  and  a  half  they  worked 

together — and  played  together.  "By the  time  we  finished  with  the  band  it 
was  so  late  neither  of  us  could  find 

anyone  else  to  go  out  with,"  says  Har- riet. "Then  came  the  time  when  wc 
didn't  want  anyone  else  .  .  ." They  were  afraid  to  marry.  They 
had  responsibilities,  mothers  and  a 
younger  brother  who  were  dependent 
upon  them.  And  they  might  seem  less 
young  and  romantic  if  they  were  known 
to  be  Mr.  and  Mrs.  In  the  end,  how- 

ever, their  ardor  plus  a  bank-account 
healthy  enough  to  tide  them  all  over 
any  bad  time  that  might  come  along, 
triumphed. 

"You  don't  really  think,  do  you," 
Ginger  asked  Harriet  that  day,  "that 
you  can  escape  Hollywood?" "I  have  to,"  Harriet  said  desperately. 
"Ozzie  and  I  risked  everything  to  get 
married  and  I  won't  have  us  separated 
this  way!  As  soon  as  this  picture's 
finished  I'm  going  back  to  him  and — 
and  I'm  going  to  have  a  baby!" 

"Good  girl!"  said  Ginger  admiringly. 

CONSTANTLY  during  the  months  that 
followed,  movie  scouts  trailed  Har- 

riet. But  one  way  or  another  she  avoided 
them.  She  didn't  want  to  be  tempted. At  last  when  a  movie  scout  called  her 
in  Albany  where  she  and  Ozzie  were 

appearing,  she  took  the  call.  "I  can't possibly  make  a  picture,"  she  told  him 
happily.  "You  see,  in  three  months  I'm 

going  to  have  a  baby!" The  baby  was  David.  For  several 

years  he  trouped  with  them.  "He  be- 
came a  little  difficult  after  a  while," 

Harriet  says,  "because  of  the  fuss  people 
in  small  towns  made  over  him.  How- 

ever, Ozzie  explained  to  him  one  day 
it  was  his  parents  who  made  him  im- 

portant and  suggested  he  wait  until  his 
importance  was  self-produced  before 
going  fancy-pants.    He  caught  on. 

"It  always  surprises  me,"  she  added, 
"how  quickly  children  respond  to  rea- 

son— if  you're  direct  and  honest  with 
them.  I  began  using  reason  with  both 
David  and  Rickey  at  an  early  age — 
and  I've  never  spanked  either  of  them 

since." 

The  bar  at  the  Nelson  house  has 
French  doors  which  open  on  a  back 
flagged  terrace  sheltered  by  the  wings 
of  the  library  on  one  side  and  the 
kitchen  on  the  other.  It's  furnished with  white  iron  furniture  upholstered 
in  bright  sailcloth  and  overlooks  the 
lawn  and  the  swimming  pool,  recently 
installed. 

"We  used  no  critical  materials,"  ex- claim all  the  Nelsons  in  one  breath, 
showing  the  pool. 

David  and  Rickey  were  in  a  dither. 
They  couldn't  wait  to  have  the  pool 
finished  so  they  could  swim  and  learn 
to  dive  but  they  hated  to  see  the 
masons  cart  the  construction  materials 

away.  They'd  had  fun  with  the  neigh- 
borhood gang,  sons  of  Ozzie'.s  and  Har- riet's friends  mostly,  building  forts 

with  the  cement  bricks  and  sliding 
down  the  sand  piles. 
David  is  a  stocky  youth  with  little 

concern  for  any  detail  of  his  appear- 
ance save  his  beanie,  resplendent  with 
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Thrill  her  with  the  gift  of  an 

Elgin  kwKxkan  twin  compact  and 

cigarette  case.  These  sterling 

silver  twosomes  have  the  exquisite 

designing,  jewel-like  finish 

and  fine  craftsmanship  she'd 
select  for  herself. 

Above,  sterling  silver  Garden  Path  set,  $45. 

Sterling    silver    Criss-Cross    set,    left,    $50. 

Other  twin  compacts  and  cigarette  cases  in 

eweler's    metal,    sterling    silver,    and    solid 

gold,  $10  to  $750  the  set. 

Single    compacts    and    cigarette    cases,    $5 

to  $500  each. 

ELGIN,   ILLINOIS 

COMPACTS  •  CIGARETTE  CASES  •   DKESSER  SETS 
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famous  for  their  glossy- bright  hair- 

use  this  amazing  hard-water  shampoo 

(XmM<i  yitirk  mo 

Natalie — heautiful  Powers  Model,  whose  soft  silky 

hair  sets  men's  hearts  aflutter — "glamour-bathes" 
her    hair    twice    weekly    with     Kreml    Shampoo 

Especially  developed  lo  bring  out  all  the  hair's 
natural  sparkling  beauty  and  rich  lustre 

Many  Powers  Models  make  up  to  $25,000  a  year. 

BEAUTY  is  these  girls'  business.  And  Powers  Models 
were  among  the  first  to  discover  the  truly  remarkably 
beautifying  qualities  of  Kreml  Shampoo. 

Marvelous  for  Shampooing  Hair 
even  in  hardest  water 

Kreml  Shampoo  has  been  especially  developed  no  I 
only  to  thoroughly  cleanse  hair  and  scalp  of  dirt, 
grease  and  dandruff  flakes — but  it  actually  brings  out 
ALL  the  hair's  natural  shining  highlights  and  leaves  il 
sparkling  with  silken-sheen  beauty  that  lasts  for  days. 

Never  dries  the  hair 

Kreml  Shampoo  never  leaves  any  excess  soapy  resi- 
due. It  positively  contains  no  harsh  caustics  or  chemi- 

cals to  dry  the  hair.  Instead — it  has  a  beneficial  oil  base 
which  helps  keep  hair  from  becoming  dry  or  brittle. 

Notice  how  much  softer,  silkier  your  hair  is  even 

after  the  first  shampoo — how  it  glows  ̂ .-^i  »ui"M;^^v. 

with  glorious  natural  highlights  you  /^"^Cuatonfted  by^ never  dreamed  your  hair  had.  At  all  V"''"* ?!°yi'!'*'>''°*> 
drug,    department    and    10^    stores. 

The  largest-selling  shampoo  with  a  beneficial  oil  base 

KREML  SHAMPOO 
A  product  o/R.  B.  Semler,  Inc. 

FOR  SIIKEN-SHEEN  HAIR  — EASIER  TO  ARRANGE 
MADE  BY  THE  MAKERS  OF  THE  FAMOUS  KREML  HAIR  TONld 

First  wash  hair  with  Kreml 

Shampoo  to  bring  out  all  its 

natural  glossy  lustre.  Set  hair  in 
pin  curls  as  indicated. 

Take  down,  pin  curls.  Roll  hair 
over  finger  in  separate  puffs. 
Notice  how  Kreml  Shampoo 

leaves  hair  more  pliable — so 
ready  to  fall  in  place. 

Finish  rolling  hair  in  puffs  at 
side.  Secure  with  bobby  pins  or 

hair  pins.  Kreml  Shampoo  is 
unsurpassed  for  every  tvpe,  color 
and  texture  of  hair. 

the  buttons  which  are  his  stock  in  track- 
in  his  swapping  activities. 

"I  was  lucky,"  he  says,  "in  three 
cereal  boxes  in  succession  I  got  Super- 

man buttons.  Boy!  What  a  swap  deal 

I  made — two  for  one!" Rickey,  minus  his  front  teeth  at  the 
moment,  is  potentially  a  man  of  the 
world.  You  know  by  his  smile  and 
the  debonair  way  in  which  he  rolls  one 
leg  of  his  blue  jeans — like  all  the 
other  fellows  but  different  too,  some- 

how. Also  by  the  intensity  with 
which  he  both  adores  David  and  tries 
to  hide  this  adoration  of  his  brother 
from  the  world. 

David  goes  to  a  special  tutoring 
school;  Rickey  to  public  kindergarten. 
Ordinarily  both  travel  by  the  -bus  which 
passes  their  corner.  During  the  strike, 
however,  Ozzie  had  to  drive  them.  Im- 

mediately he  deposited  them  in  their 
respective  schoolyards,  he  went  back 
home  to  bed  and  slept,  as  usual,  until 
noon.  For  he  and  Harriet  keep  the 
same  hours  they  did  when  they  were 
out  with  his  band.  They  tried  to  re- 

adjust their  schedule  when  they  came 
to  Hollywood  and  radio.  But  finally 
Ozzie  said,  "It's  no  use.  We  might  as 
well  relax  and  be  happy." 

IT'S  Grace,  therefore,  who  sends  the 
children  off  to  school  normally.  She's been  with  the  Nelsons  all  through  the 

war  and  although  the  house  is  fairly 
large  she  and  Harriet  look  after  it 
without  any  extra  help,  except  for  a 
laundry  service. 

"I'm  not  bad  behind  the  vacuum," 
Harriet  admits.  "And  I  love  to  cook 
even  if  my  repertoire  is  somewhat 
limited.  I  have  a  few  recipes  the 
family  loves — like  my  pork  chop 
special.  We  live  simply.  For  dinner 
we'll  have  the  pork  chops,  a  green 
vegetable,  baked  potatoes  .  and  dessert 
— fruit  rather  than  anything  sticky. 
When  Grace  is  out  everybody  helps 
clean  the  table  and  rinse  the  dishes. 

Then,  after  I've  gotten  the  boys  out  of 
the  tub  and  into  bed,  heard  their 
prayers  and  read  them  a  story,  Ozzie 
and  I  do  the  dishes  and  talk  about  our 

script." 

There's  no  luncheon  in  the  house 
when  the  children  go  to  school.  Har- 

riet has  fruit  and  coffee  when  she  gets 
up  around  eleven.  Ozzie  eats  nothing 
until  dinner.  Late  at  night,  however, 
when  Harriet  and  Ozzie  have  finished 
working  on  the  script  they  have  a  glass 
of  milk  and  a  sandwich. 

Afternoons,  while  Ozzie  plays  ten- 
nis, Harriet  keeps  busy  collecting 

laundry,  taking  clothes  to  the  cleaner, 
shoes  to  the  shoemaker  and  Davy  to 
the  orthodontist.  Or  shopping  for  an 
old  print,  a  tureen,  or  a  chair. 
"My  mother,  who  lives  two  blocks 

away,  is  our  sitter,"  she  says,  laugh- 
ing. "The  extra  room  in  her  little house  is  fixed  with  twin  beds  for  the 

boys.  Her  dog  they  think  of  as  theirs. 
And  she's  fixed  her  garage — she  has  no 
car — as  a  workshop  for  them.  David's 
and  Rickey's  eyes  never  are  brighter 
than  when,  for  one  household  reason 

or  another,  they're  shooed  over  to 
Grandma's.  Except  perhaps  when 
they're  going  to  The  Hitching  Post, 
the  children's  theater  down  on  the 
Boulevard,  decorated  in  Western  style, 
where  the  kids  who  arrive  in  cowboy 
suits  park  their  guns  at  the  door.  They 
show  Westerns  and  serials.  David  is 
old  enough  to  go  alone.  Rickey  has  to 

be  taken  in." 
"It's  quite  a  sight,"  Ozzie  adds,  "to 

see  parents  crouching  their  way  down 
the  aisles  trying,  in  the  half  light,  to 



figure  out  which  of  the  hundreds  of 
kids  sitting  on  the  edge  of  their  chairs 

is  their  offspring." 
"The  show  goes  on  for  hours,"  says 

Harriet.  "You  really  can  accomplish 
a  great  deal  while  they're  there." 

Harriet's  and  Ozzie's  bedroom,  done in  soft  blue  and  chintzes  with  blue 
corduroy  covering  the  huge  double 
bed,  can  be  shut  off  from  Harriet's 
dressing-room  and  the  rest  of  the  house 
by  sliding  doors.  Harriet  closes  them 
softly  when  she  leaves  Ozzie  asleep 
in  the  morning.  Her  dressing-room, 
in  which  new  novels  and  biographies 
and  such  crowd  the  table  beside  her 
chaise,  carries  out  the  same  soft  decor. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  bedroom  two 
rooms  have  been  thrown  together  to 

make  Ozzie's  study.  Beside  Ozzie's 
desk  a  childish  drawing  inscribed  "to 
DADD" — with  the  Y  hanging  over  on 
the  next  line — is  thumb-tacked  to  a 
screen.  Rickey  feels  he  could  do  much 
better  now,  but  Ozzie  is  loath  to  take  it 

down.  There's  a  corner  fireplace  where 
they  burn  logs  when  the  wind  blows 
down  from  the  hills  at  night.  Ciirtains 

draw  over  the  many  windows.  Ozzie's 
recording  machine,  on  which  he  plays 
the  records  of  the  preview  they  do  on 
Fridays  with  an  audience,  is  encased  in 
an  old  pine  chest.  Harriet  found  this 
when  she  was  antique  hunting. 

THE  first  time  Ozzie  and  Harriet  play 
the  records  cut  at  the  Friday  preview, 

the  boys  listen.  They're  encouraged  to 
protest  any  lines  which  aren't  wholly 
clear  to  them  or  with  which  they  dis- 

agree. For  this  program,  invariably 
based  upon  incidents  in  which  they've 
taken  part,  is  definitely  a  family  affair. 
Other  children  play  their  parts,  be- 

cause Harriet  says  she  couldn't  keep  her 
mind  on  her  lines  if  she  had  to  worry 
about  them  missing  theirs. 

"After  we've  all  listened  to  the 
record  of  the  preview  Harriet  and  I 

really  go  to  work,"  Ozzie  explains.  "On 
Friday  night,  and  from  Saturday  noon 
until  late — sometimes  it's  2  A.M.  Sun- 

day morning  before  we  take  the  script 
to  the  mimeographer — we  write  and  re- 

write to  get  the  show  into  final  shape." 
Down  the  hall  from  Harriet's  and 

Ozzie's  suite  are  the  boys'  rooms,  ad- joining. Here,  too,  inlaid  lineoleum 
waxed  to  a  smooth  finish  is  used  for 
floor  covering.  Candlewick  spreads, 
easily  laundered,  cover  both  beds. 
And  throughout  there  are  light  gay 
colors.  The  plaid  paper  of  David's 
room,  however,  is  almost  hidden  by 
pictures  of  airplanes;  in  flight,  before 
hangars  and  on  the  fleld,  while  a  large 
model  plane  is  suspended  from  the 
ceiling.  Beside  David's  bed  there's  a 
large  shelf  which  can  be  raised  or 
lowered  like  the  upper  berth  of  a 
Pullman.  It  holds  an  intricate  maze  of 
railroad  tracks. 

Harriet's  ingenuity  expresses  itself 
again  in  Rickey's  room.  When  Rickey wanted  a  blackboard  to  draw  on  and 
black  slate  was  not  available  she 
painted  a  wide  strip  of  black  on  a  wall 
and  bordered  it  with  a  cove  molding, 
to  hold  the  chalk  and  eraser. 

All  through  the  house  there  are  signs 
of  the  good  domestic  as  well  as  pro- 

fessional partnership  begun  back  in 
1932  when  Ozzie  decided  he  needed  a 
girl  with  him  on  the  bandstand,  of  the 
friendship  they  offer  and  receive,  in 
turn,  from  their  boys,  of  all  the  in- 

tangible things  it  takes  to  turn  a  house 

into  a  home — and  it's  very  emphatically a  home,  this  one  in  which  Ozzie  and 
Harriet  and  David  and  Rickey  live  so 
happily. 

A  member  of  the  old  Colonial  family  from  whom  Rutgers  University 

takes  its  name,  Alice  Rutgers  Duke  is  active  in  the  education  program 

for  wounded  veterans.  Busy  young  Mrs.  Duke  is  devoted  to  the 

1-Minute  Mask  of  Pond's  Vanishing  Cream.  "Results  show  right 

away,"  she  says. "My  skin  feels  softer . . .  looks  clearer  and  more  alive !" 

l-Minu* 

^4I:  v^^  ̂ '% 

Mrs.  Duke  has  a  Mask  of  Pond's  Vanishing  Cream  3  or  4  times  weekly 

Exciting  pesults  ri^nt  a^way-i— 
a  smootner,  more  raaiaot  complexion! 

Cover  your  whole  face  and  throat  with  a  satiny  white  cloak  of  Pond's 
Vanishing  Cream.  Leave  only  your  eyes  unmasked. 

Your  complexion  is  being  "re-styled"!  The  Cream's  "keratolytic" 
action  loosens  flecks  of  dead  skin  and  clinging  dirt  particles.  Dissolves 
them!  After  one  minute,  tissue  off. 

Brighter,  clearer,  fresher — that's 
the  way  your  skin  looks  after  the 
1-Minute  Mask!  And  it  feels  so  much 

softer.  Your  complexion  is  ready  for 

beautifully  smooth  make-up! 

A  heavenly  pcwdep  base! 

Smooth  on  a  light  film  of  Pond's  Vanishing 
Cream,  and  leave  the  Cream  on.  It  helps 

banish  "shine"  for  hours! Get  a  BIG  jar  of  glamour-making  Masks! 
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*'Ze  Pepsi-Cola,  she^sa  hit  ze  spot.'' 
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pairs  of  white  flannel  trousers.  These  I 
ripped  and  dyed  a  bright  red,  and  made 
them  up  into  jumper  outfits  for  four  to 
six  year  olds. 

In  a  report  of  a  trip  through  England, 
our  First  Lady  told  how  during  a  pa- 

rade, a  grateful  English  mother  stepped 
down  from  the  curb  and  impetuously 

grasped  her  arm.  She  said  "I  want  you to  thank  some  American  mother  for 
the  lovely  warm  little  dress  she  sent 

my  Mary."  Among  the  thousands  of 
dresses  sent  over,  I'll  admit  I  had  little 
reason  to  think  that  it  might  have  been 
mine  .  .  .  but  it  might! 

VNOTHER  report  from  a  charity 
A  worker  cited  the  following:  the  blitz 
had  been  especially  severe  and  in  one 
first  aid  station  lay  a  small  girl  whose 
family  had  all  been  killed,  and  who 
had  been  found  practically  buried  in 
debris.  The  child,  she  said,  lay  in  a 
stupor,  refusing  to  let  anyone  touch 
her.  The  case  worker,  believing  her 

asleep,  remarked  under  her  breath,  "I 
wouldn't  believe  a  child  could  be  that 

dirty"! Her  eyes  opened  ...  no  life  shone 
from  them  .  .  .  just  the  dullness  of 

despair.  "I  guess  you'd  be  dirty,"  she 
explained  tonelessly,  "if  you  had  just 
been  dug  up"! The  aide  knelt  by  her  cot,  offered  to 
bathe  the  child,  to  feed  her,  but  re- 

ceived the  same  treatment  as  had  been 

accorded  the  others.  "Go  'way.  I  want 

my  mama." "There  was  just  one  more  approach," 
she  told  us.  "So  I  went  to  the  office  and 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
(Continued  from  page  43) 

picked  out  the  prettiest  little  dress  that 
had  come  in  ...  a  bright  red  one  .  .  . 
and  carried  it  to  her.  Her  eyes  bright- 

ened. She  sat  up.  In  an  awed  whisper 
she  asked: 

"  'You  mean  I  can  have  that  dress? 

To  keep?'  " 
Of  course,  you  say,  there  were  lots 

of  dresses.  Granted.  But  my  point  is 

this:  if  I  hadn't  made  dresses,  I  could 
never  have  had  even  a  hypothetical 
thrill  from  such  reports.  And  further, 
the  reaction  of  the  two  people  men- 

tioned would  be  typical.  If  one  child 
responded  under  such  tragic  conditions 
to  someone's  loving  gift,  another  child 
would;  if  one  mother's  heart  beat  high 
with  gratitude,  another  mother's  would. 
Few  people  are  so  placed  that  they 

cannot  do  some  little  thing  to  make  an- 
other, less  fortunate,  individual's  life 

more  beautiful  and  in  so  doing,  the  re- 
flected beauty  it  brings  into  the  life  of 

the  doer  glows  away  out  of  proportion 
to  the  effort  required  in  the  doing! L.M.S. 

The    Whistle-Bush 
Dear  Papa  David: 

The  following  letter  was  sent  by  a 
serviceman  to  his  wife — 

"I  have  been  having  fun  with  some 
very  small  English  children  from  Lon- 

don. This  place  is  out  in  the  farming 
district  and  the  London  kids  are  far 
from  being  country-wise,  of  course. 
You  probably  know  how  to  make 
whistles  out  of  a  maple  twig  by  slip- 

ping off  the  bark,  notching  the  wood 
and  putting   the   bark  back   on.    Most 

every  Oregon  kid  knows  how  to  do  it. 
"Well,  instead  of  cutting  the  limbs  off 

the  bush,  I  made  four  or  five  dozen 
whistles  on  variousi limbs  and  left  them 
right  on  the  bush  just  outside  camp  on 
the  way  to  the  village.  Now  these 
children  do  not  have  toys,  you  know, 
and  any  kind  of  a  whistle  pleases  them 
beyond  telling.  Imagine  if  you  can 
what  their  reactions  were  when  I  told 
them  I  knew  where  a  genuine  Yan- 

kee, "whistle-bush"  was  growing,  and 
showed  them  this  bush  I'd  worked  on! I  let  them  blow  all  the  whistles  til] 
they  found  one  they  liked,  then  we 
"picked"  it  off  the  whistle-bush! 

"VOU'D  have  laughed  to  see  them  run- 
Ining  around  the  bush  tweeting  and 

whurping  solemnly  away,  one  eye  on 
me  all  the  time  as  though  they  were 
afraid  I'd  refuse  to  let  them  pick  any 
whistles  from  my  genuine  Yankee 
whistle-bush.  They  haven't  caught  on 
yet  as  to  how  it  was  done  and  the  fame 
of  my  native  land  groweth  apace  among 
the  children  here.  Their  eyes  got  big 
as  dollars  when  they  found  the  whistle- 
bush  just  as  I  said  it  was,  and  now  they| 
are  waiting  for  more  whistles  to  form! 

They  won't  be  disappointed."  i 
Tills  is  a  true  story — and  I  think  a, 

wonderful  lesson  in  how  beautiful  lifel 
can  be  if  you  make  it  so.  I Mrs.  H.  W.     I 

To  Take   His   Place 
Dear  Papa  David:  i 
My  husband  was  killed  overseas  in; 

1944.  Our  ten-year-old  son  was  all  I  had' 



left  of  what  had  been  a  happy  mar- 
riage. He  meant  so  much  to  me,  and 

yet  there  was  an  emptiness  in  our  home 
that  only  those  who  have  had  a  home 
and  lost  it  can  know. 

Last  year  a  man  became  interested 
in  me  and  we  had  several  dates.  I 
could  see  my  son  resented  him,  for  he 
felt  no  one  could  ever  take  his  father's 
place.  Finally  the  man  proposed,  but 

I  rejected  him  because  of  my  son's  at- titude. 

And  then  my  son's  playmate  was 
killed — run  over  by  a  truck  while  rid- 

ing on  his  bicycle.  For  days  my  Billy 
was  inconsolable.  He  would  accept  no 

other  playmate  in  Harry's  place. 

SEVERAL  months  went  by,  and  one 
afternoon  Billy  brought  a  new  pal 

home  with  him.  I  was  so  happy  I 

couldn't  quite  keep  from  crying. 
That  night  after  supper  as  we  sat  on 

the  porch,  Billy  spoke  from  the  dark- 
ness. "Gee,  Mom,"  he  said,  "it  isn't  as 

though  I  don't  love  Harry  any  more — 
it's  more  like  I  have  to  have  someone 
to  take  his  place.  I — ^well,  I  guess  now 
I  understand  about  you  and  Joe." 

That  ends  the  story,  except  that  Joe 
and  I  are  to  be  married  soon.  I  feel 
there  is  a  good  chance  for  happiness  for 
the  three  of  us  since  Billy  has  come  to 
understand  the  necessity  for  keeping 
on  in  life  no  matter  how  dark  a  tragedy 
may  stalk  us.  Mrs.  H.C.M. 

Of  Man  Toward  Man 
'Dear  Papa  David: 

Last  year  we  were  caught  in  the 
housing  shortage  and  forced  to  buy  a 
house.  The  only  one  reasonably  priced 
was  at  the  edge  of  a  so-called  undesir- 

able part  of  town  where  the  people 
were    of   a   different   nationality.     Our 

friends  warned  us  that  we  would  have 
trouble.  The  children,  they  said,  ran 
wild  and  would  steal  everything  not 
under  lock  and  key. 

Despite  these  warnings,  we  bought 
the  house  and  moved  in.  We  decided 
the  only  way  to  treat  our  new  neighbors 
was  as  friends  and  equals.  So  the  first 

day  I  borrowed  my  neighbor's  hoe,  and 
the  next  day  he  borrowed  my  hammer. 
After  that  we  were  qiiite  friendly  and 
often  chatted  twenty  or  thirty  minutes 
over  the  backyard  fence.  When  those 

people  saw  that  we  didn't  put  on  airs nor  look  down  upon  them,  they  opened 
up  their  hearts  and  honaes  to  us.  Their 
language  and  customs  were  different 
from  ours,  but  true  friendship  is  not 
handicapped  by  a  mere  difference  of 
speech. 

Most  of  them  were  very  poor,  and 
often  we  had  to  take  a  sick  child  to  the 
hospital  or  bring  out  a  heavy  sack  of 

groceries  to  some  family  that  didn't have  a  car.  Yet  those  favors  were  al- 
ways remembered  and  returned. 

The  pay-off  in  down-to-earth  kind- 
ness and  friendship  came  one  night 

when  we  had  gone  uptown  to^a  movie. 
As  we  came  out  of  the  show*  we  saw the  fire  truck  whirl  the  corner  and  start 
for  our  section  of  town.  As  we  came 
within  view  of  our  house,  we  saw 
smoke  coming  from  it,  and  expected  to 
see  it  burst  into  flames   any  moment. 

As  we  drove  into  the  yard,  a  sight 

met  our  eyes  that  I'll  never  forget. Practically  every  man,  woman  and 
child  in  the  neighborhood  was  running 
in  and  out  of  the  house  carrying  water 
in  pots,  pans  and  buckets.  The  fire, 
which  had  started  from  faulty  wiring, 
was  nearly  out  when  the  fire  truck  ar- 
rived. 

The  fire  chief  looked  on  in  amaze- 

ment. "It  would  have  gone  up  in 
smoke,  if  it  hadn't  been  for  these 
people,"  he  said. 
Then  another  fireman  added:  "Boy, 

you've  got  some  mighty  fine  neighbors. 
To  see  something  like  this  makes  a  fel- 

low believe  in  the  milk  of  human  kind- 

ness." 

Later  I  was  transferred  to  another 
city  and  had  to  sell  my  house.  We  will 
never  forget  those  poor,  down-trodden friends  of  ours.  Our  few  kindnesses  to 
them  were  repaid  a  hundredfold.  Our 
few  months  there  were  such  a  revela- 

tion in  the  goodness  of  man  toward 
man  that  ever  since  we  have  tried  to 
make  the  Golden  Rule  our  guide  to 
everyday  living.  D.  B. 

Bill's   Story 

Dear  Papa  David: 

Do  you  mind  if  I  tell  Bill's  story? You  see.  Bill  is  near  Tokyo,  now,  with 
the  occupation  forces,  but  there  was  a 
time  when  it  was  doubtful  that  he 
would  be  living  even  a  day. 

BILL'S  parents  died  when  he  was young — his  father  first,  then  a  few 
years  later  his  mother  committed  sm- 
cide  after  having  been  married  a  sec- 

ond time.  Bill's  step-father  did  not 
want  him  and  his  grandparents  were 
not  financially  able  to  take  him  in.  We 
used  to  let  him  sleep  at  our  house  when 
he  roamed  into  town.  For  Bill  had 
become  a  hobo  at  sixteen.  Life  was  not 
happy  for  the  lad  and  he  brooded  over 
his  status. 

One  day,  as  he  was  climbing  aboard 
a  freight  train,  he  decided  to  end  his 
life.  When  the  train  started,  he  thought, 

he  would  "slip"  under  the  wheels  and have  no  more  cares. 
The  engine  gathered  up   steam   and 

"Be  ii)vfelierloni ti 

My  Beauty  Facials  bring 

quick  new  loveliness! 

'Work  Lux  Soap's  creamy  lather  well  into  your  skin, 

says  Evelyn  Keyes.  "Rinse  with  warm  water,  splash on  cold.  Skin  takes  on  fresh  new  beauty  as  you  pat 

gently  with  a  soft  towel  to  dry."  Don't  let  neglect 
cheat  you  of  Romance.  Be  lovelier — tonight! 

In  recent  tests  of  Lux  Toilet  Soap  facials  by  skin  spe- 
cialists, actually  3  out  of  4  complexions  improved  in  a 

short  time!  A 

FIGHT 
WASTE 

Lux  Toilet  Soap 
uses  vital  materials. 

Don't  waste  it! 

9  out  of  10  Screen  Stars  use  Lux  Toilet  Soap  —/ux<5/r/^sre^^e//er/ 73 



NOW-  A  6m  NEW  WORK-SAVINe 
FEATURE  IN  NEW  BISSEUS  i 

iasier,  Cleaner  Pail/  Svi^eep-ups  / 

Just  Hold  the  handle  lightly — 

don't  press  down  at  alll 

You'll  breeze  through  "bissell"* 
sweep-ups  easier  than  ever. 

And  get  carpets  cleaner  under  beds 
and  chairs— always  difficult  with  pre- 

vious sweepers— for  new  Bissells  give 
the  right  brush-pressure  on  the  carpet 
automatically— anywhere. 

2  "BISCO-MaTIC"*  Brush  Action  does all  the  pressing  down  itself! 

If  you're  called  away  from  your  sweep- 
ing, Bissell's  lifetime  STA-UP  Handle 

stands  up  straight  awaiting  your  return. 
And  dumping  the  dirt  is  the  easiest 

ever  with  FLIP-0  Empty,  for  a  flick  of 
your  thumb  opens  the  pans;  they  stay 
open  till  you  set  your  Bissell  down. 

Beautiful  new  Bissell  Sweepers  with  all  these  work-saving 

features—  in  limited  quantities— at  Bissell  dealers  only. 

NEW  mm  SWEEPERS 
with  patented  **^i$CO*McltlC''  Brush  Action 

•IMIU.  OARPET  SWEEPEff  CO.,  GRAND  RAPIDS  2,   MICH* 
'REO.  U.  S.  PATENT  OFF. 
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the  signals  were  given  to  start  the  train rolling. 

Suddenly  Bill  noticed  a  tiny  kitten 
meander  onto  the  rails,  and  proceed 
to  make  itself  comfortable  on  the  warm 
steel.  Idly,  he  watched  it,  thinking  that 
it,  too,  was  probably  an  outcast,  no 
home,  and  hungry — and  that  it,  too, 
would  soon  be  out  of  its  misery. 
The  train  whistled,  steam  sizzled, 

and  the  wheels  began  to  turn  slowly. 
Then  Bill  saw  a  man  running  toward 

the  tracks.  In  the  very  moment  that 
the  rolling  wheels  approached  the  kit- 

ten, the  man  reached  down  and 
snatched  it  off  the  rail. 

BILL  said  that  the  sun  really  came  out for  him,  for  the  first  time  since  his 
mother's  death!  If  a  man  would  risk 
injury  to  save  a  cat,  surely  there  was 
someone  on  earth  who  cared  for  Bill! 
He  climbed  back  down  from  the  car, 
took  another  freight  back  toward  home. 
Buckling  down  to  a  job,  he  found  his 
place  in  the  community  and  church, 
married  a  fine  girl  and  has  a  lovely  lit- 

tle family.  Miss  M.E.K. 

A   New   World 
Dear  Papa  David: 

I  was  born  in  the  mountains  and  was 

never  in  a  city  or  town  until  I  was  six- 
teen years  old.  My  father  was  a  harsh, 

strict  man  whose  word  was  law  and 
whose  heavy  hand  was  always  ready 
to  strike  if  that  law  was  not  obeyed. 

I  was  not  a  strong  girl,  yet  I  had  to 
do  the  work  of  a  man  in  the  field  as 
well   as   the   housework.    When   I   was 
fourteen  I  was  married  to  the  man  my 
father   ordered   me   to   marry;    a   man 
almost  as  old  as  my  father  and   who^ 
was  just  as  harsh  and  ready  to  strike  | 
me  as  my  father  was.    There  was  no  | 
pleasure    or    beauty    in   my    life;    just 
work,  and  fear  and  hopelessness. 

After  the  birth  of  my  tiny  son  I  could 
no  longer  work.  When  I  thought  of  my 
frail  son  slaving  as  I  had  done  I  could 
only  weep  and  wish  that  both  of  us 

might   die. I  was  sitting  by  the  window  one  day 
in  spring  watching  the  rain  pour  down 
in  torrents,  swelling  the  already  flood- 

ing creek.  As  I  watched  the  muddy 
water  swirl  down  carrying  logs  and 
broken  lumber  I  was  amazed  to  see  a 
cat  swim  to  shore  with  a  kitten  in  her 
mouth.  As  I  watched  she  made  four 
more  trips  across  the  raging  water 
carrying  a  kitten. 
Watching  her,  my  eyes  were  opened. 

I  had  been  a  weak,  unprotesting 
coward.  Unlike  the  mother  cat,  I  had 

not  dared  fight  for  my  baby's  safety 
and  happiness.  I  helped  the  mother  cat 
take  the  kittens  to  the  barn  and  when 
they  were  warm  and  dry  I  went  back 
to  the  house.  I  picked  up  my  baby  son 
and  walked  down  the  mountain  trail 
to  the  nearest  town.  I  was  ill,  ex- 

hausted, and  cold  with  fear  and  dread. 
Somehow  I  found  the  sheriff's  office. 
And  I  learned  just  how  kind  people 

are,  and  how  good.  A  home  was  found 
for  me,  a  doctor,  and  clothes  and  food. 
I  learned  about  the  law  and  that  I  had 
rights.  I  learned  too  that  both  my 
father  and  husband,  in  spite  of  the  way 

they  lived,  were  fairly  well-to-do. 
Money  was  secured  for  me,  and  later 
freedom  from  my  husband.  When  I 
was  able  I  went  to  a  distant  city. 

At  sixteen  I  started  to  live.  A  new 
world  had  appeared  before  my  eyes 
like  magic;  a  world  of  beautiful  things, 
of  books  to  read  and  study;  a  world  in 
which  there  is  no  heavy  hand  to  strike 
me,  but  a  world  of  normal  people  who 
mix  work  and  play  and  rule  by  love 



and  respect  instead  of  a  whip.  My  son 
is  now  a  healthy,  beautiful  baby  and 
my  greatest  aim  in  life  is  to  see  he  has 
a  normal,  happy  childhood  and  grows 
up  knowing  kindness  and  tolerance  and 
the  goodness  of  God. 

Mrs.  T.  F. 

A  Piece  of  Paper 
Dear  Papa  David: 
Many  years  ago  my  life  appeared  so 

hopeless  that  it  seemed  almost  useless 
to  continue. 

In  1927  I  was  stricken  with  a  throat 
ailment;  despite  the  discomfort  I  con- 

tinued -to  work.  But  as  the  pain  became 
more  severe  I  had  to  quit  my  job  and 
seek  medical  aid.  I  had  a  throat  tumor 
that  required  immediate  surgery  and 
several  weeks  of  hospital  care. 

I  won't  comment  on  the  operation  or 
my  slow  convalescence.  Enough  to  re- 

late, when  I  was  discharged  from  the 
hospital,  after  paying  all  the  bills,  I 
was  broke,  weak,  out  of  a  job,  and  for 
some  time  to  come  would  be  unable  to 
work.  To  prevent  starvation,  I  col- 

lected and  sold  old  newspapers. 
I  still  owned  the  small  cottage  I  lived 

in.  However,  it  was  not  clear,  and  the 
next  eight  per  cent  interest  payment 
on  the  $1000  mortgage  was  due  in  six 

weeks.  I  asked  myself  "could  anything 
favorable  happen  during  that  time?" 

A  few  days  later  I  received  a  letter 
from  Chicago.  As  soon  as  I  noticed  the 

sender's  name,  I  suspected  trouble. 
Quickly  tearing  open  the  envelope,  I 
knew  the  worst.  'The  wealthy  holders 
of  the  mortgage  were  moving  to  Can- 

ada, and  intended  to  convert  all  their 
American  interests  into  cash.  There- 

fore, under  the  circumstances  they 
would  be  unable  to  renew-  the  mort- 
gage. 

I  had  about  five  weeks  to  raise  $1080, 

or  find  another  mortgagee.  'After  a month  of  fruitless  effort  I  was  a  bitter 
and  despairing  man,  and  only  a  shadow 
of  my  former  self.  From  186  pounds 
I  had  fallen  to  131  Vz  pounds — six  feet 
of  skin  and  bones. 

Then  another  letter  arrived.  "We 
will  "be  in  to  see  you  after  we  have 
settled  our  affairs  in  Los  Angeles." 
There  certainly  was  no  hope  now.  The 
little  home,  my  last  earthly  possession, 
was  going.  It  seemed  to  be  the  end. 
Before  another  week  passed  I  opened 
the  door  to  my  expected  visitors.  It 
had  been  nearly  five  years  since  we 
saw  each  other.  They  stared  at  me, 
and  looked  beyond  me  as  if  they  ex- 

pected another  person  to  appear.  Then 
they  must  have  realized,  and  an  incred- 

ulous look  spread  over  their  faces. 
When  I  weakly  replied  to  their  solici- 

tous questioning  they  both  expressed 
deep  sympathy  and  understanding.  The 
man  suggested  that  his  wife  and  he 
take  a  walk  to  visit  some  old  friends 
in  the  neighborhood.  They  would  be 
back  soon. 

In  about  an  hour  they  returned.  It 
was  a  chilly  December  day,  so  we  took 
our  places  around  the  log  fire  blazing 
in   the   open   grate.    Mr.     opened 
the  conversation,  "Now  before  we 
tackle  that  coffee  I  noticed  boiling  on 
the  stove,  I  want  to  dispose  of  some 

business."   Reaching  into  a  side  pocket 

■A  SMATTERING 

OF   IGNORANCE" by  Oscar  Levant       25  C 

AT  YOUR  NEWSSTAND 

Made  specially  for  babies- 

ready-to-serve,  rich  in  added  iron 

and  B  complex  vitamins 

Back  in  Grandma's  time,  a  popular  food  for 
babies  was  a  gruel  made  from  just  plain barley. 

Now,  after  three  years  experimental  work  in 

laboratories  and  infant  clinics,  Gerber's  brings 
you  this  new  Barley  Cereal  with  all  the  improve- 

ments that  modern  nutritional  research  brings  to 
raising  happy,  healthy  babies.  1.  Low  in  crude 
fibre,  mixes  creamy  smooth  for  easy  digestion. 
2,  Rich  in  added  iron  and  B  complex  vitamins 
needed  by  most  babies.  3.  Made  to  taste  extra 

good.  4.  Pre-cooked  and  ready  to  serve  —  mix 

right  in  baby's  dish  by  adding  milk  or  formula. 

Variety  That  Helps 

Baby's  Appetite 

Now  that  Barley  Cereal 

has  joined  Gerber's  Cereal 
Food  and  Gerber's Strained  Oatmeal,  you 

can  offer  your  baby  more 

variety.  For  many  moth- 
ers will  tell  you  that  serv- 

ing these  cereals  turnabout  has  a  good  effect  on 

baby's  appetite.  The  new  Gerber's  Barley  Cereal 
comes  in  the  half-pound  yellow  package  with 

"America's  Best-Known  Baby"  on  the  label. 

erber's 

79  kinds  of  Strained 
foods,  9  kinds  of 
Chopped  Foods,  3 
special  Baby  Cerealst 

FREMONT,  MICH. 
OAKLAND,  CAL 

FREE  SAMPLES   

My  baby  is  now   months 
old;  please  send  me  samples  of 
Gerber's  Cereal  Food,  Gerber's 
Strained  Oatmeal  and  Gerber's Barley  Cereal. 

OCfiZ^^     c/^Ot^t::^!^ Careals        Shoined  Foods       Chopped  Foods  ©  194(>.  G.  P.  C. 

Address:  Gerber  Products  Co.,  Dept.  Wll-6,  Fremont,  Mich. 
In  Canada:  Dept.  Wll-6,  49  Wellington  St.  E.,  Toronto  1,  Ont. 

Name- 

Address   City  and  State.. 
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he  produced  a  sheaf  of  papers,  with- 
drew one,  glanced  at  it  a  second  time, 

and  tossed  it  into  the  flames.  Instantly 
I  saw  what  it  was,  and  instinctively  I 
reached  for  it.  He  pulled  back  my  arm, 

smiled  and  commented,  "Well,  I  feel 
sure  there  are  three  people,  not  far 
from  here,  who  will  have  a  very  happy 
Christmas."  V.  E. 

Like  Our  Own 
Dear  Papa  David: 

I  have  always  said  that  I  wanted  a 
large  family  when  1  was  married.  I 
did  marry  and  had  five  children,  but 
only  the  first  one  lived  to  grow  up; 
the  others  passed  on  when  very  small. 
For  a  time  I  became  bitter  at  being 
robbed  of  what  I  felt  was  my  greatest 
happiness.  My  husband  became  ill  of 
sleeping  sickness,  then  the  flu,  but 
finally  he  was  restored  to  health.  But 
the  worry,  work  and  grief  were  too 
much  for  me,  for  it  was  while  he  was 
so  ill  that  we  lost  two  of  our  children, 
a  little  boy  and  a  little  girl  who  passed 
on  just  a  month  apart.  I  nearly  lost 
my  mind  and  v/ould  wander  around 
not  caring  what  happened  to  me. 

ONE  day  our  little  girl  came  to  me .  as  I  sat  with  the  tears  running  down 
my  face.  She  put  her  arms  around  me 
and  said,  "Please  don't  cry.  Mother, 
you  have  me  and  I  will  do  all  I  can 

to  make  you  happy."  And  then  I  woke 
up  to  the  fact  that  we  did  have  her 
and  that  we  did  have  a  lot  to  be  thank- 

ful for.  From  then  on  I  took  more  in- 
terest in  life  and  our  darling  little  girl 

who  kept  her  promise  and  did  every- 
thing possible  to  make  us  happy.  When 

she  saw  me  looking  sad  she  would  tell 
me  a  funny  story  or  say  something  to 
make  me  laugh;  we  became  great  pals. 

I  could  see  that  our  little  girl  was 
lonesome  for  other  children  in  the 
house  so  we  decided  to  take  children 
to  board.  Sometimes  we  have  had  six 
children  at  one  time,  all  children  de- 

prived of  a  mother's  loving  care  be- cause of  broken  homes,  some  from 
death  and  some  from  divorce.  Two  of 
them  had  no  parents,  so  we  adopted 
them  and  they  have  grown  up  to  be 
a  great  comfort  and  joy  to  us.  One 
boy  we  took  at  the  age  of  thirteen 
months  and  raised  him;  he  is  now 
twenty-five  years  old.  No  children 
could  seem  more  like  our  own  or  be 
dearer  to  us  and  I  have  been  too  busy 
to  think  about  myself. 
We  have  taken  care  of  over  one  hun- 

dred children.  Quite  a  number  of  them 
still  come  to  see  us  and  call  us  Mother 
and  Dad;  some  of  the  younger  ones 
call  us  Grandma  and  Grandpa.  We 
have  one  grandchild  and  will  have  an- 

other one  soon,  which  is  a  great  joy 
to  us. 

Just  knowing  that  we  were  able  to 
help  so  many  children  and  give  them 
a  chance,  has  taught  us  that  Life  Can 
Be  Beautiful.  I  want  to  add  that  very 

few  of  the  children's  parents  were  able 
to  pay  us  anything  for  their  board  and 
care,  but  we  didn't  mind.  Just  seeing 
them  happy  and  having  the  love  they 
gave  us,  was  pay  enough. 

I  am  not  very  good  at  writing  and 
putting  my  thoughts  on  paper,  but  I  am 
sure  you  will  understand  all  I  mean 
from  what  I  have  written. Mrs.  M.  E.  E. 

What    Nice    Surprise? 

Dear  Papa  David: 
On  August  9,  1934  a  mine  locomotive 

ran  over  me  and  crushed  my  one  leg 
so  badly  that  it  was  necessary  to  ampu- 

tate it  at  my  hip — no  alternative. 



I  worried  a  lot,  not  having  the  as- 
surance that  I  would  be  able  to  live 

and  do  things  I  had  planned  to  do.  I 
had  been  planning  on  marrying  a  swell 
girl,  and  when  I  was  told  that  the  com- 

pany I  worked  for  at  the  time  of  the 
accident  would  give  me  a  job  I  would 
be  able  to  do,  we  were  married. 

It  would  have  been  wonderful  if  our 
marriage  had  turned  out  as  they  do  in 
story  books.  After  ten  years  of  married 
life  and  after  God  had  blessed  us  with 
three  lovely  children  whom  I  love 
dearly,  my  wife  became  dissatisfied 
with  her  life  with  me  and,  like  many 
others,  got  a  job  in  a  defense  plant  and 
left,  taking  the  children  with  her  into 
an  adjoining  state.  While  there  she  be- 

came acquainted  with  a  man  whom  she 
expects  to  marry  soon. 
When  my  wife  wrote  that  she  was 

divorcing  me,  I  knew  it  must  be  God's will.  Knowing  that,  I  thanked  God  for 
the  courage  to  go  on  through  life  with- 

out my  family.  I  realize  how  useless 
my  life  would  be  without  God  to  lead 
and  guide  me.  I  prayed  that  if  it  was 
God's  will  that  I  be  separated  from  my 
children  that  God  might  give  me  some 
sort  of  an  interest  that  would  take  my 
mind  off  my  children.  And  the  next 
day  while  working,  my  prayers  were 
answered  in  a  wonderful  way.  I  met 
a  boy,  five  years  old,  who  has  only  one 
leg,  and  we  have  become  great  pals. 

He  has  helped  fill  the  place  in  my 
life  and  in  my  heart  that  was  so  empty 
because  of  the  loss  of  my  own  children. 
I  can  try  to  do  things  that  will  give 

pleasure  to  my  little  friend,  "Butchy," 
as  everything  is  not  so  well  in  his  life. 

After  all,  my  life  now  is  very  happy. 
Each  morning  when  I  awake  I  wonder 
what  nice  surprise  God  has  in  store 
for  me  today.  Mr.  H.  W.  L. 

The  Small   People 
Dear  Papa  David: 

So  much  publicity  was  given  the  ones 
who  took  advantage  of  war  conditions 
but  there  was  little  mention  of  the 
landladies  who  mothered  the  lonely 

soldiers'  wives  and  helped  them  hold 
onto  their  home  lives  as  long  as  pos- 
sible. 

WHEN  my  husband  took  me  from  the 
Army  hospital  where  our  first  baby 

was  born,  the  day  was  cold  and  we  had 
a  long  drive  home.  We  knew  the  apart- 

ment would  be  cold  too  because  we 

couldn't  risk  leaving  the  heater  on.  I 
thought  how  different  our  homecoming 
would  be  if  our  families  were  near.  But 
when  we  opened  the  door  the  lamps 
were  lit,  the  heat  was  on  and  the  little 
apartment  was  sparkling  clean.  There 
were  fresh  flowers  on  the  table  and 
supper  on  the  back  of  the  stove.  As  I 
stood  there,  all  the  cold  and  loneliness 
seemed  to  melt  away.  Later,  the  land- 

lady ran  in  to  see  the  new  baby  and 
to  see  if  we  found  our  supper.  When 
we  had  to  move  on,  we  were  very  re- 

luctant, because  she  had  become  such 
a  good  friend. 
-  After  many  changes,  we  settled  in 
the  South  for  a  while.  We  had  a  nice 
little  house  and  it  had  a  nice  owner. 

"The  day  came  when  my  husband  was 
ordered  to  the  last  camp  before  going 
overseas.  When  we  were  loading  the 
car,  our  landlord  was  there  to  help. 
He  didn't  think  our  tires  looked  very 
good  so  he  wanted  us  to  take  his  new 
tire,  then  ship  it  back  when  we  reached 
our  destination. 
We  declined  but  I  thought  to  myself, 

"I  guess  I  have  never  done  a  kind  or  a 
generous  deed  in  my  life,  by  these 
standards." 
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JACK:  I'm  givin'  ya  the  real  lowdown  ■. .  .  every  Mommy  who  wants  her  baby  to  have 
the  smoothest,  healthiest  skin  should  be  sure  to  give  baby  these  tivin  blessings  of 
Mennen  Antiseptic  Baby  Oil  .  .  . 

JILL:  Works  double!  One:   bein'  antiseptic,  Mennen  Baby  Oil  helps  prevent  diaper rash,  urine  irritation,  lotsa  other  skin  troubles  . ,  . 

JACK:  Two:  Good-bye  roughness  an'  dryness;  Mennen  Baby  Oil  helps  keep  skin  soft 
an'  smooth.  Follow  the  advice  of  most  doctors  and  hospitab,  double-bless  your  baby with  Mennen! 

JILL:  Us  Mennen  babies  smell  so  sweet.  Get  Mennen  Baby  Oil  and  Baby  Powder 

nmo  to  have  on  hand  for  baby's  first  day  home! 

Tm'ft  blessings  for  Baby— 

FREE 

BABY    I if  you' re  going  to  iiave  a  baby- 

SEND     THIS     COUPON     > 

Yju'll  get  che  wonderful  free  Mennen 
Baby  Bundle  containing:  1.  New  book 
of  2000  names,  with  meanings.  2.  Gen- 

erous sample  of  mild,  soothing  Mennen 
Antiseptic  Baby  Oil.  3.  Famous  Baby 
Care  Guide,  latest  instructions.  4.  Per- 

fumed sachet  card  for  baby's  layette.  5. 
Helpful  Shopping  List  of  baby  needs.  If 

you're  expecting  a  baby,  send  coupon  now. 

P.  O.  Box  1133,  The  Mennen  Co.,  Newark  1,  N.  J. 
PLEASE    PRINT    NAME    &    ADDRESS    CLEARLY    IN 
INK  (This  coupon  will  be  used  as  your  Baby  Bundle  label.) 

Send  me  the  Mennen  Baby  Bundle  free.   I  expect  a 
baby  about: 

Date. . 

Name.  . 

Address . 

City.  ..  . 

(Write  approximate  date  you  expect  baby) 

.State. 
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SEND   FOR   FREE   COPY 

©/  "The  Book  That  Lovers  Love."  Complete 
details  of  judging  diamonds.  Address: 

BLUEBIRD  DIAMOND  SYNDICATE,  Dept.  8-N 
55  East  Washington  St.,  Chicago  2,  III. 

When  we  arrived  at  our  destination 
the  orders  were  changed  to  a  camp  in 
the  Middle  West.  I  went  on  ahead  to 
find  an  apartment.  My  husband  drove 
up  with  another  soldier.  They  came 
sooner  than  I  expected  and  I  had 
scarcely  any  food  in  the  house,  and  the 
stores  were  closed.  I  was  fixing  a  mea- 

ger meal  when  our  new  landlady  came 
to  the  door  with  a  beautiful  chocolate 
layer  cake.  Believe  me,  with  that  cake 
and  hot  coffee  our  meal  turned  into  a feast. 

It  was  from  there  that  my  husband 
went  overseas.  If  I  had  been  with  my 
own  family  I  would  not  have  had  more 
kindness  and  sympathy  to  help  me 
over  the  first  bad  days. 

I  left  for  the  coast  in  order  to  get  a 
home  started  while  my  husband  was 
gone.  I  stayed  with  a  family  who  took 
care  of  the  children  while  I  worked. 
I  would  have  to  write  another  letter 
to  tell  of  the  wonderful  things  they  did 
for  us. 
My  husband  is  safely  home  now  and 

we  are  getting  started  on  a  little  farm. 
We  have  two  children  and  hope  to  have 
more.  When  people  ask  me  why  I  want 
to  raise  children  in  these  confusing 
days  when  the  good  they  are  taught 
is  disproved  on  every  side,  I  smile  to 
myself.  I  can  tell  my  children  things 
that  will  not  be  disproved.  I  can  tell 
them  about  the  real  America,  the  hard- 

working honest  people  all  up  and  down 
the  country  who  are  its  backbone,  yet 
seldom  reach  the  headlines.  The  people 

who  live  by  the  creed,  "Every  man  is 
thy  neighbor."  Mrs.  S.  R. 

No  One  Left  Out 

Dear  Papa  David: 

I  got  married  when  I  was  twenty- 
three.  My  husband  and  I  were  very 
devoted.  When  we  had  been  married 
two  years  we  had  a  son.  When  our  son 
was  five  years  old  his  dad  joined  the Navy. 

They  were  more  alike  than  any  other 
father  and  son  I  have  ever  known. 
John,  my  husband,  had  been  across  a 
year  when  he  was  reported  missing. 
That  like  to  have  killed  me.  And  I 

just  couldn't  stand  the  sight  of  my  son. 
He  tried  everything  he  could  do  to 

take  his  father's  place  but  that  made  it 
worse.  Johnnie,  our  son,  knew  that  I 

just  couldn't  stand  the  sight  of  him  and 
he  just  kept  away  from  me.  One  morn- 

ing when  I  went  to  make  Johnnie's  bed 
I  found  a  note.  It  said,  "Mother,  I  know 
you  hate  me  because  I  look  so  much 

like  Dad  and  he  is  missing.  Mom,  I 
have  never  thought  Dad  was  dead.  I 
have  prayed  every  night  to  God  to  send 
him  home,  and  I  believe  He  will 

Please   Mom   you   pray   too,   Johnnie." 
When  he  didn't  come  home  that 

night  I  just  thought  he  had  spent  the 
night  with  some  of  his  friends.  He 
didn't  come  home  the  next  day  so  I 
got  worried. Then  I  realized  that  I  had  been 
wrong,  that  I  loved  Johnnie  and  he 
was  the  only  thing  that  I  had  left.  That 
night  I  prayed  and  prayed  hard  for 
the  return  of  my  son  and  husband. 

The  next  morning  the  door  bell  rang. 
I  went  to  see  who  was  there  and  it  was 
a  boy  with  a  telegram.  I  opened  it  and 
it  was  from  John.  He  was  coming  home 
for  good. 

I  couldn't  think  of  anything  for  the 
next  hour  or  two  but  the  day  when  he 
would  come  home.  Then  it  struck  me 
that  our  little  Johnnie  was  not  at  home 
any  more.   I  just  sat  down  and  cried 

I  was  crying  and  praying  that  hei 
would  come  home  and  I  loved  him' 
more  than  I  ever  had,  when  someone 
started  patting  my  head.  I  looked  up 
and  it  was  Johnnie.  He  told  me  that  he 

just  couldn't  stay  away  from  me.  That 
he  loved  me  even  if  I  didn't  love  him.  I 
told  him  about  his  daddy  coming  home 
and  I  told  him  how  much  I  loved  him 

So  we  both  began  to  plan  for  Dad's homecoming. 

Today  we  are  just  so  happy,  the  three 
of  us.   We  go  everywhere  together.   No 

one  is  ever  left  out  of  the  others'  plans Mrs.  J.  L.  A 

There  you  have  the  letters  for  this 
month,  as  many  as  we  could  fit  into 
the  magazine.  We  wish  we  could  have 
printed  more. 

It's  a  constant  amazement  to  us,  the 
number  of  letters  that  say,  in  a  hun- 

dred different  ways,  that  the  things  we 
believe  about  life  and  happiness  are true. 

And  the  more  letters  we  get,  the  more 
certain  we  become  that,  hidden  away 
in  almost  every  life,  there  is  some  small 
memory  that  proves  our  philosophy 
better  than  anything  we  could  say. 
Perhaps  you  can  remember  something 
like  that  yourself,  an  incident  you  ex- 

perienced, a  person  you  knew,  a  time 
in  your  life  when  you  were  suddenly 
able  to  grasp,  beyond  surface  confu- 

sion and  unhappiness,  a  fundamental 
beauty  and  order.  If  this  has  happened 
to  you  we  are  waiting  to  read  your story. 

Il 
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LISTEN  TO  RADIO'S  MOST  EXCITING  HALF  HOUR 
•  •  •  • 

True  Detective 

Mysteries 
EVERY.  SUNDAY    AFTERNOON 

Everybody  is  talking  about  "True  Detective 
Mysteries"  .  .  .  the  new  dramatic  radio  show 
that  has  become  an  old-time  favorite  of  millions 
of  listeners.  If  you  crave  exciting  radio  enter- 

tainment, turn  your  radio  dial  to  your  Mutual 
Broadcasting  station  this  Sunday  and  listen  to 
"True  Detective  Mysteries!" 

4:30  EST 3:30  CST 2:30  MST 1:30  P5T 



FOR    BETTER    RESULTS    THEY    NOW 
TAKE    VITAMINS    THE    NEWER    OVALTINE    WAY! 

Of  course,  the  reason  you're  taking  extra 
vitamins  is  for  keener  vitality,  better  all- 
round  health  1 

So  why  not  get  your  vitamins  this  newer 
way  that  can  do  you  more  good?  Why  not 
get  them  in  fortified  food — the  delicious 
Ovaltine  way? 

The  reason  is  simple — science  knows 
vitamins  don't  work  alone!  They  work  best 
with  other  food  elements — Vitamin  A  and 
Vitamin  C  with  protein.  Vitamin  Bi  with 
energy  food,  Vitamin  D  with  Calcium  and 
Phosphorus,  and  so  on — and  you  get  them 
all  in  each  glass  of  Ovaltine  made  ivith  milk! 

For  Ovaltine  is  an  all-round  supplemen- 
tary food  that  supplies — besides  vitamins — 

nearly   every   food   element   needed   for 

robust  health,  including  those  elements 
needed  for  vitamin-effectiveness. 

And  note — when  you  drink  Ovaltine  you 
not  only  get  vitamins  a  preferred  way — 
you  get  much  more!  High-quality  protein, 
vital  food-minerals,  quick-acting  energy 
food — things  many  people  need  as  much 
as  vitamins  for  vigorous  buoyant  health. 

So  if  you  are  eating  normal  meals,  2 
glasses  of  Ovaltine  daily  give  you  all  the 
extra  vitamins  and  minerals  a  normal  per- 

son needs  for  robust  health. 

Then  why  take  chances  with  merely  vita- 
mins alone?  Why  not  change  to  Ovaltine 

— get  your  vitamins  the  way  they  can  do 
you  more  good,  along  with  all  the  other 
essential  food- values  Ovaltine  supplies! 

FOR  CLEAR-EYED  MORNING  FRESHNESS 

Sparkling  early-morning  en- 
ergy is  reported  by  thousands 

who  drink  Ovaltine  regularly 
at  bedtime.  One  reason  is — 
Ovaltine  supplies  food  ele- 

ments to  build  vitality — and 
it's  specially  processed  for  easy 
digestion  so  you  can  get  the 
good  from  it  during  sleep. 



And  then,  she  was  back  at  the  broad- cast the  next  morning.  I  came  in  a 
few  minutes  early,  saw  her  standing  in 
the  long  line  of  people  waiting  to  be 
admitted  to  the  studio.  I  edged  my  way 
toward  her  through  the  crowd,  and  she 

greeted  me  with  a  smile.  "I've  figured 
out  how  to  see  Mr.  Waring,"  she  said. 
"I  watched  where  he  went  yesterday, 
and  I  think  I  can  catch  him  in  the  cor- 

ridor." 
"Maybe  it  won't  work,"  I  suggested. 

"Maybe  a  lot  of  other  people  have  tried 
it  before."  ,  „ 

Ellen  tossed  her  head.  "It'll  work." 
She  sounded  almost  fierce.  "It's  just  got 
to.  And  something  good  is  going  to  hap- 

pen today;  I  just  know  it.  I've  got  an 
appointment  to  see  about  a  job  at  noon. 

Maybe  I'll  get  that,  too." When  the  broadcast  was  over,  Ellen 
was  out  of  her  seat  and  out  the  door 
before  I  could  get  to  my  feet.  I  went 
out  with  the  crowd,  and  as  it  thinned 

A  Song  to  Sing 
(Continued  jrom  page  29) 

in  the  lobby,  I  caught  sight  of  Ellen 
down  at  one  end  near  the  control  room 
door.  This  time  she  was  talking  to  Bob 

Lang,  Mr.  Waring's  public  relations 
man.  I  knew  that  he'd  tell  her  just  what 

Miss  Johnson  had  told  her,  and  I  didn't 
wait  around  to  witness  her  defeat.  Some- 

how, I  didn't  think  she'd  like  it,  and 
besides,  I  wouldn't  have  any  time  with her  if  she  was  going  right  out  to  see 
about  a  job. 

Thaf  night  I  took  the  subway  and 
then  a  bus  to  the  little  suburban  town 
where  her  aunt  lived.  It  was  nice  to 

get  out  of  the  city  for  a  change,  nice 
to  see  grass  and  trees,  and  the  bright 
blooming  patches  of  fiowers  in  the  dusk. 

I  turned  up  the  walk  toward  a  pleas- ant white-painted  house  with  a  hedge 
of  bridal  wreath  around  the  front 

porch.  It  was  very  much  like  my  own 
home  in  Caldwell,  and  just  the  sort  of 

place  I  hoped  to  have  some  day.  I'd like  it  to  be  just  like  this,  I  thought. 

with   Ellen   opening  the   door   for  me, 
smiling  up  at  me. 
"Come  in,"  she  invited,  "and  meet 

Aunt  Julia.  Auntie,  this  is  the  boy  I 

told  you  about — " Ellen's  aunt  was  a  comfortably 
plump,  middle-aged  woman,  not  at  all 
like  Ellen  except  for  her  eyes  and  her 
smile.  "I'm  glad  you  came  to  see  us," 
she  said.  "I  think  it's  so  nice  of  you 

to  take  an  interest  in  Ellen's  work." 
That  jarred  a  little.    I  couldn't  tell her  that  it  was  Ellen,  not  her   work, 

that  interested  me,   but  I  did  wonder 
what    Ellen    had    told    her,    and    what  I 
Ellen  really  thought  about  me.    I  still 
had  the  uncomfortable  feeling  that  be- 

cause she'd  met  me  at  the  NBC  studios 
and  because  I'd  shown  an  interest  in  i 
her  song,  she  gave  me  credit  for  having  J 
a  great  deal  more  to  do  with  the  mu-j sic   business   than   I   actually   had.         i 

She  played  her  song  for  me  on  her 
aunt's    little    spinet    piano,    and    then 

yWusl  this  one  design 

f  Cleans  teeth  best 

Vsay  dentists  2tol 

80 

CONCAVE  DESIGN 

Dentists  recommend  Straight  Line  Design 

over  all  others  in  Nationwide  Vote! 

There  are  only  3  basically  different  brushing  surface  de- 
signs found  among  all  leading  tooth  brushes  sold  today: 

straight  line,  convex  and  concave.  When  30,000  dentists 
were  asked  which  of  these  designs  cleaned  teeth  best— by 

overwhelming  odds,  by  more  than  2  to  1— the  answers 

were  "Straight  Line  Design!" 

Why  Pepsodent's  Straight  Line  Design  Cleans  Best! 

Most  people's  teeth  are  not  set  in  curved  rows.  They  lie  in 
a  series  of  relatively  straight  lines.  Authoritative  research 

shows  that  Pepsodent's  Straight  Line  Design  fits  more  teeth 
better  than  convex  or  concave  designs  .  .  .  Actually  cleans 
up  to  30%  more  tooth  surface  per  stroke. 

Every 

Pepsodent  Brush 
has  the  Straight  Line  Design 

most  dentists  recommend 



1.  CLOPAY  DRAPES  are  new,  exciting,  glamorous!  Made  of 

plasticized  cellulose,  they're  miracle-low  in  price!  Exclusive 
features  are:  Reinforced  edges,  automatic  French  pleats 

and  Lintoned  fabric-effect  bac'^ground — looks  like  linen ' 
Gay,  dashing  designs:  colorful  stripes  and  floral 
patterns — rich-looking  and  really  gorgeous! 
Complete  with  matching  tie-backs,  to  fit  any 
window  up  to  2^3  yards  in  height.  At  5  and 
10c  stores,  neighborhood  and  department 
stores — as  low  as  98c  per  pair. 

2.  CLOPAY  SHADES  will  make 
any  window  sing!  Attach  to 
old  rollers  if  you  wish — no 
tacks  nor  tools  required.  Also 
complete  on  spring  roller. 

They  won't  crack,  curl,  fray 
or  pinhole.  Amazingly  low 
cost — about  29c  for  the 
average  window.  Priced  as 
low  as  19c,  others  35c,  49c 
and  up,  depending  on  finish 
and  size. 

4.  CLOPAY  VENETIAM  BLINDS  are  an 

amazing  value.  They're  made  of 
strong  3-ply  fibre  with  a  painted 
finish  that's  washable.  Automatic 
cord-locks,  and  a  simple,  easy-action 

tilt.  And  they're  so  easy  to  install! 
For  the  average-sized  window 

Clopay  Venetian  Blinds 

cost  only  $2.59 — at  5c- 
$1.00,  department  and 
other  stores. 

3.  CLOPAY  COTTAGE  SETS  put 
sparkle  into  your  kitchen,  bath  or 
bedroom  windows!  In  fetching 

gingham  patterns — or  polka-dots 
— or  gay  strawberry  design.  Like 

Clopay  Drapes,  these  6-piece 
Clopay  Cottage  Sets  are  made 

from  strong,  plasticized 

cellulose.  You've  never 
seen  anything  quite  so 
charming.  Not  yet 
available  everywhere, 

but  try  your  5  and  1  Oc 
store,  neighborhood 
or  department  store. 
Only  89c  for  a  set  of 
six  pieces — two  tops, 

two  sash  panels,  two 
tie-backs. 

S9^ 

six-piece  set 

Clopay 
Reg.  U.  S.  Pat.  Off. 

Now  available  at  leading  5  and  10c  stores,  5c  to  $1.00  stores;  department, 

variety,  neighborhood  and  general  merchandise  stores. 

Prices  necessarily  subject  to  change  without  notice. 



You  walk  briskly  .  .  .  your  ears  ringing 

with  the  cheers  and  the  songs.  You  feel  the  glow  you've 
always  felt,  ever  since  you  first  tucked  your  saddle  shoes 

stadium  blanket  .  .  .  and  the  world  became  an  exciting  pattern 

of  pennants  and  chrysanthemums  .  .  .  tea  dances  .  .  . 
football  shoulders.  A  world  very  personally  yours,  of  going  places ...  of  being  young! 

That  was  when  you  promised  yourself  you'd  stay  young,  always. 
And  you  do.  Because  you  never  let  life's  aggravations  slow  you   up; 

or  get  you  down.  On  problem  days,  for  instance,  you 
choose  Kotex — for  its  miracle-softness — unfailing  softness  that  gives  you 

the  extra  comfort  you'd  expect  from  this  napkin  made  to  stay  soft 
while  you  wear  it. 

Yes,  and  you  choose  Kotex  for  its  flat,  tapered  ends  that  prevent 
revealing  outlines.  For  that  exclusive  safety  center,  assuring 

extra  protection.  For  the  deodorant  in  each  Kotex  napkin;  to 
safeguard  your  daintiness.  And  because  only  Kotex  has  3  sizes 

for  different  women,  different  days :  Regular,  Junior, 

Super  Kotex. 
All  designed  to  give  you  the  comfort  .  .  .  confidence 

young-hearted  fun  of  living  .  .  .  that  are 
very  personally  yours. 

More  women  choose  Kotex* 

than  all  other  sanitary  napkins 

*T.  M.  Reg.  U.  S.  Pat.  Off. 
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looked  up  at  me  as  if  her  whole  career 

hung  upon  my  approval.  "I  like  it,"  I 
said,  and  it  really  wasn't  too  much  of 
a  He,  because  I  think  I'd  have  liked 
anything  that  Ellen  did.  Watery  com- 

pliment though  it  was,  Ellen  seemed 

as  pleased  as  if  I'd  pinned  a  medal  on her. 

I  didn't  have  to  ask  her  if  she'd  got 
to  see  Mr.  Waring,  and  as  soon  as  we'd left  the  house  and  were  walking  to  the 

bus,  she  told  me  about  the  job.  "It  was 
open,"  she  said,  "  and  I  could  have  had 
it,  but  it  didn't  pay  enough  for  me  to 
live  on." I  whistled  when  she  told  me  how 

much  they'd  offered  her.  "I  should 
think  not,"  I  agreed.  "Isn't  that  pretty 
low,  as  salaries  go  these  days?" 

"Well,  it's  part-time  work  .  .  .  but 
that's  what  I  need.  I  can't  work  full 
time  and  write  and  take  my  songs 

around." 

THERE  were  those  songs  again.  "Do 
you  think  you'll  find  a  part-time  job 

that  will  pay  any  more?" 
"I've  got  to,  or  I  can't  stay  here,  and 

I've  got  to  stay,  got  to  make  good.  I 
used  the  money  that  was  my  gradua- 

tion present  from  Mother  and  Dad  to 

come  here,  and  I  won't  go  back  beaten. 
■They  made  an  awful  fuss  about  my 
coming.  You  see,  they  wanted  me  to 

go  to  college  this  fall,  and  I've  just 
got  to  show  them — " 

Of  course.  It  was  the  old  story — no 
one  wants  to  go  back  to  his  home  town 
defeated.  And  Ellen,  especially — I  was 
beginning  to  learn  how  fiercely,  sensi- 

tively proud  she  was.  And  there's something  about  New  York  that  stirs 
ambition,  makes  you  feel  keenly  com- 

petitive. Maybe  it's  the  feeling  of  con- stant bustle  and  change,  of  everyone 

hurrying  to  get  somewhere;  maybe  it's because  so  many  people  are  crammed 
together,  elbowing  each  other  in  a 
small  space;  maybe  it's  the  buildings, 
so  close-crowded  and  tall,  as  if  they, 
too,  were  trying  to  out-reach  each 
other. 

Ellen  and  I  rode  up  to  the  observa- 
tion floor  of  the  Empire  State  that  night, 

and  peered  over  the  parapet  at  the 
towering  stone  structures,  at  the  street, 
so  narrow  and  tiny  and  far  below.  "Oh, 
Mac,"  said  Ellen,  "isn't  it  just — just 
breathless?  Doesn't  it  make  you  want 
to  do  something  really  hig?" 

I  couldn't  honestly  say  that  it  did. 
I'd  been  two  years  in  Europe,  and  I'd 
seen  other  buildings — not  as  tall  as 
these,    but    good-sized    buildings — re- 

duced to  piles  of  broken  stone.  "I'm 
afraid  not,"  I  said.  "I'm  years  behind 
on  my  education  now,  and  all  I  want 
is  peace  and  a  chance  to  learn  some- 

thing, and  then  a  job — " She  looked  disappointed,  and  then  she 
brightened.  "But  I  forgot — you  have  a 
career.  You're  already  started  on  it. 
And  I  know  you'll  make  good,  Mac.  I 
just  know  you'll  be  marvelously  suc- 

cessful." 
She  was  completely  sincere — but 

then,  that  was  Ellen.  Anything  she  be- 
lieved in,  she  believed  in  wholeheart- 

edly, unreasoningly,  whether  it  was  her 

own  song,  or  a  singer  whose  voice  she'd never  heard.  She  had  stars  in  her  eyes, 
and  the  glamor  of  bright  lights  and 
tall  buildings,  and  if  she  was  making 
me  bigger  than  life-size  in  her  imagi- 

nation, I  thought  I'd  better  stop  it  right 
there.  "I'm  not  so  sure,"  I  said.  "I  didn't 
start  out  with  the  idea  of  making  a  ca- 

reer of  my  voice.  I  like  to  sing,  and  I 

sing  for  the  fun  of  it — and  that's  the way  I  think  most  music  should  be 
made.  I  began  with  the  idea  of  teaching 

music,  and  I'd  still  like  to  teach.  Espe- 
cially in  some  small  college  in  some 

pretty  little  town — " She  wrinkled  up  her  nose  and 
laughed  at  me.  She  thought  I  was  jok- 

ing. She  was  eighteen,  and  I  twenty- 
three,  but  there  were  more  than  five 

years  between  us.  "It  sounds  nice,"  she 
observed  lightly,  "for  someone  who's 
too  old  to  do  anything  else." We  went  inside  and  sat  down  at  one 
of  the  little  tables  next  to  the  windows. 
From  there  we  could  see  out  over  the 
whole  city,  clear  to  the  Jersey  shore. 
Superimposed  over  the  distant,  glitter- 

ing view  were  our  own  reflections, 
shadowy  in  the  dark  glass.  And  pretty 
good  reflections,  too,  I  thought — I  mean, 
pretty  good  together,  Ellen  small  and 
dark  and  quick-moving,  and  I  big  and 
mild  and  slow.  I  was  trying  to  think  of 
some  way  to  suggest  it  to  her,  when 
she  started  talking  about  her  song. 
Now,  it  seemed,  having  failed  in  her 
second  attempt  to  see  Mr.  Waring,  she 
was  planning  a  campaign  against  his 
office.  "I  looked  up  the  address  in  the 
telephone  book,"  she  explained,  "and 
I'm  going  up  there  tomorrow  and  the 
day  after  and  the  day  after  that  until 

he  sees  me." I  had  no  doubt  that  she'd  do  it.  "But 
why  Waring?"  I  asked  cautiously. 
"There  arc  other  bandleaders — " 

"Because  I  want  the  glee  club  to  sing 
it  over  the  air.  Our  glee  club  at  school 
sang  it  in  the  operetta,  and  it  sounded 

f?W  ifat  c<ifc  ̂ <M  te^  "t^uce  low' 7 
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MY  TRUE  STORY" 
Hear  real  life  stories  on  your  radio 
taken  from  the  files  of  TRUE  STORY 

MAGAZINE.  A  different  story 

every  day  revealing  the  troubles, 
triumphs,  loves,  adventures  of 

real   people.    Don't   miss   them! 
EVERY  MORNING  MONDAY  THRU   FRIDAY 

9:00  CST  10:00  EST  10:30  PST  11:30  MST 

ALL  AMERICAN   BROADCASTING   CO.   STATIONS 
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LoN/ely 

Barbara  Whitmore 

National  winner  of 
Columbia  Pictures  talent  searcti  contest 

Instantly  . .  • 

make  YOUR  lips  more  thrilling 

Here  is  the  most  important  charm 

discovery  since  the  beginning  of 

beauty.  A  "lipstick,"  at  last, 
that  isn't  greasy — that  actually 

can't  smear — that  really  won't 
rub  off — and  that  will  keep  your 

hps  deliciously  soft,  smooth  and 

lovely.  It  isn't  a  "hpstick"  at  all. 
It's  a  liquid,  in  the  most  exciting 

tones  of  red  ever  created.  It's  so 

permanent.  Put  it  on  at  dusk — it 
stays  tUl  dawn  or  longer.  Regular 
size  bottle  that  lasts  a  long,  long 

time  is  only  $1  at  all  stores.  Or, 

SEND  COUPON  for  generous  Trial  Stzos 

n  ParUian — spectacular  with  dark  hair,  fair  skin. 

n  Scarlet — flaming   red,  definitely  tempting. 

n  Regal — exciting  with  dark 
hair,  medium  skin. 

D  Engllfh  Tint  —  inviting 
coral-pink  for  blondes. 

D  Orchid — exotic  pink.  Ro- mantic for  evening. 

D  Gay  Plum  —  enchanting 
with  fuchsio,  wine  or  purple. 

D  Gypiy  —  vivacious  with 
dark  eyes,  olive  skin. 

D  Medium — natural  true  red, flatters  all  types. 

CHECK  SHADES  WANTED 

PRINCESS  PAT,  Dept.  614B 
2709  S.  Wells  St.,  Chicago  16,  DI. 

Send    me   generous   trial   sizes  of  Liquid  Llptone. 
I  enclose  12c  (2c  Fed.  tax)  (or  each  stiade. 

Name- 

Address- 

City   

Ju^{uci^£^^^ne 
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MARY   ANDERSON 

Appearing  In 
"To  Each 

His  Own," 
a  Paramount 

Production. 

HowtoMakeYour  Hair  Lovelier 
GOLDEN  GLINT  will  bring  out  the  true  color 
beauty  of  your  hair  without  changing  the  shade 

by  adding  a  "tiny  tint"  of  contrasting  color  which 
overcomes  dullness  and  yet  doesn't  show.  It  brings 
out  the  full,  rich  beauty  of  your  natural  shade 
just  as  a  touch  of  bluing  makes  dingy  linen  snowy 
white. 

Your  choice  of  12  shades,  one  of  which  should  be 
just  right  to  emphasize  the  sparkling  highlights 
and  colorful  undertones  in  your  individual  shade. 

1.  Black  5.  Nut  Brown  9.  Topaz  Blonde 
2.  Bark  Copper  6.  Silver  10.  Dark  Auburn 
3.  Sable  Brown  7.  Titian  Blonde  11.  Light  Auburn 
4.  Golden  Brown  8.  Bolden  Blonde  12.  Lustre  Glint 

Golden  Glint  makes  your  hair  silky,  easier  to 
comb — easier  to  keep  in  place  and  frees  it  of  soap 
film.  It  has  shown  millions  of  women  a  quick, 
harmless  way  to  new  hair  beauty.  (Over  50  mil- 

lion rinses  sold.)  Get  a  25c  or  10c  package  today 
at  drug  or  dime  store. 
  FREE    SAMPLE   » 

Golden  Glint  Co.,  Seattle  14,  Wash.,  Box  3366-C-72 

Please  send  color  No   as  listed  above. 

Name   _   

Address   

GOLDEN  GLINT 

BITTY  GARRETT 

star  of 

'CALL  ME  MISTER.' 

Here,  too, 

Peter  Pan's 
Merry-Go-Round 

bra  wins 

enthusiastic 

applause! 
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wonderful.  And  because  I  think  he's 
sympathetic  with  young  people  and  the 

things  they  want  to  do.  He's  made  spe- cial broadcasts  for  schools  .  .  .  our 

school  used  to  have  them  regularly." 
She  was  right  there.  Almost  every- 

one knows  about  Mr.  Waring's  interest 
in  music  education  and  all  he's  done  to 
further  it.  But  still  I  couldn't  see  him 
encouraging  a  teen-age  girl  to  leave 
home  for  a  song-writing  career  in  New 
York.  "Look,"  I  said,  "I  know  a  fel- 

low in  the  Waring  office.  I  could  show 
him  your  song,  and  ask  him  to  pass  it 

along — " 
I  said  it  just  to  keep  her  from  con- 

ducting her  own  version  of  a  sit-down 
strike  in  Mr.  Waring's  office.  And  for 
the  first  time  she  looked  at  me  as  I'd 
been  wanting  her  to  look  at  me — as  if 
she  thought  I  was  the  most  wonderful 

guy  in  the  world.  "You  will?"  she 
breathed.  "Oh,  Mac!  Will  Mr.  Waring 
be  sure  to  see  it?  Do  you  suppose  I  can 

talk  to  him  about  it?" 
That  was  exactly  what  I  didn't  want. 

I  had  a  pretty  good  idea  of  what  he'd 
say,  and  I  didn't  want  to  see  her  hurt, 
even  for  her  own  good.  "Suppose  we 
send  it  in  first,  and  see  what  happens." 

I  HOPE  I  didn't  sound  glum,  but  I  felt 
that  way.  It's  no  fun  to  be  knocked 

breathless  by  a  girl,  and  to  feel  that 
your  chief  value  lies  in  being  a  listen- 

ing post  and  a  stepping  stone  in  her 
career. 

I  gave  the  song  to  Bob  Lang  the  next 
day,  and  afterwards  I  was  glad  that  I 
had.  Because  Ellen  didn't  mention  it 
again — seemed  almost  afraid  to  men- 

tion it,  as  if  talking  about  it  would  be 
bad  luck.  We  had  a  wonderful  time 
together  in  the  week  that  followed. 
Ellen's  search  for  a  part-time  job 
didn't  take  up  all  of  her  days,  and  we 
set  out  to  see  the  sights,  from  the  Bat- 

tery to  Fort  Tryon  Park.  We  visited 
all  the  landmarks  we'd  heard  about 
from  the  big  ones  like  the  Statue  of 

Liberty  and  Grant's  tomb,  to  the  little, 
obscure  ones,  like  the  grave  of  the 
Amiable  Child.  We  took  the  excursion 
steamer  around  the  island,  and  followed 
a  guide  through  the  modernistic  maj- 

esty of  Rockefeller  Center.  Each  night 
we  ate  at  a  different  kind  of  restau- 

rant— Chinatown  one  night,  and  then 
an  Armenian  place,  and  then  a  smorgas- 

bord. .  .  . 
At  least,  I  told  myself,  if  I  never  saw 

Ellen  again,  I'd  have  a  lot  to  remem- 
ber about  her — her  face  at  twilight 

across  the  table  of  a  sidewalk  cafe,  her 
delighted  laugh  at  our  pictures  ground 
out  by  a  Broadway  photomaton,  her 
silent  wonder  on  the  ferry  coming  back 
from  Staten  Island  one  misty  evening 
when  the  towers  of  Manhattan  seemed 
to  rise,  not  out  of  prosaic  earth,  but 
out  of  sunset-tinted  clouds. 

I  proposed  to  her  on  the  ferry.  A 
dozen — a  hundred — times  in  that  week 
I'd  wanted  to  tell  her  how  I  felt  about 
her,  and  each  time  something  had  held 
me  back.  She  was  so  young,  just  a  kid 

really,  and  she'd  forget  about  me  the minute  I  left  town,  or  when  she  went 
back  to  Mayville  and  to  school.  If  she 
seemed  to  enjoy  herself  with  me,  to  look 
forward  to  seeing  me,  I  reminded  my- 

self that  I  mustn't  build  too  much  on 
it,  that  she'd  have  enjoyed  being  with 
anyone  who  would  take  her  around 

that  big,  wonderful  city.  And  I  hadn't meant  to  ask  her  to  marry  me,  that 

night  on  the  ferry.  I'd  intended  only to  tell  her  how  much  I  thought  of  her 
and  to  ask  her  to  keep  in  touch  with 
me.  But  the  first  thing  I  knew,  I  was 
saying  that  I  loved  her  and  wanted  her 

Thrilling 

Invention 

Imaglnet  Now,  at  home,  you  can  beep 
your  hair  wavy,  soft,  and  flufly  for  days 
anddaysl  "Witliout  tiresome  finger  manip- 

ulations,inajlIty.Perm-O-Combmakesany 
hair-do  last  weeks  longer,  whether  permanent 
wave,  finger,  or  leather.  Order  yours  now! 
Like  combine  your  hair — and  just  aa  faetl  Amaz- 

ing new  comb  with  double  row  of  wavy  teeth  set 
crosswise,  actually  seta  and  waves  your  hair  aa  it 
c<wn6« — makea  your  permanent  last  longer — helps train  waveeinto  your  hair.  Yea,  by  wetting  hair,  you 
can  even  give  yourself  a  finger  wave!  Never  comba  atraight 
and  flat  like  ordinary  combe.  Always  comba  wavy  and  fluffy. 
No  tiresome  finger  manipulations.  Be  perfectly  gfroomed  in 
seconda  with  lovely,  soft,  wavy  hair  that  stajTi  that  wayl 
Amazing  resulta  even  with  most  unruly  straight  hair.  Perm* 
O-Comb  waves  IN — never  OUT.  All  one  piece — no  attach* 
meats.  Alwaysready  for  use. Your  hair-do  lasts  longer,  whether 
permanent,  finger  .or  feather.  Snarls  comb  out  so  faat,  eaay  I  Ona 
trip  lees  to  beauty  parlor  pays  back  low  price. 

10  DAY  TRIAL  Send  no  money.  Order  your  Perm-O-Comb 
today.  Send  name  and  addrea*.  Pay  postman  oidy  S  1.98  plus 
postage  op  delivery.  Use  10  days,  and  if  not  eicited  andde* 
lighted  with  reeuite,  rettim  Perm-O-Comb  and  your  money 
will  be  returned  at  once.  We  pay  postage  if  you  eend  $1.98: 
same  guarantee.  Order  today — for  years  of  lovely,  wavy  hairl 

WAVE-COMB  COMPANY 

412  S.  Market  St.*  Oept.  C-306         Chicago  7,  III. 

Gef 
Greater  Relief 

CORNS! 
Blue-Jay  mA  Nupercaine 

You  can  forget  painful  corns 
when  you  use  Blue-Jay!  Gives 
wonderful  relief  3  ways! 

1  ANESTHETIC  Nuper- 
'   caine,  exclusive  with 
Blue-Jay,  curbs   surface 

pain! 

2fNSr>IN7Ly  stops  shoe pressure  pain,  thanks  to 
soft  Dura-felt  pad! 

3  GENTLE  medication  loos- ens hard  "core,"  you  just 
lift  it  out  in  a  few  days! 

Special  Blue-Jay 
for  Little  Toe  Coras! 

Flesh-colored,  inconspicuous! 
Also  special  Blue- Jay  for  Soft 
Corns.  All  have  Nupercaine, 
miracle  pain  quieter.  No  other 
com  plaster  has  it!  At  all  drag 
and  toilet  goods  counters. 

BLUE 

JAY 
Xorn  Plasters 

"  America's 
Largest  Selling 

Corn  Plaster" 

A  product  of 
Division  of  The  Kendall  Company,  Chicago 

BAUER  &  BLACK. 



with  me  for  the  rest  of  my  life,  and 
knowing  that  I  meant  every  word  of  it. 

It  was  the  quietest  evening  we'd 
spent.  All  we  did  was  to  take  the  ferry 
to  Staten  Island,  and  then  a  bus  ride 
through  the  countryside  and  the  little 
towns  of  the  island.  At  one  of  the  towns 
we  got  off  the  bus  and  had  sodas  at  a 
drug  store,  and  watched  a  bunch  of  kids 
play  ball  under  the  arc  light  on  a  corner 
lot.  Ellen  was  quiet  on  the  way  back; 
she  didn't  want  to  join  the  crowd  at 
the  bow  as  she  usually  did;  we  were 
part  of  the  long  row  of  people  on  the 
benches  that  lined  the  outer  wall  of  the 
cabin.  I  was  afraid  that  she  hadn't  had 
a  good  time.  "Bored?"  I  asked  anx- 
iously. 

She  smiled  up  at  me,  lightly  reached 
over  and  touched  my  hand.  "Oh,  no!  I 
think  this  is  the  nicest  evening  we've 
had." 
My  heart  swelled.  I'd  felt  that  way 

about  it,  too,  but  I  hadn't  dreamed 
that  she  did.  And  suddenly  she  wasn't 
a  little' girl  any  longer;  her  smile  was  a 
woman's  smile,  and  her  touch  had  been 
a  woman's  touch,  calm  and  assured  and 
reassuring,  almost  maternal.  So  there 
we  were — rubbing  shoulders  with 
strangers  to  the  right  and  left  of  us, 
and  I  was  bending  my  head  to  Ellen's 
so  that  only  she  could  hear.  "Ellen,  I 
love  you — "  I  said  it  over  and  over 
again,  and  my  voice  almost  broke  on 
the  words;  still  they  were  scant  release 
for  all  the  dammed-up  feeling  inside me. 

HER  hand  touched  mine  again,  closed 
firmly  around  my  fingers.  "I  know.  I 

love  you." 
I  couldn't  kiss  her,  not  the  way  I 

wanted  to,  with  all  those  people  prac- 
tically in  our  laps.  We  just  sat  there, 

looking  at  each  other  as  if  we'd  found 
the  answer  to  everything.  And  I  think 
we  had. 

Outside,  in  the  shadow  of  the  big 
building  that  was  the  ferry  station,  I 
did  kiss  her.  And  with  that,  any  re- 

maining doubts  I'd  had  were  stilled.  It 
was  a  woman's  kiss  she  gave  me,  with 
all  of  a  woman's  warmth  and  promise 
and  open-handed  giving. 
We  sat  for  a  long  time  that  night  on 

the  steps  of  her  aunt's  house,  planning 
our  future.  And  then — that  song  came 
up  again.  "Just  think — when  my  song 
sells,"  said  Ellen  in  the  midst  of  all 
my  practical  plans,  "it'll  simplify 
everything.  I'll  be  able 'to  help  you  in 
your  career — " 

I  loved  her  for  that,  and  I  flinched 

at  the  idea  of  any  woman's  boosting  me 
along,  and  I  felt  guilty  because  I  hadn't 
told  her  what  a  good  chance  I'd  already 
been  given.  "As  a  matter  of  fact,"  I 
said  carefully,  "I  do  have  a  sponsor. 
My  training  here  is  being  paid  for — " I  was  relieved  and  a  little  set  back 
by  the  way  she  took  it,  not  asking  any 
Questions,  but  not  paying  much  atten- 

tion, either.  "That's  wonderful,  dar- 
ling," she  said  quite  calmly,  "but  it  may 

take  years  and  years,  you  know.  And 
if  I  can  help — " 

The  best  way  she  could  help  me  was 
to  go  back  to  school  for  a  year  or  two,, 
so  that  I'd  know  where  she  was  and 
wouldn't  have  to  worry  about  her  until I  could  take  care  of  her.  I  tried  to  work 

up  to  it  gently.  "What  course  did  your 
parents  want  you  to  take  at  college?" I  asked. 

Ellen  dimpled.    "Domestic  science." 
I  said,  "What!"  I'd  expected  almost 

anything  else — music  first  of  all,  prob- 
ably. 

"Domestic  science,"  she  repeated. 
"Oh,  it  isn't  as  simple  as  it  sounds. 
There's  more   to   it  than  cooking   and 

mafe  sure  she  bows... 

The  REAL  TRUTH  about  these  Intimate  Physical  Facts  f 

Before  your  daughter  marries  —  be 
sure  to  tell  her  how  important  douch- 

ing two  or  three  times  a  week  often  is 
to  intimate  feminine  cleanliness, 
health,  charm  and  marriage  happiness. 

And  BE  SURE  to  tell  your  daughter 
about  this  newer,  scientific  method  of 

douching  with  zonite — tell  her  how 
no  other  type  liquid  antiseptic-germi- 

cide for  the  douche  of  all  those  tested 
is  so  POWERFUL  yet  so  safe  to 
delicate  tissues. 

Zonite  Principle  Developed  By 

Famous  Surgeon  and  Chemist 

Thanks  to  a  world-famous  Surgeon 
and  a  renowned  Chemist  who  have 

given  the  world  the  remarkable 
ZONITE  principle — wise  women  no 
longer  use  weak,  old-fashioned  or 
dangerous  products. 

The  ZONITE  principle  developed  by 

Zom'te / 

FOR   NEWER 

eminme f/uaiene 

these  two  great  men  was  truly  a 

miracle!  The  first  antiseptic-germicide 
principle  in  the  world  that  was  so 

powerful  yet  positively  non-poisonous, 
non-irritating,  non-hurning.  Despite 
its  great  strength  you  can  use  zonite 
as  directed  as  often  as  needed  without 
risk  of  injury. 

What  Zonite  Does— 
zonite  actually  destroys  and  removes 
odor-causing  waste  substances.  Helps 

guard  against  infection.  It's  so  power- 
fully effective  no  germs  of  any  kind 

tested  have  ever  been  found  that 
ZONITE  will  not  kill  on  contact.  You 

know  it's  not  always  possible  to  con- 
tact all  the  germs  in  the  tract,  but 

YOU  CAN  BE  SURE  ZONITE  immediately 
kills  every  reachable  germ  and  keeps 
them  from  multiplying.  Buy  a  bottle 

today  at  any  drugstore. 

FREE!    NEW! 
For     amazing     enlightening     NEW 
Booklet  containing  frank  discussion 

of   intimate   physical   facts,   recently 
published    —    mail    this    coupon    to 
Zonite  Products.  Dept.   RM-116,   370 
Lexington  Ave.,  New  York  17,  N.  Y. 

Nome- 
Address- 

-Slote- 
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When  applying  and  removing 
cleansing  cream,  always  use  up- 

ward and  outward  motion.  To 
remove,  wrap  absorbent  Sitroux 
Tissue  around  hand,  like  a  mitt. 
(Tissues  go  further*,  cleanse  bet- 

ter, this  way.)  Then,  pat  with 
cotton  soaked  in  skin  freshener. 

Next,  apply  rich  lubricating  cream. 
Start  from  upper  chest;  work  with 
both  hands.  Circle  gently  upward 
along  throat.  Make  an  upward 
half-circle  around  back  of  neck. 

For  firming  exercise,  bend  head 
forward,  relaxed;  roll  to  right, 
back;  left,  back  to  front.  Repeat, 
circling  left  to  right.  Leave  cream 
on  half-an-hour  (overnight,  for 
dry  skin).  Remove  with  Sitroux 
Tissue,  using  upward  strokes.  Ab- 

sorbent Sitroux  removes  cream 
thoroughly;  fine  for  hankies,  too. 

tion  difficult'^*  .  •  •  ;,h  as 

our  level  best  to  supeyV-,^^„j, 
„any  Sitroux  Tssues  OS  po^^^„^^ 
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ROUX 
TISSUES 

sewing,  although  they're  a  part  of  it. 
You're  taught  lots  of  things — textiles, 
and  management  and  purchasing,  and 
you  have  to  take  a  lot  of  subjects  like 
biology  and  physics  and  economics  be- 

fore you're  through.  They're  all  things 
I'm  good  at,  though;  I  know,  from  the 
little  bit  of  them  I  had  in  high  school." I  sat  dazzled  by  the  vision  of  a  wife 
who  was  not  only  the  loveliest  and 
dearest  in  the  world,  but  who  could 

cook  and  run  a  house,  too.  "Sounds 
pretty  good,"  I  said  mildly.  "Why  don't 
you  give  it  a  try?" She  laughed  and  curled  closer,  rubbed 

her  head  against  my  chin.  "I've  got 
other  things  to  do,  and  you  know  it.  Be- 

sides, darling,  imagine — well,  Tibbett — 
being  married  to  a  domestic  science 

major!" 

"Maybe  he  is,"  I  said  stiffly.  "I  don't 
know  liis  wife.  Besides  I'm  not  Tibbett." 

"You  will  be,"  she  predicted.  "Just 
look  how  far  you've  got  already." 

I  COULD  have  told  her  that  I  hadn't  as much  as  started,  and  that  my  life 
wouldn't  be  blighted  if  I  never  got  to 
be  a  star  of  the  concert  stage.  But  I 

couldn't  argue  with  her,  not  with  her 
hair  like  silk  against  my  cheek,  and 
the  scent  of  it  in  my  nostrils,  and  all 
the  wondrous  sweetness  of  her  in  my 
arms. 

That  was  on  a  Friday.  The  following 
Monday — well,  Monday  was  the  day 
Bob  Lang  had  told  me  he'd  let  me  know about  her  song.  Ellen  knew  about  it, 
of  course,  and  early  Monday  morning 
she  called  me  to  tell  me  that  she  wanted 
to  go  to  the  Waring  office  with  me.  I 
tried  to  put  her  off,  but  I  had  no  valid 
excuse  to  offer,  and  when  she  insist- 

ed, I  gave  in.  I'd  let  Lang  tell  her,  I 
thought;  he's  a  big  blond  fellow  with  a 
persuasive  smile  and  an  even  more  per- 

suasive voice. 
He  met  us  in  the  reception  room  out- 

side the  offices,  shook  Ellen's  hand  and said  that  he  was  glad  to  meet  her,  with 

a  smile  that  left  no  doubt  of  it.  "I'm 
awfully  sorry  we  can't  do  anything 
about  your  song,"  he  said.  "You  know, 

we  don't — " 
Ellen's  face  froze.  "Did  Mr.  Waring 

see  it?" 
"Well,  no,"  said  Bob,  "I  don't  believe 

he  did.    But—" "I  wanted  Mr.  Waring,  especially,  to 

see  it." 
"But  Mr.  Waring  does  not  consider 

songs  by  amateur  writers,"  said  Bob, 
his  voice  gaining  in  volume.  "In  the 
first  place,  we  don't  use  any  unpub- lished music.  Although  we  do  have  a 
small  publishing  house,  it  handles  only 
college  songs  and  certain  specialized 
material.  Sometimes,  when  a  song 
comes  into  our  office,  and  we  feel  that 
it  has  exceptional  possibilities,  we  turn 
it  over  to  our  arrangers,  Roy  Ringwold 
and  Harry  Simeone,  and  ask  for  their 
recommendations.  I  tried  to  save  you 

time  by  taking  it  directly  to  them — " 
I  thought  for  a  moment  that  every- 

thing was  going  to  be  all  right.  Bob  was 
holding  the  thin  little  portfolio  out  to 
her  as  he  spoke,  and  Ellen's  hands 
closed  over  it,  accepted  it  automatical- 

ly. And  she  was  looking,  if  not  con- 
vinced, at  least  amenable  to  reason. 

Then  the  door  to  the  inner  offices 
opened,  and  Mr.  Waring  came  out.  If 
there'd  been  a  place  to  hide  right  then, 
I'd  have  jumped  for  it.  Because  Mr. 
Waring  was  coming  straight  toward  me, 
hand  outstretched,  smiling  cordially. 

"Well,  Mac!"  he  greeted  me.  "Ready 
to  start  work  with  us  this  week?" 

I  gave  him  a  hand  that  was  like  so 
much    wet    putty.     I    could    feel   Ellen 

Your  physician  will  tell  you  Stork 

Castile  is  safe,  non-irritating.  It's  made 
especially  to  take  better  care  of  babies ! 

Start  right  with  this  improved,  easy -to -clean,  Hy- 
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look  at  me;  a  stone  would  have  felt  it. 
"Ellen,"  I  began,  "Mr.  Waring,  this 

is — " 

Ellen's  voice  was  all  ice,  all  deter- mination. 

"Mister  Mason,"  she  said,  "sent  a 
song  of  mine  to  you  last  week — " He  looked  at  her,  and  at  Bob  Lang, 
and  at  me. 

"Well,  suppose  you  come  into  my  of- 
fice, and  we'll  talk  about  it.  Come  on, 

Mac—" 

I  followed  the  two  of  them  woodenly. 
At  that  moment  I  wasn't  even  thinking 
of  what  lay  ahead  for  Ellen.  All  I 
could  think  of  was  the  way  she'd  looked 
at  me  in  disbelief  and  hurt  and  dis- 

illusionment, calling  me  a  traitor  with 
her  eyes. 

In  the  private  office  the  three  of  us 
sat  down.  Waring  spread  the  song  on 
his  desk,  and  for  a  few  minutes  there 
was  silence,  while  he  looked  at  the 
song  and  Ellen  presented  me  with  a 
view  of  her  profile.  Presently  he  folded 
the  sheets,  looked  up  at  her. 

"Why  did  you  want  me  to  see  this?" 
"I  wanted  the  glee  club  to  sing  it. 

The  glee  club  at  school  sang  it  in  an 

operetta — " 
"I  see." 
There  was  a  silence.  Then  Ellen  burst 

out,  "You  mean  you  don't  think  it's  any 

good." 

"fllD  you — until  it  was  sung  in  this 
U  operetta,  and  the  whole  school  told 

you  how  good  it  was?" Ellen  didn't  answer. 
"How  many  other  songs  have  you 

written?" 
"None." 

"This  is  the  first  one?" 
She  nodded. 

"In  other  words,  you  sat  down  and wrote  it  on  the  chance  that  it  would 
turn  out  to  be  any  kind  of  song  at  all. 
Weren't  you  a  little  surprised  when  it 
tu^'^^d  out  to  be  a  success?" 

Ellen  swallowed.    "Well  .  .  .  yes." 
"I'd  have  been  surprised,  too,  in  your 

place."  Suddenly  he  asked,  "What  do 
you  suppose  makes  a  song?" 

"Why,"  she  faltered,  "I—" 
"Hard  work  and  study,"  said  Mr. 

Waring,  answering  for  her.  "Years  of 
it.  That's  why  we  don't  encourage  ama- 

teurs to  bring  in  their  work.  In  the 
first  place,  we  feel  that  we  can  ex- 

pect better  things  from  professionals 
who  know  their  job  and  who  come  to 
us  through  the  regular  channels,  the 
music  publishers.  In  the  second  place 
— well,  if  you  were  in  our  position, 
wouldn't  you  give  first  consideration  to 
the  people  who  earn  their  living  at 
their  trade — the  professional  writers, 

and  the  publishers  and  the  publishers' men  who  make  a  business  of  selling  the 

songs,  the  song-pluggers?" He  sounded  so  right  and  so  reason- 
able that  Ellen  nodded  in  spite  of  her- 
self. Then  she  burst  out,  "But  some- 
times amateurs  do  write  successes — " 

"Maybe,"  he  agreed.  "Although  I'd 
venture  to  guess  that  by  the  time  some- 

one turns  out  a  really  good  tune,  he 
isn't  an  amateur  any  more.  What  I 
mean  by  that  is  this:  I've  a  feeling  that 
most  really  excellent  songs  are  written 
from  an  idea  a  writer  has  had  for  a  long 

time,  an  idea  he's  worked  over  in  his mind  and  which  has  had  a  chance  to 
grow  and  develop  before  he  ever  sat 

down  to  write  it.  About  this — "  He 

flipped  open  the  first  page  of  Ellen's 
song,  flipped  it  shut  again — "no — I  don't 
think  it's  especially  good.  But  then,  I'm 
no  judge.  That's  another  reason  we 
don't  invite  amateur  material:  I  don't 
consider  myself,  and  I'm  sure  our  ar- 
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rangers  don't  consider  themselves,  com- 
petent to  pass  on  whether  a  song  is  good 

or  not.  That's  a  specialized  art,  and  we 
leave  it  up  to  the  professional  pub- 

lisher, who  has  spent  a  good  many 

years  learning  it.    Do  you  see?" Ellen  nodded  miserably,  her  face  a 
tight  little  mask  of  disappointment.  I 
sat  there  and  suffered  with  her,  and 

wished  desperately  that  I'd  fallen  in love  with  an  adult  woman  instead  of 
with  a  dreamy-eyed  youngster  who  had 
yet  to  go  through  growing  pains. 

Mr.  Waring  was  silent  for  a  moment, 

considering  her.  Then  he  asked,  "How 
old  are  you?" "Eighteen." 

"Do  you  live  in  New  York?" 
"Yes."  She  added  honestly,  "I've  just 

come.  My  home  is  in  Mayville,  near 

Chicago." "If  I  were  you,  I'd  go  home  and  go  to 
school,  if  possible  .  .  .  study  music  if 
you  want  to.  And  then  in  a  few  years, 

if  you  still  want  to  write  songs  .  .  ." That  was  about  all  there  was  to  it. 
Ellen  thanked  him  and  shook  hands, 
and  we  went  out.  Mr.  Waring  winked 
at  me  as  I  passed  him,  and  I  managed 
a  kind  of  grimace  that  was  supposed 

to  be  a  smile.  I  couldn't  thank  him,  al- 
though I  knew  he'd  told  her  what  she 

needed  to  be  told,  what  I  hadn't  iiad 
the  courage  to  tell  her.  But  then — he 
wasn't  in  love  with  her,  and  I  was. 

IN  silence  we  went  out  to  the  eleva- 
tors, in  silence  rode  down.  In  the  lob- 

by I  found  my  tongue.  "Honey,  I'm 
sorry,"  I  said  humbly.  "I  should  have 
told  you.  I  mean  that  Waring  is  the  man 
who's  sponsoring  me — and  some  thirty 
other  fellows.  I  used  to  come  to  parties 

he  gave  for  servicemen." Of  course,  every  word  only  made 
matters  worse.  Ellen  marched  on,  a 
half-step  ahead  of  me,  her  chin  very 
high,  her  eyes  wide  and  unblinking.  As 
we  came  out  on  Broadway  from  the 
dim  coolness  of  the  building,  the  hot 
sunlight,  the  noise  and  colors  of  a 
crowded,  traffic-jammed  street  struck 
us  like  a  blow.  Ellen  stopped  and 

turned  on  me,  her  face  blazing.  "I  won't 
believe  him!"  she  stormed.  "Not  a  word 
o-f  it!  He  was  just  talking,  saying  all 
the  things  that  everybody  says  to  try 

to  discourage  people—" T  felt  sick,  worse  than  at  any  other 

moment  in  that  bad  past  hour.  "To  have 
faith  in  yourself  is  one  thing;  to  be 
unable  to  see  and  to  face  your  own  limi- 

tations is  another.  If  Ellen  was  going 
to  be  one  of  those  people  who  never 
face  reality,  who  live  always  in  dreams, 
there  was  no  hope  for  her. 

Then  the  anger  went  out  of  her  sud- 
denly, leaving  her  limp  and  spent-look- 

ing. "I'm  kidding  myself,"  she  said, 
very  low.  "That  song  was  an  accident. 
It  doesn't  mean  I  can  really  write  them. 
But,  oh,  Mac!  I  did  so  want  you  to  be 
proud  of  me!"  The  last  was  a  wail. 

It  hit  me  bangl  She  actually  meant 
it.  Knowing  Ellen,  I  should  have  real- 

ized it  before.  She  had  started  out  with 
one  kind  of  dream,  and  then  she  had 
fallen  in  love  with  me,  and  her  dream 
of  fame  had  merged  with,  had  become 
a  part  of  her  dream  of  our  life  together. 

"Listen,"  I  said  desperately.  "Sup- 
pose I  never  get  my  name  in  lights. 

Suppose  I  go  to  teaching  somewhere; 
suppose  I  can't  even  do  that?  Will  you 
stop  loving  me,  being  proud  of  me?" She  stared,  and  then  a  light  went  up 
in  her  eyes;  she  switched  like  the  wind. 
"Stupid!"  she  cried.  "Why,  I'd  love  you 
if  you — if  you  dug  ditches!" They  were  the  most  beautiful  words 
I'd  ever  heard. 
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Facing  the  Music 
{Continued  from  page  4) 

Moody.  I  started  talking  to  him  as 
Moody.  Jack  was  so  surprised  he  actu- 

ally fell  off  the  rubbing  table." Dennis,  of  course,  did  the  character 
on  the  air  and  scored  a  personal  hit. 

The  tenor  has  his  own  home  in  Los 
Feliz,  near  Hollywood  and  shares  it 
with  his  proud  mother  and  father.  He 
is  a  bachelor  and  not  too  anxious  to 
wed. 

"I've  got  enough  trouble  with  my  new 
radio  show.  "What  do  T  want  with  a 

wife?" 

One  thing  is  certain  though,  Dennis 
insists,  if  and  when  he  takes  a  bride  she 
will  not  have  any  connection  with  show business. 

"I  want  to  be  the  only  ham  in  the 

family." 
:$!  #  4; 

Dinah  Shore  and  Ginny  Simms  have 
always  been  good  friends.  As  a  matter 
of  fact  when  Dinah  had  to  leave  her 
show  to  visit  her  ailing  father,  Ginny 
substituted  for  her.  But  that  may  all 
be  changed  now.  Both  girls  are  work- 

ing out  new  program  formats  this  sea- 
son. Both  had  their  alert  eyes  on  the 

lookout  for  new  talent,  and  both  wanted 
the  new  night  club  personality,  Peter 
Lind  Hayes.  The  bidding  became  hot 
and  heavy  but  Dinah  finally  won  out. 

If  Hayes  clicks  on  Dinah's  show,  Ginny 
might  not  be  too  happy  about  it,  partic- 

ularly if  she  hasn't  got  a  suitable  re- 
placement. *  *  « 

Talking  about  feuds,  the  Tommy 
Dorsey  fireworks  with  his  former  agent, 
Tommy  Rockwell,  were  ignited  all  over 
again  when  the  latter  visited  a  ball- 

room on  the  coast  partly  owned  by  T.D., 
and  the  fiery  trombonist  did  every- 

thing but  physically  throw  his  ex- 
associate  out. 

*  *  * 

You  probably  won't  hear  Nelson  Eddy 
on  the  air  this  Fall.  His  former  spon- 

sor replaced  him  with  Phil  Spitalny's Hour  of  Charm  and  Nelson,  being 

financially  independent,  won't  take  just 
any  offer,  insisting  on  a  Sunday  broad- 

-trend 
AND 
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for  Sickness  or  Accident Per  Day 

Up  to Doctor  Visits 

In  Cose  of  Accident 
Per 

Visit 

^6.00 

<3.00 

Surgical  Operations UP  .$150.00 
Time  lost  from  Work 
In  Cose  of  Accident 

Week  ̂ daUU 
Accidental  Death 

Up 

to 

Physical  Dismemberment 

yo^'2000.00 
Identification  Service up..noo.oo 
Ambulance  Service 

no.oo 

'2000.00 

FREE!    MAIL    COUPON 

I  NORTH   AMERICAN    MUTUAL    INSURANCE    COMPANT 

I  Dept.   MC65-II,  Wilmington,   Del. 
I        Please  send  me.  without  obligolioit,  4)elo!li  about 

R         !  your  "3c  A  Doy  Hotpltatizotion  Iniuronce   Plan". 
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Tenor  Richard  Paige  has  his  own 
NBC  show,  and  lends  his  voice  to 
no  less  than  seven  other  programs. 

cast  time  and  an  orchestra  of  not  less 
than   forty-four   musicians. 

*  ♦  * 

Desi  Arnaz,  the  excitable  conga  drum 
king,  may  team  up  with  his  luscious 
redhead  wife  Lucille  Ball  in  a  new 
radio  series. 

*  *  * 

Reaching  the  audition  stage  is  a  new 
series  co-starring  Harry  James  and 
Betty  Grable,  result  of  the  radio  marital 
clicks  of  Ozzie  Nelson  and  Harriet 
Hilliard  and  the  new  Phil  Harris-Alice 
Faye  NBC  combination. *  *  « 

Capitol  Records  have  scored  an  im- 
portant scoop.  They  have  signed  Para- 

mount movie  star,  talented  Diana  Lynn, 
to  record  a  set  of  piano  solos. 

*  *  * 

Perry  Como  may  change  his  broad- 
casting set-up  come  January.  He  desires 

a  half-hour  weekly  show  rather  than 
three  shows  a  week  which  he  is  now 
doing.  Perry  tells  friends  the  current 
schedule  interferes  with  his  golf. 

*  *  » 

By  the  time  you  read  this  Al  Jolson 
may  be  back  on  the  air  under  big  spon- sorship. 

*  *  » 

Horace  Heidt  again  scotched  rumors 
that  he  was  going  to  make  a  dance  band 
comeback.  He  is  devoting  his  entire 
time  to  running  business  interests  on 
the  West  Coast,  which  include,  of  all 
things,  a  stammer-correction  school. 

>i>  *  » 

Bing  Crosby's  transcription  deal  with Philco  has  started  a  rush  of  other 
sought-after  radio  performers  for  deals 
of  a  similar  nature.  Their  advantages 
from  such  a  setup  include  more  free 
time  and  corporate  setups  to  relieve 
their  tax  costs. 

A:  «  * 

The  Margaret  Whiting-Bill  Eythe  ro- 
mance has  been  punctured. 

*  *  Ik 

The  late  Fats  Waller's  wife  was 
awarded  a  life  income  from  the  musi- 

cian's estate. 
*  Hi  « 

Jimmy  Dorsey  will  open  the  fall  sea- 
son at  New  York's  Hotel  Commodore. *  *  • 

Kenny  Delmar,  Senator  Claghorn  to 

you,  will  make  phonograph  records 
for  Musicraft  but  will  not  be  able  to 
use  his  famous  characterization  on  the discs. 

•  *  « 

Charlie  Ryan,  senior  member  of  The 
Smoothies  rhythm  group,  a  proud 

pappa.  Mrs.  Ryan  was  a  former  Pow- ers model. 
*  *  • 

One  of  the  funnier  shows  of  the  new 

season  is  Henry  Morgan's  on  ABC.  The 
irreverent  humor  that  won  a  large  au- 

dience for  his  old  fifteen-minute  pro- 
grams is  even  better  taken  in  half- 

hour  doses.    You'll  like  Morgan. 

Here's  an  inside  story  few  know 
about.  In  the  Columbia  biographical 
musical  film  "The  Jolson  Story"  Larry 
Parks  plays  the  part  of  the  mammy 
singer  but,  of  course,  it  is  actually 
Jolson's  singing  voice  that  is  used.  But 
there  is  one  scene  where  you  actually 
see  the  real  Jolson  as  well  as  hear  him. 
That  occurs  in  the  scene  where  Jolson 
sings  on  the  old  runway  in  the  Winter 
Garden  theater.  Parks  could  not  master 
this  routine  and  the  real  Al  Jolson  had 
to  step  in  and  do  it  himself. 

NEW  RECORDS 

Ken  Alden's  favorites  for 
the  month: 

TOMMY  DORSEY:  A  distinctive 

arrangement  of  Kern's  lovely 
"The  Song  Is  You"  paired  with 
the  familiar  oldie,  "Then  I'll  Be 
Happy."    (Victor) 
PEGGY  LEE:  Another  contribu- 

tion from  a  fine  song  stylist.  Hear 

her  sing  "Linger  In  My  Arms" 
and  "Baby,  You  Can  Count  On Me."   (Capitol) 

LOUIS  PRIMA:  Plenty  of  bounce 

with  "Vout  Cowboy"  and  "Mary Lou."   (Majestic) 

CLAUDE  THORNHILL:  Welcome 
back  after  a  Navy  hitch  is  this 
fine  pianist-arranger-bandleader, 
with  a  brace  of  tunes,  "Night  and 
Day"   and   "Smiles."    (Columbia) 
GORDON  Macrae  :  The  fine 
young  CBS  baritone  keeps  up  his 
fine  record  with  "You  Go  To  My 
Head"  and  "I  Have  But  One 
Heart."  (Musicraft) 
HARRY  JAMES:  Dance  music  as 

it  should  be  played  with  Harry's 
trumpet  pacing  "I  Guess  I  Ex- 

pected Too  Much"  and  "And  Then It's  Heaven."  Buddy  DiVito  is  the 
vocalist.   (Columbia) 
PERRY  COMO:  Good  grooving  of 
"You  Must  Have  Been  A  Beauti- 

ful Baby"  and  "Garden  In  The Rain."  (Victor) 
STAN  KENTON:  California 
bandsman  tries  to  repeat  his  early 

hit  with  "Artistry  In  Boogie"  and 
"Rika  Jika  Jack."  Well  done. 

(Capitol) 
HARRY  COOL:  Dick  Jurgens'  ex- vocalist,  now  on  his  own,  is  well 
represented  with  this  new  disc, 
"It  Had  To  Be  You"  and  "Derry, 
Derry,  Dum."    (Signature) 
KING  COLE  TRIO:  The  best 
rhythm  group  around  now  has 
turned  out  a  whole  album  of  hits. 
Recommended.    (Capitol) 
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\Y\ixod\xQ\nq  a  neiu  fe/nd  o\  Lip  Mafee-Up... 

so  S-M-0-O-T-H  It  g/ues  your  //ps  a  loue/y  netu  a/lure/ 

JTOR  YOU,  Max  Factor  Hollywood  z.gdLm  creates  something  completely 

new  and  utterly  different  in  make-up.  Three  lipstick  reds  for  your 

type . .  .Clear  Red,  Blue  Red  and  Rose  Red . . .  correct  for  your 

colorings  and  correct  for  fashion.  Think  of  it ! . .  three  exciting  shades 

for  each  type,  blonde,  brunette,  brownette  and  redhead. 
These  new  exclusive  reds  are  based  on  a  new  exclusive  formula 

discovered  and  perfected  by  Aiax  Factor  Hollywood.  Note  the 

chart  below.  See  for  yourself  the  shades  recommended 

for  your  type. . .  then  try  this  new  Max  Factor 

Hollyii^ood  Lipstick  today.  See  and  feel  the  thnlhng 

difference.  In  a  modern-design  metal  case,  $  i  .00 
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THREE  SHADES  FOR  YOUR  TYPE 

CLEAR  RED BLUE   RED ROSE   RED 

BLONDES   CLEAR  RED  No.  1  BLUE  RED  No.  1  ROSE  RED  No  l 

BRUNETTES  ....  CLEAR  RED  No. 3  BLUE  RED  No.3  ROSE  RED  No.} 

BROWNFTTES  .  .  CLEAR  RED  No.2  BLUE  RED  No.2  ROSE  RED  No.2 

REDHEADS  ....  CLEAR  RED  No.  I  BLUE  RED  No.  1  ROSE  RE'D  No.  I 

A  NEW  RAINBOW  OF  LIPSTICK  REDS 

WcrirfC 
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Imagination  rules  in  the  kitchen  where  these 

recipes  were  created.  They're  easy  to  follow 
and  inexpensive— real  "Kitchen  Successes" — 
by  Patricia  Collier,  Dole  Home  Economist. 

For  rojrpshmcnl.  drink 
Dole    I'incdpplc    Juice. 

PINEAPPLE-CHEESE   ICEBOX   PIE 

Crumb  Crust:  Crush  4  cups  corn  flakes 
fine  (makes  1  cup)  :  add  2  tbsps.  supar. 
4  tbsps.  melted  butter  or  margarine;  mix 

well;  press  into  9"  pie  pan,  reserving  3 
tbsps.  crumbs  for  topping.  Chill  thor- 

oughly or  bake  8  minutes  at  375° . Filling : 
Add  1  tbsp.  plain  gelatin  to  1/4  cup  cold 
water;  set  aside.  In  cold  double  boiler 
beat  3  egg  yolks  slightly,  add  1  cup  Dole 
Crushed  Pineapple  (syrup  and  all),  1 
tsp.  grated  lemon  peel,  2  tbsps.  lemon 

juice,  1/4  cup  sugar;  cook  over  hot  water, 
stirring,  until  thick ;  add  gelatine,  stir  un- 

til melted,  remove  from  heat.  Put  1  cup 
soft  cottage  cheese  through  wire  strainer, 
add  to  hot  mixture;  cool  until  begining 
to  thicken.  Beat  3  egg  whites  with  1/,  tsp. 
salt;  when  stiff,  gradually  beat  in  1/2  cup 
sugar,  and  fold  into  pineapple -cheese 
mixture.  Heap  in  chilled  crust,  sprinkle 
with  reserved  crumbs,  and  chill  3  hours 
or  longer.  Serves  6. 

DOLE  RECIPE;  46-10, 

Shred  crisp  cabbage,  not  too  fine.  Heap 
on  lettuce,  arrange  golden  half-slices  of 
Dole  Pineapple  as  illustrated,  and  top 
with  a  strip  of  pimiento  for  color.  Pass 
separately,  cooked  dressing,  or  this  Pine- 

:>rtlo     ("r^nm      Or^^ccinor*      \X/tii 

sweet  or  freshly  soured  cream;  stir  in  4 
tbsps.  pineapple  syrup  (drained  from  the 
slices),  2  tbsps.  vinegar  or  lemon  juice, 
and  1/2  tsp.  (or  more)  prepared  mustard. 
Season  to  taste  with  salt  and  pepper,  also 

Love  Needs  No  Reasons 
{Continued  from  page  41) 

wise  for  her  to  cut  the  apron-strings  be- 
fore he  talked  to  her  of  marriage — well, 

things  might  have  been  different. 
As  it  was,  Lois  defiantly  and  blindly 

picked  University  of  Arizona.  For  the 
next  year  she  threw  herself  into  such 
a  round  of  campus  activities  and  dating 
that  sometimes  she  felt  like  pinching 
herself  and  saying  "Can  this  be  really 
me?"  Letters  from  Tucson  to  San  Diego 
glowed  with  praise  of  Arizona's  attrac- tions and  not  the  least  of  these  were  the 
sun-browned  giants  who  posed  with 
Lois  in  the  snapshots  she  sent  to  her 
family — and  to  Art.  Over  and  over  he 
regretted  his  advice — yet,  underneath, 
stubbornly  felt  that  he  had  been  right. 
Before  he  talked  marriage  he  wanted 
Lois  to  be  sure.  He  wanted  to  know  that 
their  love  was  something  real  and  en- 

during. He  wanted  Lois  to  be  on  her own  for  a   while. 

It  was  fortunate  that  the  torture  only 
lasted  a  year,  or  radio  might  have  lost 
one  of  its  best  entertainers.  It's  hard 
to  be  funny  when  you've  got  that  all- 
gone  feeling  inside. 

PALE  and  wan.  Art  met  Lois  coming home  for  the  summer  vacation.  If  that 

young  lady  had  thought  he  needed  a  les- 
son, she  had  made  her  point.  This  time 

there  was  no  casual  talk  of  her  going 
away  from  him,  and  he  proposed  as  fast 
as  he  possibly  could. 

Lois  had  had  enough,  too.  Arizona 
had  been  exciting,  but  she  had  never 
stopped  loving  that  man.  It  had  been  a 
year  of  growing-up  for  her  and,  even 

though  she  dutifully  asked  her  mother's permission  to  her  marriage,  it  is  quite 
possible  that  she  would  have  married 
Art  without  it.  She  was  a  young  lady 
now  who  knew  her  own  mind. 

Young  as  they  were,  there  were  none 
of  the  usual  parental  objections  to  their 
engagement.  Her  family  had  long  since 
taken  him  in  as  one  of  them;  Art  had 
proved  to  their  satisfaction,  too,  that 
radio  could  be  a  successful  career.  That 
summer  he  was  Program  Director  of 
the  San  Diego  Exposition's  radio  depart- ment and  in  the  fall  he  was  offered  the 

job  of  Program  Director  oi  KGB — all 
at  twenty-two!  He  was  a  young  man 

going  places. He  was  also  a  man  who  knew  his 
worth  and,  in  spite  of  his  young  years, 
he  asked  $175  a  month  as  his  salary 
at  KGB.  The  station  countered  with 
$150— and  a  raise  to  $175  at  Thanks- 
giving. So,  in  the  fall  of  1935,  on  Thanksgiving 
Day,  Art  and  Lois  were  married. 

The  day  was  marked  by  an  experience 
that  would  have  sent  most  brides  into 
hysterics.  But  Lois  took  it  in  her  stride 
and  thus  proved  herself  a  true  radio 
wife,  a  partner  to  a  man  whose  private, 
personal  life  would  never  be  safe  from 

public  intrusion. 
There  was  a  young  friend  of  Art's 

to  whom  he  had  sent  a  wedding  invita- 
tion ...  a  young  man  by  the  narae  of 

Bill  Goodwin.  A  struggling  radio  an- 
nouncer. Bill  had  not  yet  achieved 

his  later  fame  that  came  with  such 

programs  as  the  Burns  and  Allen  show — but  he  had  already  developed  his  own 
brand  of  impish  humor.  He  read  the 
wedding  announcement  over  the  air 
one  night  on  his  program,  and  urged 
his  listeners  to  attend,  assuring  them 
they  would  be  only  too  welcome. 
They  showed  up — in  droves.  They 

were  waiting  on  the  church  steps  when 
the  wedding  party  arrived.    They  filled 
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CHEERING  ADDITION  to  any  home  is  this  new  Kroehler  furniture. 

Its  beauty  is  breath-taking  ...  its  comfort  superb, 

because  it's  Cushionized.  Yet  it's  priced  well  withiq  the 

modest  budget.  Ask  your  Authorized  Kroehler  Dealer. 

WurliCs  Larfivst 

Furniture  Munu/arlurer 
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ytp^sm^- V !\o  doubt  about  it,  tbe  teens  are  keen,  and  when  there's  a  party 
cookin'.  the  Park  Avenue  tumbler  by  Federal,  is  usually  at  hand. 

W And  why  not!   Everything  about  the  Park   Avenue's lustrous,  lithe  and  spirited  beauty  just  naturally  appeals  to 

the  young  in  heart  <of  all  ages).  It's  been  given  the  glad  hand 
by  more  people  than  any  other  tumbler  ever  made. 

fpl  Since  the  turn  of  the  century.  Federal-fashioned  tumblers,  table- 
\y  ware,  beverage  sets,  occasional  and  ornamental  pieces 
have  graced  millions  and  millions  of  homes  like  yours. 

rfti  It  will  pay  you  to  look  for  the  Shield  ̂  
>£/  of  Federal  when  you  buy  glassware. 

It  stands  for  precision-engineered  quality 

in  smartly  designed  glassware  whose  match- 
less color,  clarity  and  brilliance 

belie  its  very  low  cost. 
THE  FEDERAL  CLASS  COMPANY 
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> 
M 

94 

the  chapel  to  overflowing.  The  ushers 
had  their  hands  full  and  the  lovely, 
blushing  bride  found  herself  being 
kissed  after  the  ceremony  by  a  bevy 

of  cheerful,  congratulatory  people  she'd never  met  in  her  life. 
It  was  initiation  for  Lois  and  one 

she  never  forgot.  While  she  has  stead- 
fastly kept  herself  always  in  the  back- 

ground of  Art's  public  career,  she,  her- 
self, is  never  thrown  off  balance  by  too- 

ardent  fan  letters  to  her  husband,  by 
persistent  autograph-hunters,  or  by 
radio  listeners  who  appear  in  person  at 
the  Linkletter  home  to  meet  their  good 
friend.  Art. 

Art  loves  people,  and  Lois  loves  Art. 
And  far  from  resenting  his  interest  in 
others,  the  charm  which  he  diffuses  so 
freely  day  after  day  to  his  radio 
audiences,  the  long  hours  that  take  him 
away  from  her — Lois  wouldn't  have  him 
any  different.  It  is  just  this  outpouring 
of  his  own  good-nature  and  sense  of 
fun  that  also  makes  him  such  a  good 
father  and  wonderful  husband. 

In  the  first  spring  of  their  marriage 
Art  was  offered  the  exciting  position  of 
Program  Director  for  the  radio  depart- 

ment of  the  Texas  Centennial  Exposition 
and  there  they  went.  They  arrived  in 
Dallas,  Texas,  in  a  broken-down  old 
Dodge  coupe  with  everything  they 
owned  in  the  rumble  seat.  When  they 
had  found  an  apartment  and  paid  a 
month's  rent,  they  didn't  have  enough 
left  to  pay  for  their  dinner  that  night. 

ICTUALLY,  though,  their  married  life 
A  has  never  been  marred  by  the  finan- 

cial problems  that  so  harass  most  people. 
Even  in  Dallas,  as  they  sat  supperless 
in  their  room  that  night.  Art  knew  that 
in  the  morning  there  was  his  job  waiting 
for  him  and  an  advance  check  when  he 
wanted  it.  No,  the  Linkletter  family  has 
had  its  ups  and  downs  and  heartbreaks, 
but  they  have  never  been  severe  eco- 

nomic ones. 
Back  in  San  Diego  in  October,  they 

found  two  offers  of  jobs  for  Art.  One 
was  a  dazzling  chance  to  jump  right  into 
a  big  Hollywood  radio  station  as  an 
announcer;  the  other  was  equally  dazz- 

ling— as  Program  Director  of  the  San 
Francisco  World's  Fair.  Art  consulted 
Lois  and  picked  the  latter. 

It  was  a  tough  choice.  World  Fairs 
have  a  way  of  folding  up  after  a  few 
years  and  as  a  ladder  to  success  San 
Francisco  looked  to  have  only  one  rung. 
But  there  were  reasons  for  his  choice, 
and  Art  has  never  regretted  it.  If  he 
had  taken  the  Hollywood  post,  he  might 
today  be  a  top-flight  radio  announcer — 

of  other  people's  shows! 
And  that  was  just  w.hat  he  didn't want.  Ever  since  he  had  been  able  to 

talk  and  hold  a  pencil,  he  had  known  the 
two  things  went  together  for  him.  He 
must  be  in  a  position  to  write  his  own 
stuff  and  say  it,  too.  All  through  high 
school  and  college  he  had  been  training 
himself,  consciously.  At  a  time  when 
most  boys  are  thinking  no  farther  ahead 
than  the  next  Saturday-night  movie, 
Art  had  set  himself  a  goal  and  was 
working  toward  it. 
He  never  let  an  opportunity  go  by 

for  speaking  or  writing.  He  led  assem- 
bly, he  debated,  he  wrote  a  humor  col- 

umn for  the  college  newspaper.  He 
authored  the  college  musical  comedy 
"Pressure." 

Aiid,  to  him,  the  kind  of  responsibility 
thrust  upon  a  radio  Program  Director  of 
a  big  World''s  Fair  would  be  the  final, 
necessary  polishing.  No  better  training 
for  an  up-and-coming  young  ad-libber 
could  be  found  than  he  experienced  in 
handling  the  microphone  at  Treasure 
Island.     He  learned  to  handle  any  im- 



promptu  situation  and  handle  it  with 
aplomb.  He  got  himself  in  and  out  of 
so  many  tight  spots  that  he  can  never 
now  be  stumped  for  a  word  or  phrase 
when  needed. 

Often,  in  the  middle  of  a  broadcast 

describing  the  glories  of  the  Fair's  ex- 
hibits, he  would  get  a  hurry-up  phone 

call  to  bring  the  mike  to  the  gates.  A 
Governor  was  arriving — or  a  movie  star, 
to  be  put  on  the  air  in  five  seconds  flat 
without  a  rehearsal — or  a  foreign  diplo- 

mat— and  Art  would  have  to  invent  the 
necessary  protocol  to  cover  the  situation. 
From  this,  and  from  his  past  exper- 

ience at  the  San  Diego  and  Texas  Expo- 
sitions, he  learned  to  mingle  with  and 

know  the  Ajnerican  people.  He  uncov- 
ered their  differences  and  their  same- 

nesses and  he  found  he  spoke  their 
universal  language — be  they  an  Iowa 
farmer's  family  or  a  President's  daugh- ter. 

San  Francisco  was  a  wonderful  place 
to  the  young  Linkletters.  The  zippy 
climate  matched  their  own  zest  for  liv- 

_  ing  and  their  own  drive  for  going  places. 
Here  was  opportunity.  Here  nothing 
could  stop  them. 

JUST  the  same,  there  were  mixed  feel- 
ings of  excitement  and  trepidation  in 

Art  when  he  came  home  one  night.  He 
had  a  plan.  He  was  sure — but  how 
would  Lois  like  the  idea? 

"I  know  I  can  do  it,"  he  told  her,  after 
he  had  explained  his  dream-idea  to  her. 
"But  it's  a  gamble." 

Her  eyes  were  shining.  "If  you  know 
you  can  do  it,  and  I  know  you  can  do  it 
— Where's  the  gamble?" 

And  so  it  was  decided.  Art  was  going 
"on  his  own."  The  World's  Fair  was 
well-launched  by  now,  so  Art,  taking 
his  own  and  Lois'  courage  in  his  hands, 
up  and  quit.  He  opened  a  free-lance 
production  office — from  their  honie — 
and  originated,  wrote,  produced,  was 
master  of  ceremonies,  and  sold  his  own 
radio  shows. 

From  the  start  the  venture  was  a  com- 
plete success.  He  did  as  many  as  twenty 

shows  a  week,  sometimes,  some  of  them 
dramatic,  most  of  them  ad-libbing.  And 
the  name  of  Art  Linkletter  began  to 
spread  throughout  the  radio  world. 
Meanwhile,  Lois  was  having  some 

ventures  of  her  own.  Arthur  Jack  was 
born  November  25th,  1937;  and  his  little 
sister  Dawn,  December  1st,  1939.  Much 
later,  in  1944,  came  along  Robert,  and  a 
couple  of  months  ago  there  arrived  still 
another  little  Linkletter — a  girl,  Sharon. 
Girl  or  boy,  it  doesn't '  matter  to  Art or  Lois.  They  love  children  and  Lois  is 
convinced  Art  would  welcome  a  dozen. 

By  1940  Hollywood  was  calling,  in- 
sistently. Art  Linkletter  had  become  the 

fair-haired  boy  of  radio  now,  and  offers 
flooded  in  from  Southern  California.  So 
once  again,  light-hearted,  the  family  set 
out  on  its  travels  and  headed  for  Holly- 
wood. 

But  here  the  upward-spiraling  success 
story  of  Art  and  Lois  took  a  downward 
spin.    The  next  year  in  Hollywood  was 
just  one  of  those  inexplicable  disasters 
that  do  occasionally  strike  for  no  reason 
at  all.    Everything  went  wrong — every- 

thing.   Sponsors  became  as  coy  as  debu- 
tantes   and    seemed    to    use    whimsy 

instead  of  discretion  in  their  manner  of 
fbuying  or  canceling  shows.    If  Art  did 
|- get  on  the  air,  the  broadcast  was  sure  to 
Cland  on  a  day  and  a  time  when  the  Presi- 

I'dent  of  the  United  States  was  speaking. I  His  programs  were  shifted  or  canceled 
without  reason  or  rhyme.    His  newest, 
which  he  had  originated — called  People 
Are    Funny — developed     temperament 
troubles  with  another  cast  member. 
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There's  help  for  you  in  nurses'  discovery  for 

facial    blemishes    (externally  caused) 

'y?«^^eTw«¥*«f«*  ■* Maybe  you're  doing  the 
wrong  thing  for  your  skin 
troubles.  Covering  them 
up  with  cosmetics  may 
make  them  worse.  Instead, 

begin  using  Noxzema 
Skin  Cream  today! 

Nurses  were  among  the 

first  to  discover  Noxzema'S  effec- 
tiveness for  pimples  and  blemishes. 

That's  because  it's  a  medicated  for- 

NOXZEMA 

mula.  It  contains  ingredients  that 
not  only  soothe  and  smooth  rough 
skin  and  dry  skin,  but  actually  aid 
in  healing  blemishes  and  irritations. 

Use  it  faithfully  10  days  as  a  night 
cream  and  powder  base.  See  how 
much  it  can  help  the  appearance  of 
your  skin.  Get  Noxzema  at  your 
drug  counter  today. 

10«?,  35i^,  50«; 

plus  tax. 

An  Aid  to 

lovelier  Skin 

"I  gotta  have  a  new  lock  on  my  door.  Those  chorines 

keep  snitching  my  Ex-Lax!" 
Tsk . . .  such  temperament !  Share 

your  Ex-Lax  with  'em,  Sister !  Other 
people  . . .  millions  of  them  . . .  like 
Ex-Lax,  too.  They  like  it  for  the  way 
it  tastes  —  just  like  fine  chocolate! 
And  for  the  way  it  acts  —  effectively 

yet  gently.  Not  too  strong,  not  too 

mild,  Ex-Lax  is  the  "Happy  Medium" laxative  . . .  used  by  more  people  than 
any  other  brand.  As  a  precaution,  use 

only  as  directed.  In  economical  10<* 
and  25^  sizes  at  all  drug  stores. 
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IT'S  SO   FEMININE 

SO   SMARTLY  STYtEO 
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An    Outstandin 

Valuel 

You'll  feel  defmifely  luxurious  in  this 

exquisite  full-lined  quilted  brunch  coa/. 

Silky  soft  with  heavy  thick  quilting  on  a 

beautiful  new  rosebud  print;  it'll  make 

you  want  to  just  stretch  out  and  sigh 

with  comfort  .  .  .  Flattering  padded 

shoulders  and  belted  wrap  around  full- 

ness. Delightful  shades  of  Blue,  Green, 

or   Grey.    They    make    wonderful    giffsl 

FOR     PROMPT     DEUVERY      RUSH     THIS     COUPON 

PARADE     FASHIONS.  INC. 
332    So.     Michigan     Ave,    Chicago    4,     III. 

a  Please  send  me  the  Brunch  Coat  at  $13.93  plus 
■  postage. 

■  Blue    Q  Green    |^  Grey    Q 
■  (Mark  first  and  second  color  choice) 

S  Circle    Size    wanted:     12,     14,     16,     18,     20. 

■  C.O.D.   p  Check    p      Money  Order  Q 
■  (Please   do   not  send   cash;) ■ 
S  Name   ,   i  •  •  •  •   ■ 
■  Street   

City. . Zone . .State. 

Save  30c  C.O.D.  charge  by  mailing  money  order 

or  check  for  $13.05  plus  ISc'postage.  Add  2r/ei 
salca  tax  In  Illlnoi*.  Dept.  Mj 

And  Hollywood,  which  had  a  while  be- 
fore held  out  its  arms,  now  turned  a  cold 

shoulder.  He  had  just  as  much  to  offer 
— he  was  just  as  popular  with  audiences 
— but  he  was  "jinxed." 

Fortunately  a  sixth  sense  had  made 
him  hold  onto  his  favorite  San  Fran- 

cisco program  Who's  Dancing  Tonight? and  he  had  commuted  there  every  week 
to  do  it.  So  when  he  finally  shrugged 
off  Hollywood,  he  could  still  go  back  to 
the  Bay  City  and  pick  up  the  pieces. 
He  did  more  than  that.  He  never 

worked  so  hard  in  his  life.  He  was  like 
a  man  driven  to  prove  himself,  to  prove 
to  Lois  and  the  world  that  one  year  of 
hard  luck  didn't  mean  he  was  through. 
Day  and  night,  on  big  stations  and  small 
ones,  in  audience  shows,  in  dramatic 
performances,  as  master-of-ceremonies, 
for  four  years  Art  appeared  in  every 
conceivable  show  he  could  find  or  write 
himself. 

Lois'  courage  matched  his  own.  Day- 
time she  was  never  far  from  the  tele- 

phone and  in  spite  of  the  care  of  three 
small  children  and  a  home,  she  was 
always  where  Art  could  reach  her  by 
telephone  for  a  word  of  praise  or  criti- 

cism. She  listened  to  all  his  programs. 
She  was — and  is — his  best  and  severest 
critic.  He  tested  his  new  idea  on  her 
and  if  she  said  no  good,  it  went  into  the 
scrap-basket. 

In  the  evenings  she  sat  in  the  sound 
booths  watching  and  encouraging.  Their 
hours  were  irregular  but  Lois  was  equal 
to  both  midnight  dinners  or  early- 
breakfast  shows.  The  home  was  her  job 
and  she  did  it  well — but  she  refused  to 
allow  it  to  separate  her  from  Art. 

HER  recipe  for  marriage  is  a  simple 
one.  Make  a  home  for  your  husband 

and  make  him  all-important  in  it.  If  she 
has  to  make  a  choice  between  her  chil- 

dren— whom  she  adores — and  her  hus- 
band, it  is  always  Art  who  comes  first. 

"They'll  grow  up  someday  and  have 
lives  of  their  own  and  marriages.  This 
is  the  only  one  for  Art  and  me,"  she  says, wisely. 

And  if  their  marriage  has  one  distin- 
guishing feature  it  could  be  called  light- 

hearted.  Asked  often  if  Art  is  just  as 
effervescent,  just  as  gaily  cocksure  at 
home  as  he  is  on  the  air — Lois  truthfully 
says  yes.  He  has  his  serious  moments, 
but  never  a  blue  one  he  can't  talk  his 
way  out  of.  His  humor  is  natural  and 
unforced  and  is  just  as  apt  to  break  out 
over  some  incident  with  her  or  the  chil- 

dren, as  it  is  to  send  an  audience  into 
gusts  of  laughter. 

Lois  has  never  intruded  herself  into 
his  radio  existence.  She  prefers  the  ob- 

scurity of  the  sound  engineer's  booth  to 
ever  standing  on  the  stage  beside  Art. 
And  Art  knows  and  respects  her  desire 
for  privacy. 

Only  once  did  he  break  this  rule.  Lois 
was  sitting  in  the  front  row  of  the  House 
Party  show,  with  some  out-of-town 
guests.  As  usual.  Art  was  wandering 
among  the  audience  chatting  with  this 
one  and  that,  when  he  spied  her.  He 
just  couldn't  resist — and  suddenly  he 
stopped  short  just  in  front  of  her,  thrust- 

ing the  microphone  at  her. 
"Are  you  married,  madam?"  he  asked. 
Lois  was  panic-stricken.  Nothing — 

nothing — was  going  to  make  her  admit 
her  identity — ^to  force  her  into  being  the 
center  of  all  eyes  as  Mrs.  Art  Linkletter! 
"N — no!"  she  stuttered. 

"You  aren't?    Oh,  yes  you  are!" 
"I  am  not!" 
"You  are,  too.  You're  Mrs.  Art  Link- 

letter!"  For  the  second,  outraged.  Art 
had  forgotten  the  audience.  His  own 
wife  refusing  to  acknowledge  him — and 
then  the  howling  audience  recalled  him 

Non-drylng-G^f 

Every  morning  is  a  good  morning  when 
you  lift  your  morale  with  this  sensational 
new  antiseptic.  Know  the  exhilarating, 
tingly  feeling  of  complete  oral  cleanliness 
. . .  breath  protection . . .  health  protection. 
Economical  too.  Every  cent  goes  2  to  4 
•times  as  far  as  with  ordinary  mouth 
washes,  for  you  use  Vi  Lanteen  Mouth 
Wash  with  %  water.  Get  25c,  50c  or  $1.00 
size  at  your  drug  store  today. 

See  your  dentist  regularly. 

A 
MOUTH  WASH 

Pleasant  and  Refreshing 

LANTEEN  MEDICAL  LABORATORIES.  INC..  CHICAGO  10 



to  himself.  But  he  never  again  turned 
the  spotlight  on  Lois. 

In  1945  Hollywood  called  again.  And 
this  time  it  came  humbly  with  contract 
in  hand  and  a  sign-on-the-dotted-line. 
Art's  own  show,  People  Are  Funny, which  he  writes  and  owns  with  his 
partner,  John  Guedel,  had  become  na- 

tionally prominent  on  NBC  and  it  needed 

Art's  own  personality  to  spark  it.  And a  new  sponsor,  through  CBS,  offered  him 
a  five-a-week  transcontinental  coast- 
to-coast  show — the  House  Party. 

That  last  week  in  San  Francisco,  Art 
had  the  time  of  his  life  playing  Santa 
Claus.  All  the  shows  he  had  so  pains- 

takingly, tirelessly  built  up,  he  now 
tossed  away  right  and  left,  like  a  kid 
throwing  confetti,  to  one  radio  friend 
after  another.  But  he  was  set  now  and 
on  his  way  to  Hollywood. 
Have  the  Linkletters  settled  down' at 

last?  They  have  a  lovely  home,  a  life 
that  affords  them  more  leisure  time  for 
themselves  and  for  being  with  their 
children,  for  the  few  close  friends  they 

enjoy.  Well — maybe.  Art's  writing  a 
book  now;  he  just  finished  making  the 
motion  picture  "People  Are  Funny"  for 
Paramount  Studios  and  he's  had  his  first 
try-out  in  television.  Maybe  they'll  stay 
in  Hollywood — but  they  won't  settle 
down.  There's  too  much  to  do — too 
much  that's  important,  and  fim,  and 
can't  be  sacrificed. 

ART  would  like  to  make  an  occasional 
movie;  write  more  books;  go  more 

and  more  into  television.  But  his  first 
and  real  love  is  radio  and  his  real  am- 

bition is  just  to  get  better  at  it. 
Lois  has  discovered  in  herself  a  latent 

artistic  talent.  She  has  helped  design 
the  interior  of  their  own  and  friends' 
homes  and  she  makes  beautiful  and  un- 

usual jewelry. 
At  night,  when  they  come  home  from 

a  broadcast  or  an  evening  out,  they 
always  step  into  each  child's  room  and 
wake  him  to  say  goodnight.  The  fact 
that  they  can  do  this — that  the  children 
expect  it  and  love  it  and  can  go  right  off 
to  sleep  again — is  proof  of  the  healthy, 
unregimented  life  the  Linkletters  live. 
Arthur  Jack  and  Dawn  and  Robert  know 
a  mother  and  a  father  who  are  wonderful 
people — who  are  fun,  who  are  under- 

standing and  tolerant — and  they  have 
learned  to  make  adjustments  to  a  Daddy 

who  doesn't  go  to  work  at  nine  and  come home  at  five  as  other  Daddies  do. 
And  there  is  that  wonderful  game  that 

Arthiir  Jack  and  his  father  play.  It's 
called  "radio."  First,  Art  invents  a  char- 

acter and  a  situation  and  his  son  inter- 
views him  just  as  he  would  if  he  were 

on  a  stage  in  front  of  a  microphone,  and 
when  Art  gets  the  character  into  an  im- 

possible situation — they  reverse  roles 
l/and  little  Arthur  Jack  must  get  the  fic- 

tion hero  out  of  it. 
The  Linkletters  have  a  unique  record 

of  all  the  children.  Not,  as  other  families 
have,    a    photographic    record — ^but    a 

j  phonographic  one.   Long  before  any  of 
them  knew  the  meaning  of  it,  they  were 
talking  into  a  microphone.     Their  first 
words,  their  first  sentences,  their  first 
connected  conversations — all  are  record- 

ed on  black  shiny  discs. 
I     And  for  Lois  and  Art,  their  marriage — 
j  which  began,  so  oddly,  an  attraction  of 
'  contrasts — has  become  a  union  strongly ;  forged.    Art  has  his  roots  and  his  family 
now.    Lois  gave  them  to  him. 
And  in  return  she  has  had  a  part  in 

the  exciting,  enchanting  world  of 
make-believe  that  is  radio,  and — if 
that's  not  enough — a  love  that  has  sur- 

rounded her  always  with  tenderness 
and  gaiety,  with  laughter  and  dreams. 

BESTFORM 
Girdles 

Brassieres 

All-in-ones 

y 

'•^u 

<J^^//
' 

BRASSIERES  79^  to  $1.50 

FOUNDATIONS  52.50 10^6.50 

Besfform  Foundations,  Inc.  •  64  West  23rd  Street,  New  York  10,  N.y, 

3  REASONS  WHY  Jo<;ur 
GIVES  BEHER  HAIRDOS 

1 
EASIER  TO  SET.  Just  comb  fragrant,  light 
jO-CUR  Waveset  through  your  hair  and 
set  in  deep  wave,  or  in  pin  curls.  See  how 
easy  it  is  to  manage... how  quickly 

JO-CUR  dries! 

2 
COMBS  OUT  SOFTER.  When  dry,  comb 
out  your  hair.  Notice  how  soft  and 
natural  your  curls  and  waves  seem  . . . 
how  lustrous  your  hair  looks— shining 
with  sparkling  highlights! 

3 
HAIR-DO'S  LAST  LONGER.  Rain  or  shine, 

your  waves  and  curls  "stay  in"  longer because  jo-cur  sets  them  deeper!  Get 
a  bottle  of  jo-CUR  at  any  drug  counter. 
Green  or  clear,  25(*,  ̂ ^9^  (plus  tax). 

Send  for  our  FREE  new 
booklet.  It's  full  of  helpful 
tips  on  how-to-set  smart 
hair  styles.  Affiliated  Prod- 

ucts, Dept.  D-2,  22  E.  40th 
Street,  ̂ Jew  York  16,  N.  Y. 
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COTTOH  K/^^^e^n/C^  FOR  GIFTS 
For  your  favorite  person 
...  including  yourself! 

WASHABlF*^ BROADCLOTH 

DRESS       ̂ J95 
in  ̂thkll         ̂ ^  eiFT  APRON 
and  hard-lo-find  LARGE  SizesI  $1,50 
14-20  38-44  46-52 

Wonderful  front  buttoning  dress  of  long- 
wearing  broadcloth  print.  Dainty  white 
embroidered  eyelet  trims  the  neckline 
and  patch  pockets.  Well  made.  A  terrific 
buy,  especially  in  this  size  range!  Better 
order  now!  Cff r  APRON  $150 
Ruffles  galore  on  this  dainty  heart 
winner  apron  made  of  lovely  Blue  and 
Rose  floral  printed  lawn!  Unusual  at  this 
low  price! 
•  •  •  •  IMMEDIATE  DELIVERY  BLANK  •  •  •  • 

NATIONAL  MAIL  ORDER  CORP. 
Depl.  RM,       333  No.  Michigan,  Chicago  1 

Please  send  me: 
a  DRESS  at  $3.95  plus  postage 

Circle  size  and  color 
14        16        18        20        38        40 
42        44        46        48        50        52 

Creen        Navy        Copen.  Blue 
(check  second  color  choice) 

□  APRON  at  $1.50  plus  postage  (one  size  only) 
D  C.O.D.  D  Money  Order 

(please  do  not  tend  cash) 
Save  30c  C.O.D.  charge  by  mailing  money  order  for 
amount  plus  15e  postage.  In  III.,  add  2%  sales  tax. 

NoitlA 

Address   

City.__   Zone   State___ 

What  About  Television? 
(Continued  irom  page  19) 

for  sure  what  would  make  good  video, 
but  we  were  determined  to  find  out. 

Now,  late  in  1946,  we  believe  we  have 
put  some  valuable  experience  under 
oiu-  belts.  Not  only  tht  matter  of  pro- 

ducing good  shows,  but,  just  as  impor- 
tant, producing  good  shows  economi- 
cally, because  top-flight  video  is  going 

to  cost  more  than  radio  entertainment 
of  comparable  quality,  and  commercial 
interests  are  concerned  with  the  prob- 

lem of  buying  the  best  at  the  lowest 
cost. 

To  achieve  this,  we  have  attempted 
with  considerable  success  to  discover 
which  of  the  important  radio  shows  on 
the  air  now  may  be  adaptable  to  tele- 

vision. We  tried  the  afternoon  audi- 
ence-participation show.  Ladies,  Be 

Seated,  and  that  program  earned  the 
highest  audience  rating  of  any  show 
ever  presented  from  WRGB,  in  Sche- 

nectady. We  tried  our  great  public 
service  feature.  Town  Meeting,  and  we 
won  again.  Then  we  lifted  from  radio 
the  daily  ABC  comedy  show,  Ethel  and 
Albert,  and  the  video  viewers  liked 
that  one,  too.  Result:  instead  of  start- 

ing from  scratch,  with  all  the  attendant 
headaches  and  overpowering  costs,  we 
started  with  entertainment  of  proved 
merit,  and  thus  served  a  dual  purpose — 
programming   efficiency   and   economy. 

But  television  must  also  provide  ade- 
quate coverage  of  spot  news  and  news 

features.  Such  attractions  as  the 
United  Nations  meeting  in  New  York, 
the  Atlantic  City  Beauty  Pageant,  the 
National  Aircraft  Show,  the  Automo- 

tive Golden  Jubilee  in  Detroit — all 
these  were  brought  into  the  homes  of 
our -video  audience  to  prove  that  ABC 
will  not  only  build  good  programs  but 
will  cover  the  news-front  as  fast  as 
the  tele  cameras  can  be  wheeled  about. 

All  this  has  been  done  here  at  ABC 
on  the  premise  that,  when  fans  ask  us 
what  we  think  of  color  against  black- 
and-white  or  demand  that  we  make 
similar  predictions  along  the  technical 
line,  we  may  be  a  bit  cautious  with  our 
answers,  but  when  they  want  to  know 
whether  we  are  going  to  give  them 
something  worth  looking  at,  we  are 
prepared  to  return  an  emphatic  reply. 
True,  we  are  still  learning,  stiU  experi- 

menting. But  we're  leagues  ahead  of 
our  1944  starting  post  and  our  progress 
in  programming  during  the  remainder 
of  1946  and  1947  should  become  vastly 
accelerated.  And  the  guiding  word  in 
our  shop  will  continue  to  be — 
"The  Show's  the  Thing!" 

LOREitzo  mu 
Portraits      in      full      color      of 

Lorenzo     and     Belle,     and     pic- 

tures  of   their   friends   who   help 

to  make  this  one  of  your  favorite 

daily   programs. 

in 
DECEMBER  RADIO  MIRROR 

NEXT  TIME  YOU  fm ''HEADACHE 

COMING-      .— YOl/R 
WAY 

TAKE  A  ̂ "^C" 
HEADACHE  POWDER^ WITHOUT 

^  t\  A  DELAY 

"BC"  FOR  QUICK  RELIEF  FROM 

HEADACHES,  NEURALGIC  PAINS 

AND  MUSCULAR  ACHES-10cand25c. 

Cautiott:   use   only    as    directed. 



NO  DULL 
DRAB  HAIR 

whan  Yov  (/*•  Tbit  Amaziag 

4  Purpose  Rinse 
In  one,  simple,  quick  operation,  LOVALON 
will  do  all  of  these  4  Important  things 
to  give  YOUR  hair  glamour  and  beauty: 

1.  Gives  I  ustrous   highlights. 
2.  Rinses  away  shampoo  film. 
3«  Tints  the  hair  as  It  rinses. 

4<  Helps  keep  hair  neatly  In  place. 

LOVALON  does  not  permanently  dye 
or  bleach.  Itis  a  pure,  odorless  hair  rinse. 
In  12  different  shades.  Try  LOVALON. 
Af  (torsi  which  nil  loiM  goods 

25i  for  5  rinses 
10)i  for  2  rliues 

MONEY-BACK.  POSTAGE-BACK  GUARANTEE 

im 
FREE!  500  Yds.  Thread! 
Beautiful  new  prints.  Large  colorful 
pieces.    3  lbs.    (18  to  22  yds.)   only 

I  Si. 49  plus  postage.    Sent  C.O.D. 
'  FREE  I  EXTRA  I  Five  hundred  yds. 
*  good  white  #50  thread  FREE  and  16 
lovely  quilt  patterns  all  sent  free.  If 
not  perfectly   satisfied,   juet  return 

I  QUilt   pieces    Gceepine   fre«    sewing 
I  thread  and   free  quilt  patterns  for 
'  your  trouble)  and  we  will  refund  your 
;  $1.49  plus  all  ooatage  spent  BOTH  wa^sl 
You  be  the  judge.    You  can't  lose.    Could 
anything  be  more  fair?    Compare  our  offer 
and  liberal  guarantee  with  others.  Send  No 
Money!  Just  mail  a  card  Today.  Act  Nowl 

^im  "'^  '"^'^^ 

FREE! 

NOW. . .  a  unique  way  ■ 
avoid  embarrassmentof  unwanted  hair.  Painless, 
easy,  effective, inexpensive . .  .without  shaving, 
pullingorharshchemicals.Givesasmooth,dainty 
appearance.  It  was  developed  by  a  young  woman 
cursedforyearsbyuglyunwantedhair.  Itworked 
charmingly.  Her  poise,  love  and  happiness 
returned.  She  has  helped  thousands  who  voice 
everlasting  gratitude.  Now,  no  one  need  know 
you  have  a  superfluous  hair  problem. 

FREE* ••Send  No  Money 
*<»ept  my  PHEE  WONDER  METHOD  BOOKLET  about 
Wp^rflaoilfc  Hafr.  Gives  amazing  facts  and  proves  actaal 
neons.  Sent  FREE  with  TRIAL  OFFER  in  plain  envelope. 
No  obUjatioiL  fFfilt  toOoy  It  ANNETTE  LANZETTE,  Box 
4040.  Mardiandls*  Mart,  Dopt.  589,  Chinga  84,  Ilk 

Cover  Girl 
(Continued  from  page  3) 

presented   it   to   Margaret   just   before 
she  headed  for  a  Hollywood  contract. 

Maybe  one  reason  for  Margaret's  con- tinual open  house  is  her  childhood.  She 
hails  from  Baltimore,  Maryland.  She 
is  one  of  four  bustling  children  born 
to  two  bustling  parents — her  mother  a 
pianist,  her  father  a  jack-of-all-trades 
in  the  entertainment  world.  He  was  one 
of  the  first  radio  actors  in  radio  history; 
he  wrote  songs;  he  authored  the  patter 
for  Thurston  the  Magician.  And  under 
his  gay  and  talented  wing  the  four 
grew  up. 

Margaret  was  the  actress  of  the  four 
— from  the  age  of  six,  when  she  acted  in 
a  grammar  school  play.  One  brother, 
"Ace,"  is  just  out  of  the  Army  and 
undecided  about  his  career.  The  other 
brother,  Lester,  was  the  author  of  books 
on  aviation  until  his  death  last  year. 
The  youngest  girl,  Janice,  is — of  all 
things! — a  missionary,  now  working 
with  an  Indian  tribe  in  the  interior  of 
Mexico. 

As  you  can  see,  each  child  and  each 
parent  had  different  objectives  in  life. 
Margaret  followed  hers  through  Forest 
Park  High  School  in  Baltimore  and 
Johns  Hopkins  University.  While  going 
to  college,  she  worked  at  the  May 
Company  department  store  in  Balti- 

more, as  a  window  decorator  and  fash- 
ion coordinator — and  very  nearly  wound 

up  a  buyer  instead  of  an  actress.  But 
just  before  she  went  into  the  Life 
Average,  she  did  a  quick  U-turn  into 
the  Vagabond  Players  in  Baltimore. 
That  led  to  Summer  stock,  then  to 
Broadway — and  finally  to  Hollywood, 
where  she  acted  in  the  movies  "Night 
of  January  16th,"  "Sullivan's  Travels," 
"The  Glass  Key,"  "They  Got  Me  Cov- 

ered," and  "The  Lady  Has  Plans." But  she  is  now  back  in  New  York, 
rotating  between  stage  plays  (her 
record:  4  flops  this  year)  and  radio — 
in  which  she  is  nothing  but  successful. 

As  far  as  radio  is  concerned,  she  most 
enjoys  acting  in  My  True  Story  pro- 

grams. From  an  actress's  point  of  view 
that's  most  understandable — where  and 
how  else  could  one  get  experience  so 
varied  as  in  a  broadcast  where  she 
must  alternate  old  characterizations 

with  young,  gentle,  sympathetic  char- acterizations with  vixens? 
You  may  know  her  by  her  dressing 

idiosyncracies:  always  a  gold  watch  as 
her  sole  piece  of  jewelry;  always  flat 
shoes,  in  all  colors;  always  tailored 
dresses — and  never  a  hat.  When  she 
turned  up  at  the  studio  to  have  her 

picture  taken  for  Radio  Mirror's  cover, for  instance,  she  wore  a  magnificent 
dress  of  cream-colored  gabardine,  ac- 
cessoried  with  a  wide  brown  belt  and 
a  huge  shoulder-bag.  And  the  flat 
shoes,  of  course. 
And  you  may  bank  on  her  getting 

into  the  Milky  Way  of  stardom.  Want 
to  know  why?  Well — she  got  her  New 
York  apartment,  in  the  midst  of  the 
housing  shortage,  while  she  was  on  a 
trip  to  Chicago!  Yes,  she  ran  into  her 
friend  and  fellow  actress  Virginia  Gil- 
more.  The  two  girls  began  moaning — 
Virginia  wanted  an  apartment  in  Holly- 

wood, Margaret  one  in  New  York.  Then 
Margaret  remembered  that  she  had  an 
idle  6-room  apartment  in  Hollywood 
.  .  .  and  after  that  memory,  to  swap 
was  easy. 

That  should  giye  you  the  idea.  Mar- 
garet may  do  things  the  hard  way,  but 

she  does  them.  And  if  she  found  a  New 

York  apartment  in  Chicago,  she'll  find 
stardom  anywhere  at  all! 
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Rings  you'll  wear  with  pride. . .cherish  through 
the  years!  Genuine  Diamonds  ..  .beinxuiui  14 

Kt.  Yellow  Gold  Settings  at  sensationally  low       >  - 
prices!   Our  Bond  guarantees  satisfaction,  or     ̂ l 

vour    money    refunded!    Order    yours    today'        ̂  

GENUINE    CUT    AND    POiiSHED 

DIAMOND  RING  SET 
14  KT.  YtllOW   GOID  SETTIN6 

*,^Q     Comp/ete  Set Never  before  such  a 
value!  A  genuine 

guaranteed  and  bond- ed diamond ...  cut 

and  polished  ...  m 
a  gleaming  14  Kt. 
Yellow  Cold  Selling'  ,^ 

Twin-hearts  Wed- 
ding Band,  too,  is 

14  Kt.  Yellow  Gold 

In  a  gorgeous  plush  " 

gift  box. 

Style  No  202 

Style  No.  4 

DIAMOND  SWEETHEART  SET 
50   for  Both  Rings 

Both  exquisite  14  Kt 
Modern  Yellow  Gold 

Engagement  Ring 
with  brilliant  Genu- 

ine Chip  Diamond 
in  heart  design 
mounting.  Wedding 

Ring  to  match,  with 
3  Genuine  Chip  Dia- monds.  Each  ring 

in  a  jeweler's  box. 

0NCE'IN-A4!FETiM£  VALUE! 

16  DIAMOND  SET 

$|().50  iach     $18-00  for  Both  Rings 
You've  dreamed  of 

this!  The  Rose  Cut 
Diamond  Engage- 

ment Ring  has  7 

sparkling  Genuine 
Chip  Diamonds  in  a. 

divine  14  Kt.  Lonely  - Yellow  Gold  mount- Stilt  No.  16  "«^^^  ing.    Your   matching 

Wedding  Band  with  9  Genuine  Chip  Diamonds 
will  make  your  friends  envious.  Each  ting  boxed. 

Vlrtte  for  fre»  catalog 

L'AMOUR  JEWELRY  COMPANY,  Inc. 
545  FIFTH  AVENUE,  NEW  YORK  17,  N.  Y. 

SEND  NO  MONEY 

L'Amour  Jewelry  Company,  Dept.    M  II 
545  Fifth  Avenue,  New  York  17,  N.  Y. 

Send  me  the  tings  checked  below  and  Guarantee 
Bond.  I  will  pay  postman  price  plus  postage  and 
20%  Fed.  Tax.  If  I  am  not  completely  satisfiec 
after  10  days  I  may  return  rings  and  have  my 
money  refunded. 

D  Style  No.  202  O  Style  No.  i  D  Style  No.  IS 

D  Complete  D  Eng.  O  Eng. 
SSei  D  Wed.  D  Wed. 

My  ting  size  is    .    .  (or  send  string  size  of  iinget) 
Name     

Address       -     

City     _   Zone   State   

■  4 
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GIRLS!  Want 

quick  curls? 

EYES  light  on  lovely  hair  and  linger  there 
when  it  shines  in  all  its  natural  beauty. 

Your  hair  will  besoft.sparkling,  andlustrous 

when  you  do  it  at  home  with  new  different 

Wildroot  Hair  Set  that  re- 
places old-fashioned  thick 

gummy  wave  sets.  Does 
all  they  do  and  more !  Light 
bodied,  faster  drying.  It 

contains  processed  LANO- 
LIN, leaves  your  hair  soft, 

natural,  and  at  its  lovely 

best.  Style  your  own  dis- 
tinctive hair-do  quickly, 

without  fuss  or  disappoint- 
ment! Watch  those  admir- 

ing glances  1  Ask  for  New 
Wildroot  Hair  Set  at  your 
toilet  goods  counter  today  1 

NEW  WILDROOT  HAIR  SET 

WRITE IT'S     EASY     TO 
LEARN    TO  ,,_-.___ 

Magazine  Institute  offers  an  up-to-the-minute  course  in 
writing  for  magazines  which  makes  it  easy  to  get  started  in 
spare  time  at  home.  You  may  concentrate  on  Action  or  non- 
fiction  Send  today  for  FREE  CATALOG  describing  M.I. 

method.  "VETERANS:  This  course  approved  tor  Veterans 

'™ThE^MAGAZlNE   INSTITUTE,   INC.,   Dept.  391  l-D 
50  Rockefeller  Plaia,  Rockefeller  Center,  New  York  20,  N.Y. 

u 
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DON'T  DYE 
GRAY  HAIR 

until  you  try  Mary  T.  Gold- 
man's Gray  Hair  Coloring 

Preparation.  This  famous 
"Color  Control"  method 
gives  iiair  the  lovely,  appeal- 

ing color  you  desire,  quickly 
— or  so,  gradually  even  close 

friends  won't  guess  your 
secret. 

So  simple!  Safe!  Sure! 
'Comb  this  clear  liquid 

through  your  gray,  bleached  or  faded  hair. 
Watch  "Color  Control"  action  give  your 
hair  the  youthful-looking  shade  you  want. 
Pronounced  harmless  by  medical  authorities 

(no  skin  test  needed).  Won't  harm  wave  or hair  texture.  SO  year  favorite  of  millions. 
Now  help  yourself  to  lustrous  hair  beauty 
easily — in  the  privacy  of  your  home! 

Buy  a  bottle  today!  Sold  on  money-back 
guarantee  by  drug  and  department  stores. 
Or  if  you  prefer,  order  direct  from  Mary  T. 
Goldman  Co.,  St.  Paul  2,  Minnesota.  Send 
$1.92  (includes  tax)  for  regular  size,  mailed 

postpaid  in  plain  wrapper.  State  color  de- 
sired: Black,  Dark  Brown,  Medium  Brown, 

Light  Brown,  Blonde,  Auburn. 

Cinderella,  Inc. 
(Continued  from  page  21) 

daily  become  more  necessary.  An  art 

school  for  Marilyn,  for  one  thing.  Mari- 
lyn has  had  her  fingers  in  mk  or  paint 

almost  since  she  was  able  to  toddle. 
This  summer  she's  been  going  to  an  art 

class  at  the  Waterbury  Girls'  Club,  but 
she's  nearly  twelve,  and  she  should, 
soon,  have  really  serious  instruction. 

And  a  bigger  house— that's  our  dear- est dream,  one  that  sometimes  seems 

impossibly  far  from  realization.  Our 
six-room  Dutch  Colonial,  with  its  green 
lawn  and  beautiful  scalloped  picket 

fence,  seemed  perfect  to  us  when  we 
bought  it  years  ago.  It  still  does,  but 

since  our  family  has  grown,  it's  fairly 
bursting  at  the  seams.  We  need  a  work- 

shop for  Bud,  where  he  can  keep  his 
tools  and  his  paint  cans  and  where  he 

can  putter  when  he  comes  home  from 
the  store.  We  need  more  room  for  the 

children.  They're  crowded  enough  now — what  will  it  be  in  a  few  years,  when 

the  boys  are  half  grown  and  the  girls 
are  in  high  school?  Each  year  Bud 

and  I  have  told  each  other,  "Perhaps 
next  year  we  can  manage;  next  year 
we'll  really  make  the  budget  stick  and 
get  a'  start  on  saving  for  the  new 
house."  And  then  the  next  year  the 
doctor  or  the  dentist  or  unexpected 
bills  would  snow  under  the  dream  of 
the  new  house. 

I'VE  helped  every  way  I  could,  with- out sacrificing  good  living  for  the 
family.  I've  watched  expenses,  done  all 
my  own  work,  and  I've  always  been 
useful  with  a  needle.  I've  made  most 
of  the  clothes  for  the  children,  and  last 

Christmas  I  made  toys  for  babies— lit- 

tle bunnies  and  dolls  out  of  babies' stockings — and  sold  them.  In  January, 
when  the  last  check  came  in,  we  added 

up  the  total. 
Even  I  gasped  at  the  amount.  I  d 

worked  long  hours,  many  nights  until 
after  twelve,  over  those  toys,  but  still 
I  hadn't  dreamed  that  so  many  had 
been  sold. 

Bud  glowed  with  pride.  "It's  starting 
the  year  right,"  he  said,  "thanks  to  you. 
Maybe  this  time  things  really  will  be- 

gin to  come  our  way." And  indeed,  it  seems  as  if  they  are. 
Everything,  big  and  small,  has  gone 

smoothly  for  us  this  year.  There've been  pleasant  little  triumphs,  like 
Marilyn's  posters  for  the  Bunker  Hill 
parade  winning  not  just  first  prize,  but 
first,  second  and  third  prizes.  There 
was  the  big  surprise  of  my  winning  a 
trip  to  New  York  for  the  letter  I  wrote 
to  the  Cinderella  program. 

I  had  to  write  that  letter.  Ever  since 
I  was  married  I've  felt  that  my  major 
task  has  been  to  keep  my  husband 
happy,  my  home  in  ship-shape  order, 
and  my  children  clean,  healthy  and 
happy.  And  a  pretty  good  job  I  was 
doing,  too,  I  thought,  until  suddenly 
Marilyn  would  make  some  remark  like, 
"Mother,  why  aren't  you  helping  out 
at  the  church  supper?"  Or  Elizabeth 
would  say,  "Ellen's  mother  is  president 
of  the  P.T.A.  Why  aren't  you?"  And even  my  husband,  not  long  ago,  said, 
"You  should  know  more  about  what 

goes  on  outside  the  home." At  that  I  did  feel  a  little  like  "poor 
Freda."  Then  I  laughed,  and  told  my- 

self that  it  just  went  to  prove  that 
there  was  no  chance  to  grow  smug 
when  you're  surrounded  by  an  alert 
and  outspoken  family.  And  they  were 
right — I  realized  that  when  I  stopped 
to  think  it  out.  I  hadn't  been  out  very 
much,    hadn't    done    anything    on    my 

WARN 
tONSIIPHED  FOLKS 
ABOUT  LAZY  BILE! 
IT  IS  SAID  constipation  causes  mam 

human  discomforts — headaches,  lacl 

of  energy  and  mental  dullness  bein 

but  a  few.  but  don't  worry — For  years  a  noted  Ohio  Doctor,  Dr. 
F.  M.  Edwards,  successfully  treated 

scores  of  patients  for  constipation  with 

his  famous  Dr.  Edwards'  Olive  Tablets 
—now  sold  by  druggists  everywhere. 

Olive  Tablets,  being  purely  vegetable, 
are  wonderful!  They  not  only  gently, 

yet  thoroughly  cleanse  the  bowels  but 
ALSO  pep  up  lazy  bile  secretion  to  help 

digest  fatty  foods.  Test  their  goodness 
tonight  without  fail!  15^,  30fi.  Follow 
label  directions.  All  drugstores. 

BirthstoneRingGIVm 
I  Lovely  aolid  Bterlin^ I  silver  cuahkm  shape 

I  set  ring  in  yoar  own BIrthstone  Color 
given  for  Belling  4 

I  boxesRodebudSalve 

I  at25ceacbTeinittittg I  the  $1.00  to  OS.  Send 
No  Money.  Order 

4  Rosebud  Salve  byoneceDtpoetcard. 
(Will  mail  ring  and  4  salve  now,  if  you  send  11 .00  with  order.) 
ROSEBUD  PERFUME  CO.  Box  70.  WOODSBORO.  MARYUNB. 

GREETING  CARDS 
EARN 

Bm     M^       f   801  tontamt  25  eiq      --  - 

I    ̂1      Hpriutns  th.  <>u.  tpin)  ol  Chriilmak and    I    bo>    ol    l«    bt.uliful    .itorted 

•vtryd.y  catdt  —  both   i.tl   (or   (1.00. 

Sand  50«  fo' 

4D»p».  8,»ox  15.  Sta.  I.  N.w  York  35.  M.  V 

MONEY 

SMART  SIMULATED 

DIAMOND  RINGS 

each   or     $2.95 

CLARK  RING  CO. 

$1«95      botti  tor 

You  will  love  to  wear  the:* 
beautiful  Engagement  and  Wei- 
ding   rings,    set   with    sparklir? 

I  siinulatea  diamonds,  a  pene  t 
reproduction  of  genuine  diamoiia 
'rings.  You  may  have  the  rlnra 
In  yellow  Gold-Plate  or  SterlluB Silver. 

Send  No  Money 

Just  send  name,  address  and  rlr« 
size.  PayPostman  on  delivery  plus" 

,  %QOfo  Federal  Tax  and  postasat 
charges.  i 

Dept.  420,  Box  5151,  Chicago 

/GOTK/O  OF 

'4DS\ 

NADINOLA-S  4-WAY  ACTION 
HELPS  AMAZINGLY  TO  COMBAt 

UGLY  BLACKHEADS,  EXTERNAUV' 
CAUSED  PIMPLES,  DARK  DULL  SKIK 

One  glance  may  kill  romance — if  your  skin  is  dark,  dull 

or  needlessly  blemished  1  That's  why  thousands  ol 

girls  and  women  trust  to  Nadinola  Cream,  the  clini- 
cally-proved  4-iBoy  irealmenl  cream.  Quickly,  gently, 

Nadinola  helps  to  loosen  and  remove  ugly  blackheads 

— to  clear  up  externally  caused  pimples — to  fade 

freckles— to  lighten,  brighten  and  freshen  your  skin  ir 

creamier  loveliness.  See  for  yourself  what  Nadinc  ' can  do  in  dayj— what  wonders  it  works  m  weeksl  t 
treatment-size  jar  of  Nadinola  Cream  just  55c  w. 

money-back  guarantee;  trial  jar.  10c.  Also — 

ym 
SEND  FOR  ILIUSTRATED  BOOKLET 

NADINOLA,  Dept.  29,  Paris,  Tennessee 

Send  me  free  and  postpaid  your  new  deluxe  edi- 
tion Beauty  Booklet,  richly  printed  in  fuU  color, 

with  actual  photographs  and  sworn  proof,  of  tne 

wonderful  results  from  just  one  jar  of  Nadinola. 
Name . . . 

Address , City   

I 



SUHOIIgyi^ 

SITROUX  HAIR  NETS 
eV    THE    MAKERS  OF    SITROOX    TISSUES 

AdjuslQble-Folding 

ALUMINUM  CRUTCHES 
Here  is  the  first  great  improvement  in  crutch 

design  and  construction.  WING  Adjustable- 
Folding  Crutches  have  a  single  shaft  of  satin- 

finish  aluminum  alloy. ..strong,  beautiful,  resil- 
ient and  easy  to  handle.  WING  Crutches 

are  quickly  adjuslable  for  height  and  may 
^  he  folded  for  auto  travel,  at  the  theatre,  or 

•  use  as  u'atkitig  eanes.  Rubber 
arm  rests  are  contour  de- 

signed, handgrips  scien- 

tifically angled.  You'll  be 
proud  of  your  WINGS, 

ur  dealer  can  supply  you... 
vritefordescripiive  folder. 

I  MANUFACIUBED     BY 

I  I   ALUMINUM  FOLDING  CRUTCH  CO. 
(J  416  W.  EIGHTH  ST.      SUITE  1302       LOS  ANOtlES,  C»IIF. 

Folding 

Rehabililale   the 

handicapped 

EVEREST  &  JENNINGS 
WHEEL   CHAIRS 

^iM 
For  Travel!  Work!  Play! 

YOUR  OfAlEB  CAN  SUPPiy  YOU 

EVEREST  &  JENNINGS 
'748   R  SANTA   MONICA  BLVD.,   LOS  ANGELES  46,  CALIF. 

^CHEHTOWt^ 
fw/th  a  Tradition 

•  Extra  Lorge 
Absorbent 
Lintless 

bam  Soft 

The  Work 

I  Love'' I KND  $25  to  $35  A  WEEK! 

Utr- 

•Tm  a  TEAINBD  PBACnCAL 
KTTBSE,    and  thankful  to 
CHICAGO    SCHOOL    OF 
r«UB3iNG  for  training  me, 
at  home,  in  my  spare 
time,  for  this  well-paid, 

dignified  work." 
YOU  can  become  a  nurse,  tool  Thotlaands  of  men 
and  women,  18  to  60,  have  studied  this  thorough, 
home-study  course.  Lessons  are  easy  to  understand 
and  high  school  education  not  necessary.  Many 
earn  as  they  learn — Mrs.  R.  W.  of  Mich,  earned 
$26  a  week  while  still  studying.  Endorsed  by  phy- 

sicians. Easy  payments.  Trial  plan.  Equipment 
included.  47th  year.  Write  nowl 

CHICAGO    SCHOOL    OF    NURSING 
»ept.  1811,  100  East  Ohio  Street,  Chicago  11,  111. 

I  Fleaee  send  free  booklet  and  16  sample  lesson  pages. 

k«nie   .   4ge   

.  State. 

own  since  longer  than  I  cared  to  re- 
member. And  how  could  I?  I  defended 

myself.  My  job  isn't  one  you  can  quit 
when  you  feel  like  it.  It  doesn't  allow for  annual  vacations. 

It  was  then  that  the  Cinderella  pro- 
gram ceased  being  something  to  day- 

dream over  and  became  a  very  real — 
if  only  barely  possible — answer.  I  sat 
down  and  in  about  ten  minutes  wrote 
my  letter,  explaining  why  I  wanted 
the  trip  to  New  York.  Words  spilled 
off  my  pen.  I  told  them  about  my 
family,  told  them  that  my  family  ex- 

pected me  to  be  a  person  as  well  as  a 
wife  and  mother.  I  told  them  how  much 
it  would  mean  to  me  to  get  away  for 
awhile,  to  rest  and  relax  and  regain 
my  former  self,  how  much  it  would 
mean  to  see  new  people,  new  surround- 

ings. Why,  I'd  be  gaining  a  world  of knowledge  I  could  transmit  to  my 
youngsters!  In  bettering  myself,  I'd  be doing  something  for  my  family,  and— 
yes,  for  everyone  in  our  community. 

I    sealed    the    letter    and    posted    it 

I've  got  four  sons  and — like  any  parent 
— I  -want  to  see  them  lead  a  healthy, 
happy  life  in  healthy,  happy  surround- 

ings, whether  they're  at  home  or  far 
away  from  home. 

They're  four  good  reasons,  also,  why 
I  so  strongly  endorse  the  USO  and  the 
Community  Chests  of  America.  It's  not 
hard  tO'  figure  out  that  when  everybody's 
kids  get  the  chance  to  spend  their  en- 

ergies wholesomely  in  youth  centers  and 
summer  camps  and  when  community 
health  is  guarded  and  improved, — well, 
that  produces  an  atmosphere  which 
makes  you  feel  good  about  living.  That's 
the  kind  of  atmosphere  the  Community 
Chests  are  striving  to  create. 

Remember,  too,  that  for  the  service- 
man who's  a  stranger  in  your  town,  the USO  is  a  touch  of  home  and  the  folks 

he  left  behind.  What's  more,  the  USO 
goes  overseas,  into  far-off  and  inacces- 

sible places,  and  into  veteran  Army  and 
Navy  hospitals  to  bring  GFs  there,  too, 
some  of  the  community  atmosphere  and 

friendly  feeling  we've  come  to  associate 
with  the  American  way  of  living. 

So  give  to  the  USO  and  your  Com- 
munity Chest  as  generously  as  you  know 

how. 
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See  those  smooth,  gently  rounded  ends 
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Addrees- 

Clty   
(PLEASE  PBINT) 

quickly  to  WBRY,  our  local  station. 
Then  I  forgot  it,  thinking  that  nothing 
woul(J  come  of  it. 

The  next  week  WBRY  called  me  to 
tell  me  that  I'd  been  chosen  to  be  one 
of  the  Cinderellas.  I  listened  in  a  daze 
while  they  gave  me  instructions,  told 
me  to  come  to  the  station  the  next  day 
to  have  my  voice  tested.  I  hung  up 
still  not  really  believing  that  it  was 
true.  Bud  laughed  at  me  when  I  told 
him  about  it. 

"Of  course  it's  true,"  he  said.  "Why 
shouldn't  they  pick  you?  And  besides 
— remember,  this  is  oiir  year." I  looked  around  at  the  familiar  rooms 
— suddenly  dearer  than  ever  before;  I 
thought  of  leaving  Bud  and  the  girls 
to  cope  with  meals  and  housework  and 
laundry  for  a  whole  month,  and  I  knew 
a  moment  of  cold  panic. 

"I  don't  want  to  go,"  I  said  miserably. 
"I  just  can't  leave." But  of  course  I  knew  that  I  would, 
even  as  he  reassured  me. 

THE  next  Thursday  I  was  in  New 
York.  I  was  the  first  of  the  Cinderellas 

to  arrive  at  the  New  Weston  Hotel, 
where  we  were  to  meet.  The  others 
came  later  in  the  day — Marjorie  Young 
of  Poland,  Ohio,  a  plump,  pleasant 
looking  woman  with  twinkling  blue- 
grey  eyes,  Polly  Phillips  of  San  An- 

tonio, Texas,  tanned,  fair-haired  and 
forthright,  and  very  young,  very  pretty 
little  Jean  McFee  of  Asheville,  North 
Carolina.  We  all  liked  each  other  in- 

stantly, and  we  were  soon  chattering 

away  like  old  friends.  If  there'd  been the  slightest  hint  of  stiffness,  volaBle 
Mrs.  McFee  would  have  dissipated  it. 
She  kept  interrupting  her  unpacking  to 
run  to  the  window  and  peer  down  into 
the  street. 

"Ah've  been  so  excited  all  week," 
she  declared  in  an  accent  thick  enough 

to  spread,  "and  you  know — Ah  still 
don't  believe  Ah'm  really  here!" It  was  how  we  all  felt. 
And  it  was  strange  how  the  feeling 

persisted — for  me,  at  least — through 
the  crowded  days  that  followed.  We 
had  dinner  in  our  rooms  that  first 
Thursday  night,  and  the  next  morning 
— oh,  luxury  of  luxuries! — we  were 
served  breakfast  in  bed.  Then,  in  the 
afternoon  we  were  taken  to  the  Iceland 
Restaurant,  from  which  the  Cinderella 
program  is  broadcast,  to  meet  the  Cin- 

derellas whose  four  weeks  were  up 
that  day.  We  were  all  scared,  and  sure 
that  we'd  have  a  fatal  case  of  mike 
fright  when  our  turn  came  to  speak, 
but  excitement,  and  the  assurance 
of  the  departing  Cinderellas,  pulled 
us  through.  Four  weeks  -ago  they  had 
been  just  like  us — facing  a  microphone 
for  the  first  time. 
On  Saturday  morning,  silver-haired, 

beautifully  groomed  Hanna  Connor  of 
CBS,  who  was  to  be  guide,  chaperone 
and  confidante  to  us  throughout  our 
stay,  started  us  ofE  on  a  tour  of  the 
city.  From  a  sight-seeing  bus  we  saw 
the  colorful  shops  and  the  narrow, 
twisting  streets  of  Chinatown,  and  the 
shabby,  once-tough  section  known  as 
the  Bowery,  and  then  we  went  on 
downtown  through  Greenwich  Village 
to  the  harbor,  where  the  Statue  of 
Liberty  guards  the  meeting  of  the  two 
great  rivers  and  the  sea.  Uptown,  we 
saw  the  solid  gray  dignity  of  Grant's 
tomb  and  the  breathtaking  span  of  the 
Washington  Bridge,  and  the  timeless 
beauty  of  the  Cathedral  of  St.  John 
the  Divine. 
We  were  all  goggle-eyed,  but  the 

trip  meant  something  special  and  per- 
sonal to  two  of  us — Jean  McFee  and 
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me.  Like  me,  Jean  had  been  in  New 
York  before — for  a  few  hours,  when  she 
was  traveling  through  with  her  hus- 

band, who  was  then  in  the  Navy.  "We 
got  in  at  five  in  the  afternoon,"  she  told 
us,  "and  of  course  all  the  big  stores  were 
closed  by  then.  We  did  get  to  go  on  a 
tour  of  Rockefeller  Center,  but  they 

took  us  through  so  fast  I  couldn't  re- member much  about  it  afterwards.  And 

that  night,  when' we  took  a  bus  ride, 
everybody  was  very  kind  and  tried  to 
point  out  Grant's  tomb  and  the  Wash- 

ington Bridge — and  all  I  could  see  was 
a  blob  of  black  for  the  tomb  and  a  string 

of  lights  for  the  bridge.  Now,"  she 
sighed  contentedly,  "when  I  go  home  I 
can  tell  my  husband  I've  finally  got  to 
see  all  the  things  we  missed." 

As  for  me — well,  the  trip  included  a 
visit  to  the  Little  Church  Around  the 
Corner.  I  was  disappointed  to  find  that 
Dr.  Randolph  Ray,  who  had  married 
Bud  and  me,  was  away  on  his  vacation. 
I  had  wanted  to  talk  with  him  a  little 
to  tell  him  about  Marilyn  and  Elizabeth 
and  Edward  and  Robert.  But  it  was  a 
satisfying  and  heart-stirring  moment 
when  I  stopped  at  the  altar,  where  I'd 
stood  with  Bud  so  many  years  before, 
and  realized  anew  how  good,  how 
blessedly  good,  all  those  years  had 
been. 

ON  Saturday,  too,  we  moved  to  the 
Hotel  Victoria,  where  we  were  to  live 

for  the  rest  of  our  visit,  and  then  we 
had  what  remained  of  the  weekend  to 
ourselves,  for  rest  and  shopping  and 
sight-seeing,  to  get  us  used  to  the  city 
•and  to  accustom  us  to  finding  our  way 
around. 

On  Monday  we  stepped  into  a  whirl 
of  activity  that  was  a  little  like  step- 

ping up  on  a  merry-go-round  that 
never  stopped.  There  was  the  broad- 

cast every  afternoon  except  Saturday 
and  Sunday.  Bob  Dixon,  who  con- 

ducted the  program,  was  so  genial  and 
understanding  and  so  adept  at  drawing 
us  out,  that  we  soon  got  over  our  first 
self-consciousness  and  were  talking 
away,  telling  our  experiences  and  tak- 

ing part  in  the  quizzes  and  the  foolery, 
as  if  we'd  been  on  radio  programs  all 
our  lives.  There  were  beauty  treat- 

ments— our  hair  re-styled  and  perma- 
nented  where  permanents  were  called 
for,  and  facials  and  manicures — once 
a  week  at  Charles  of  the  Ritz.  Polly 
and  Marjorie  and  I  emerged  from  the 
first  one  with  our  hair  piled  sleekly 

and  curled  high  on  our  heads;,  Jean's 
long  blonde  bob  had  been  cut  short  to 
a  fluffy  golden  halo.  She  kept  shaking 
her  head,  touching  the  shorn  ends  with 
her  fingers. 

"Don't  feel  like  myself  any  more," 
she  said.  "George  said  he  might  not 
know  me  when  I  came  home  again — 
and  I'm  beginning  to  think  he  may  be 

right." I  looked  carefully  at  myself  in  the 
mirror.  My  new  coiffure  was  essen- 

tially like  my  old  one,  and  I'd  always 
prided  myself  on  taking  good  care  of 
my  skin  and  my  hands,  on  keeping 
myself  well  groomed  for  my  family. 
But  I  had  to  admit  there  was  a  differ- 

ence. I  had  a  smarter,  more  finished 
look. 

There  were  exercises  and  massage 
and  steam  baths  twice  a  week  at 

Reilly's  gymnasium  in  Radio  City.  We 
accepted  doubtfully  the  information 
that  exercises  were  better  than  just 
plain  resting  when  one  was  tired  out 
from  housework,  but  after  the  first 
treatment  we  felt  so  much  better  that 

we  promised  ourselves  we'd  follow 
faithfuUy  the  program  outlined  by 
Reilly's  every  day  of  our  lives. 

READERS  ASK: 
CAN  WE  HAVE  LONGER  HAIR? 

NOW,  at  last,  the  answer  can  be  YES! 
LONGER  HAIR  CAN  BE  YOURS! 

There's  no  need  to  despair.  There's  no more  reason  to  feel  that  you  must  go 
through  life  with  dull,  lifeless,  dry  brittle, 
hard-to-manage  hair.  For  now,  at  last, 
you  too,  may  have  longer 
hair.  You,  too,  as  so  many 
others  have  discovered, 
can  add  to  your  crowning 
glory  by  the  simple,  sci- 

entific, easy,  quick  Rober- 
tene  Method.  ^ 

Do    It   At   Home 

Why  wait  weeks  and 
months  for  results?  Why 
use  expensive,  messy, 
complicated,  painstaking 
treatments?  You  cam  for- 

get everything  you  have 
ever  tried  before — for  now  -"•»""- 
in   only   5   days  you  can 
see  for  yourself  the  amazing  differencei 

For  Every  Type  Hair 

Blondes,  brunettes,  redheads,  thin  or 
thick,  sparse  or  heavy  hair  can  be  im- 

proved. Your  hair  can  glisten  with  high- 
lights and  shine  with  full  vigor  and  life. 

There  can  be  little  beauty  without  long, 
gleaming,  attractive  hair.  You,  too,  can 
enjoy  romeince  and  adventure.  You,  too, 
can  make  the  most  out  of  life  by  making 
the  most  of  yoiu:  hair. 

Easy  5-Day  Test 
The  Robertene  Proven  Method  helps 

prevent  brittle  ends  breaking  off.  By  re- 

AT  LAST! 

A  HAND  CREAM 

tarding  this  breaking  of  brittle  hair  ends 
by  supplementing  the  natural  hair  oils, 
your  hair  may  get  longer.  If  your  scalp 
and  hair  conditions  are  normal,  then  your 
hair  has  a  chance  to  get  longer  and  more 
beautiful  and  easy  to  manage.  Prove  to 

yourself  in  only  5  days 
that  the  Robertene  Method 
really  works,  that  your 
hair  will  be  more  lus- 

trous, softer  and  silkier 
than  before. 

For  Men,  Too 

Men,  too,  may  find  a 
decided  improvement  in 
the  condition  of  their  hair 

by  using  The  Robertene Method.  No  mess  or 

bother.  You'll  be  proud  to show  off  your  improved, 

smooth,  lustrous,  well- groomed    hair.      Healthy, 

attractive  hair  is  one  of  man's  best  assets. Make  the  most  of  it. 

Money   Back   Guarantee 

If  you  are  not  100%  delighted  with  re- 
sults, if  you  do  not  see  a  decided  im- 

provement in  the  condition  of  your  hair 
in  the  short  span  of  only  5  days,  then 
your  money  will  be  immediately  refunded 
in  full.  Nothing  could  be  fairer  than  that. 
Get  ROBERTENE  by  sending  cash,  check 
or  money  order  NOW!  It  is  only  $1  for 
one  month's  supply  and  $2  for  the  larger, 
more  economical  3-month's  supply,  pos- 

tage prepaid.  THE  ROBERTETME  CO.,Dept. 
M,871  BroadSt.,Newark,New Jersey.  (Adv.) 

THAT  HELPS  KEEP 

HANDS  SOFTER, 

SMOOTHER  .  .  .  AND 

IS  NOT  STICKY— 

NOT  GREASY! 

HAND  CREAM 

Luxor  contains  Carbamide,  the  in- 
gredient long  familiar  to  surgeons, 

which  helps  relieve  the  tiny  cracks 
and  scratches  that  make  hands  look 

red,  feel  rough! 

k  DAY  •  EACH  ADULT 
IV2C  A  DAY  •  EACH  CHILD 

Benefits  begin  the  day  you  enter  a  hospital 
FOR  SICKNESS  OR  ACCIDENT 

Hospital  Expanses  paid,  up  to  .    .    .    .    $540.00 
(beginning  with  the  first  day) 

FOR  ACCIDENT Doctor  Expense  paid,  op  to     ....    $135.00 
Loss  of  Wages  reimbursed  up  to    .    .    .    $300.00 
Loss  of  Life  by  Accident   $1000.00 

WAR  COVERAGE  and  EXTRA  BENEFITS 
Childbirth  Expense  paid,  up  to  ...  $75.00 

Sickness  or  accident  can  easily  wipe  out,  in  a 
few  weeks,  savings  it  may  have  taken  years  to 
accumulate.  Don't  let  this  happen  to  you.  With 
a  Family  Mutual  Hospitalization  policy,  you'll be  able  to  pay  your  hospital  bills.  In  case  of 
accident,  you  will  be  reimbursed  for  your  doctor 
expenses  and  for  loss  of  time  from  work.  You 
may  choose  any  hospital  in  the  United  States 
and  your  own  family  doctor  may  attend  you. 
Benefits  applying  to  children  are  5096  of 
those  paid  adults. 

MAIL  COUPON  TODAY— No  Acmt  WIH  BttktrVN 

FAMILY  MUTUAL  LIFE  INSURANCE  CO..  WILMIH^TOH  99.  DEL 

Family  Mutual  Life  Insurance  Co.  m.7 
601  Shipley  St,  Wilmington  99,  M. 
Pleast  send  me.  witftout  oMioatton,  eomplett  titfotm^ 
lion  on  vouT  Economical  Hotj>U<ui*ation  Plan. 
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Betty  Garrett,  star  of 

Broadway's  smash  hit 
"CALL  ME  MISTER". 

T^p,.^^ 
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isi 
^'4  «g 

m """ Wear  one  ...  or  two  ...  or  even 

three... the  more,  the  merrier  you'll  be! 
Sport  them  on  lapels,  hair  ribbons,  belts 
or  even  pinned  on  your  handbags. 

Silver  finish  or  pink  or  yellow  gold- 
plated  metal. 

,?1 
^Ahout  da  each 

Plus  Federal  Tax 
W.  D,  P. 

ALPHA-CRAFT  INC..  303  FIFTH  AVENUE,  N.  Y.  C.  16 

'       Big  Bid  Woll 

Checked  in  a «///// 
Relieve  Itchln?  caused  by  eczemr,  ath- 

lete's foot,  scabies,  pimples  and  other 
itching  conditions.  Use  cooling,  medi- 

cated D.D.D.  Prescription.  Greaseless, 
stainless.  Soothes,  comforts  and  checks 
Itching  last.  35o  trial  hottle  proves  It — 
or  money  back.  Don't  suffer.  Asis  your 
druggist  today  for  D.  D.  D.  Prescription. 

UGLY  WARTS  GONE 
-^  Now   She's    Beautiful Remove  UGLY  WAKTS  this  quick, 

easy  way.  lOD-ISE,  remarkable  new 
preparation  discovered  by  druggist,  re- 

moves ugly  warts,  lOD-ISE  dries  up 
small,  horny  growths  so  they  disappear.- 
Will  not  injure  skin.  Leaves  no  scar. 
Results  guaranteed  or  Money  Back.  At 
all  druggists,  35c — or  mall  order  direct 
to  Dept.  41,  lod-lse  Co.*  Clifton,  N.  J. 

A  VEST  POCKET  SIZE  RADIO! 
So  Bznall  It  will  slip  In  your  pocket  or  pursel  Actuariy  smaller  than  a  pack  of  king 
sixe  cigarettes!  Weighs  but  J/ith  lb.  complete  ready  to  play— as  shown  with  self contained  earphone  for  personal  use.  No  extra  wires  or  special  attachments  required. 
Streamlined,  attractive  and  durable  black  and  stiver  plastic  cases.  Uses  new  preset 
"crystal  diode"  rectifier  same  as  used  in  Army-Navy  ultra  hl-frequency  radar  sets durinff  the  war.  Has  slide  tuning  dial  for  station  selection.  Since  no  tubes,  batteries 
or  electrical   socket  power  "plug-ins"  are  ever  required,   the  radio  should  operate f«T.  .T«-,-^  .^:*i,   ii**»-  —  -«  ™i,«-s.^  «,«,>       ■■   iiy   receives   local    radio  broadcasts 

"snap"    to    metal    of    telephones, 
for    you    in    your    locality    if 

_   -          _    _       -   ,   attached  and  used  according 
..  complete  operating  instructions  sent  witb  each  radio.  Can  be  used  at  home.  In 
offices,  hotels,  cabin  camps,  in  bed.  after  hours  on  farms  or  most  anywhere  in  the United  States  or  Canada. 

C!T<^T^%  ^%BV¥  ^IF  tfS  1  AA  (currency,  express  or  postal  money  order. 
■9Cin^#  ^/dJUB  9  A  sUw  bank  draft,  or  personal  check)  and  pay 
postman  ;ii2.99  plus  delivery  and  postage  fees  on  arrival  or  send  $3.09  for  postpaid 
delivery  (O.P.A.  celling).  Ideal  91ft  for  children  or  adults  alike!  A  truly  practical 
novelty  radio  capable  of  real  radio  reception!  Order  your  "Pakette"  radio  today  for real  enjoyment.  Critical  material  shortages  may  limit  future  production  so  order 
today— NOW— to  assure  the  earliest  possible  delivery,  (Canadian  or  foreign  orders 
must  send  U.S.   cash  plus  extra  postage  in  full  with  order.) 

AKETTE  ELECTRIC  COMPANY.   DEPARTMENT  MFW-11.   KEARNEY.   NEBRASKA 

for  years  with  little'br  no  upkeep  expense.   simply    by    clipping    self    contained    connection 

GUARANTEED  TO  WORK 
to  complete  operating  Instructions  sent  with  each  radi 

0H-i1OW  1 
HATE  TO  GET 

i  UP  IN  THE 
^MORNING 
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If  your  alarm  clock  could  talk  it  might 
teU  you:  "When  you  need  sleep  Miles 
Nervine  is  a  real  blessing!"  When  a  hec- 

tic busy  day,  noise  and  clatter,  hustle 

and  bustle  spoil  your  rest— don't  try  to 
fight  it.  Nervine  helps  to  relax  tense 
nerves  and  permit  refreshing  sleep.  Be- 

fore another  sleepless  night  roUs  'round 
get  some  Miles  Nervine  from  your  drug- 

gist. Liquid  25c  and  $1.00.  Efifervescent 
Tablets  35c  and  75c.  CAUTION:  Use 
only  as  directed.  Miles  Laboratories, 
Inc.,  Elkhart,  Indiana. 

MILES  NERVINE 

IS  THAT 
BECAUSE  YOUi 
DIDNt  SLEEP] 

WELL  LAST 
NIGHT? 

m 

There  were  speech  lessons  from  Pro- 
fessor Williamson,  and  lectures  in  in- 
terior decorating,  and  a  trip  through 

the  Good  Housejceeping  Institute  that 
was  like  all  the  home  economics  courses 
of  school  days  rolled  into  one.  We  were 
outfitted  with  new  hats  by  Florence 
Reichman,  and  dresses  by  Moily,  and 

shoes  from  La  Valle.  It  didn't  matter, 
we  agreed,  which  of  us  would  win  the 
grand  prize — to  be  awarded  at  the  final 
broadcast — for  having  benefited  most 
from  her  trip;  each  of  us  felt  so  much 
different  from  her  former  self. 
And  the  gifts  that  were  showered 

upon  us! — especially  upon  the  one  day 
each  week  when,  in  turn,  our  home 
towns  shared  the  broadcast  with  us. 
Gifts  for  our  husbands  and  for  our- 

selves and  for  our  homes,  everything 
from  wristwatches  to  electric  roasters 
to  bath  towels — far  too  many  to  begin 
to  list.  Polly  Phillips  said  that  it  was 
like  having  a  whole  month  of  Christ- mases. 

"Imagine,"  said  Marjorie  Young,  "be- 
ing dressed  up  and  going  places  every 

minute  you  aren't  just  sitting  back  and 
taking  things  easy.  I'd  always  won- dered what  it  was  like  to  live  that  way, 
and  now  I  know."  By  that  time  we 
had  seen  several  shows — Carousel  and 
Born  Yesterday  and  Show  Boat — and 
every  night  we  weren't  at  the  theater 
we  visited  a  night  club  or  a  restaurant 
— Tony's  Trouville  and  the  Bal  Tabarin 
and  the  Golden  Horn,  and  the  supper 
room  at  the  Hotel  Roosevelt. 

I  DIDN'T  say  anything.  I  felt  guilty 
I  for  iti  but  I  still  had  the  inexplicable 

feeling  oJ  not  being"  wholly  a  part  of 
things,  of  missing  something.  I  didn't understand  myself  at  all.  Here  I  was, 
having  my  longed-for  vacation,  and 
one  so  wonderful  that  just  a  day  of  it 
would  have  been  a  treat  to  remember 
for  the  rest  of  my  life — and  I  stiU 
wasn't  whole-heartedly  enjoying  my- 

self. Perhaps,  I  told  myself,  it  was  just 
too  much  to  savor  all  at  once. 

Not  the  least  of  the  good  things  was 
getting  to  know  the  other  Cinderellas, 
learning  how  much  alike  we  were  and 
yet  how  different  in  our  problems  and 
the  things  we  wanted.  Polly  Phillips 
spoke  for  all  of  us  when  she  had  no 
ambitions  for  herself — only  for  her 
family,  for  her  husband,  Ernest,  and 
her  two  girls,  Evelyn  Jo  and  Mary 

Katherine.  Now  that  they'd  just 
bought  the  home  they'd  wanted,  she said,  one  big  desire  remained  to  be 
fulfilled:  Ernest  wanted  his  own  busi- 

ness, a  watch  repair  shop.  Jean  and  I 
listened  enviously  when  Polly  talked 
about  her  house.. Housing  was  as  scarce 
in  Asheville  as  it  was  everywhere  else, 
and  what  Jean  wanted  most  of  all  was 
a  three-room  apartment  for  herself  and 
her  husband,  George,  and  their  eleven- 
months-old  Malcolm  Roger. 

"We've  been  living  with  my  mother," 
she  told  us.  "She's  been  wonderful, 
but  it  isn't  the  same  as  having  a  place 
of  our  own.  Maybe  by  the  time  George 

gets  through  school  .  .  ." George  McFee,  like  many  young 
veterans,  was  going  to  school  under  the 
GI  Bill  of  Rights.  And  Jean,  like  so 

many  young  veterans'  wives,  was  try- 
ing to  get  her  life  settled  into  the  pat- 

tern of  peace-time  living.  She  had 
been  sixteen  when  she  had  married 
George.  She  had  worked  two  years  in 
a  war  plant,  and  then  had  followed 
George's  Navy  travels  until,  toward  the 
end  of  the  war,  she  had  gone  back 
home  to  care  for  her  invalid  father  and 
to  await  the  arrival  of  her  son.  She 
seemed  such  a  youngster  compared  to 
the  rest  of  us:  it  was  hard  to  believe I 
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MATCHED 
BRIDAL   PAIR 

DinmonD 
RinGS 

Here  Is  a  superb  set  ol 
exquisitely  matclied 
Diamond  Rings  to  make 

you  tile  envy  ot  all  your 
friends.  See  the  fascinating 

sparkle  ol  the  Genuine  Dia- 
mond engagement  Ring  set  in 

a  romantic   square  draigned 
10  kt.  YeUowGold  Mounting- 

how    perfectly  it  matches    the 
lovely   Wedding   Ring  with  Its  3 

brilliant  chip  Diamonds  in  deeply 
embossed lOiit. yellow  Gold  setting. 

Either  ring  is  yours  —  for  only  $4.9S 
or  both  for  only  $8.95  plus  postage 

and  20%  Fed.  tax  on  our  Money  Back 
Guarantee.  Send  No  Money!  Just  send 
came  and  addreas  witli  finder  size.  Pay  postman 
on  delivery.     If  not  abeolueely  deligiited  retozD 

I         —   I    for  prompt  refaad.  Horryl  Order  Todayl 

WORLD-WIDE  DIAMOND  COMPANY      DeptG-Die 
2451  S.  Michigan  Ave.  Chicago  16.  flllnolr 

AMAZINO  NEW  INVENTION 

.^,  WASHES  DISHES 

4'
 

?5 BOTH  FOR 

«8?5 

STRANGE  PLASTIC  CLEANER  does  J 
clishes  like  magic.  New  invention.  Self-  / 
endsing.  Instantly  removes  grease,  eggv 
yolk,  all  food  stains.  Dishes  gleam  likemir-i[ 
tor.  Quick.  Easy.  Women  %vlld  about  ftl  | 
„  SAMPLES  FOR  AGENTS  , 
Sample  offer  sent  immediately  to  all  who! 
fiend  name  AT  ONCE.  A  penny  postal  will  I 
do.  Send  No  Money— just  youb  name.  I 
KRISTEecO.,   458BarStreet,AKII0N,0HI0| 

Why  spend  needless  time  and 

money  when  Dr.  GuUd's  GREEN MOUNTAIN  ASTHMATIC 

COMPOUND  may  bring  comfort- 
jng  relief  from  the  misery  of  asth- 

matic attacks?  On  sale  at  nearly  all 
drugstores.  Cigarettes,  S0(!. Powder, 
1H  and  $1.00.  If  your  dealer  cannot 
supply  you,  order  direct.  Use  only 

as  directed  on  package.  A  FREE 
SAMPLE  will  prove  how  much  this 
trusted  product  can  help  you.  Write 
J.H.GuildCo.,Dept.D-15.Rupert.Vt. 

CACTUS  GARIIEN 
COMES  IN  BEAUTIFUL  4-COLOR 
WATERPROOF  PERMANENT  BOX 
Imagine,  complete  with  striking  window 
garden  Ijox.  10  healthy  Cactus  plants — all 
different  varieties,  ail  bloom — can  now  be 
sold  direct  to  you  at  this  amazing  low  price 
because  ot  shipping  difficulties  to  storesi  Order 
now  . . .  save  on  this  opportunity! 

KOCC  Lovely  hand-painted  Mexican  pot  for  window 
■  ■»  1 1  Bill  With  columnar  grower  Lace  Cactus  biooma 
in  purple,  pink,  red  and  yellow  flowers.  Gift  to  prompt 
ordersf  Hurry— send  today.  SEND  NO  MONEY— OR- 

DER NOW— PAY  LATER.  Or  mall  J1.69  with  order,  we 
pay  postage.  Satisfaction  guaranteed  or  money  back.  Send 
oame  and  address  to  PAN  AMERICAN  CACTUS  CO..DeDt. 
5-1412, 148  Monroe  Av*.,  N.W.,  Grand  Rapidi  2,  Mich. 

sometimes  that  she'd  carried  so  much 
on  her  slim  shoulders. 

Marjorie  and  Bob  Young  and  their 
two  boys,  Larry  and  Chester,  live  on  a 
farm  near  Poland,  Ohio.  Bob  Young 
is  a  millwright  who  divides  his  time 
between  his  farm  and  his  night-shift 
job,  and  Marjorie's  days  must  be  sched- 

uled so  that  she  can  be  with  her  boys 
when  they  come  home  from  school  and 
with  her  husband  when  he  is  home 
from  work. 

"It  doesn't  give  me  much  time  for 
myself,"  she  told  us,  half  amused  and 
half  wistful,  " — or  for  my  novel." Marjorie  was  the  talented  one  of  our 
quartette.  Injured  by  a  fall  from  a 
horse,  she  had  been  an  invalid  for 
many  years — years  she  had  spent  writ- 

ing poetry  ana  short  stories,  some  of 
which  she  had  brought  with  her  to 
New  York.  She  had,  she  explained, 
long  since  recovered  from  her  accident, 
but  she  was  afraid  that  she'd  never 
quite  recover  from  the  bite  of  the  writ- ing bug. 

VOU  can  see  that  New  York  in  some 
ways  meant  the  same  things  to  all  of 

us — a  vacation  from  household  routine, 
an  opportunity  to  devote  our  time  and 
our  attention  to  ourselves,  to  see  new 
places,  new  people.  And  yet  each  of  us 
had  a  different  and  personal  reason  for 
coming.  Jean  McFee  had  wanted  to 
see  more  of  the  city  she'd  had  only  a 
glimpse  of  when  she  was  there  with 
her  husband.  Marjorie  Young  wanted 
the  help  and  the  advice  in  regard  to 
her  writing  that  she  couldn't  get  on her  Ohio  farm.  Polly  Phillips  had 
wanted  to  come  because  her  husband, 
in  the  course  of  his  work  during  the 
war,  had  been  sent  to  New  York  for  a 
month  at  a  time  when  she  had  been 
unable  to  accompany  him;  he  had  re- 

turned to  Texas  to  talk  so  much  about 
New  York  that  she  felt  that  she  must 
see  it,  too,  to  share  it  with  him. 

It  was  on  the  evening  of  our  second 
Monday  in  New  York  that  I  talked  to 

my  family.  I'd  telephoned  Bud  several 
times  since  my  arrival,  but  always,  as 
it  happened,  late  at  night,  after  the 
children  were  in  bed.  We  four  Cin- 
derellas  had  spent  the  weekend  on  the 
Jersey  shore,  at  Asbury  Park.  With 
Mary  Pontario  of  CBS,  we  had  rooms 
at  the  Berkeley-Carteret  overlooking 
the  water,  and  the  hotel  had  outdone 
itself  to  make  our  stay  pleasant.  We 
returned  Monday  morning  feeling 
pampered  and  deliciously  sun-soaked 
and  wind-blown — and  all  I  could  think 
of  after  that  wonderful  weekend  was 
that  I  was  back  at  the  Victoria  early 
enough  to  telephone  the  children. 
They  were  bubbling  over  with  ques- 

tions— and  with  emphatic  demands  for 
presents  from  New  York.  Marilyn 
wanted  a  set  of  oil  paints  and  canvas. 
Domestic  Elizabeth  wanted  a  Didy  doll 
and  a  Taylor-Tot  for  it.  My  baby, 
Robert,  wanted  a  scooter  and  a  lawn- 
mower — "one  that  really  cuts,  Mother," 
he  urged.  And  Edward,  in  no  uncertain 
terms,  asked  for  a  real  machine  gun. 
Blood-thirsty  as  he  sounded,  I  knew 
what  he  meant.  A  real  machine  gun 
was  no  wooden  facsimile,  but  a  metal 
gun  with  a  cylinder  that  turned  and 
made  a  lethal-sounding  chatter. 

I  hung  up  feeling  choked,  feeling 
foolishly  close  to  tears.  And  then  I 
knew  what  was  wrong  with  me,  knew 
why  everything  in  New  York  was 
somehow  not  as  vivid  as  it  should  have 
been.  I  was  just  plain  homesick, 

I  didn't  say  anything  about  it  to  the 
other  women.  I  guess  I  was  ashamed 
to.  We'd  all  talked  endlessly  about  our 
homes    and    our    husbands    and    our 

For  FAST  RELIEF  from  distress 

of  sniffly,  sneezy  HEAD  COLDS 

Get  right  after  head-cold  distress  — 
wherd  trouble  is!  Just  a  few  drops  of 
Viclcs  Va-tro-nol  in  each  nostril 
quickly  relieves  sniffly,  sneezy  distress, 
opens  up  nose  and  makes  breathing 
easier.  Keep  it  handy— use  it  early. 

iVlMM'in  Follow  directions 
WIvMLW   in  the  package. 

VA-TRO-NOL 

RITA 

DAIGLE 

WALTER 
THORNTON 
Pin-Up  dirl, 

Uses  Glover's 

5^^
^ 

lOVEllER  HAIR  rOR  YOU! 
Famous  models  and  screen  stars  agree — an  overnight 

application  of  Glover's  3-Way  Medicinal  Treatment 
does  wonders  for  your  hair !  Prove  it  this  easy  way. 
You'll  be  delighted  with  the  sparkling  highlights,  the 
soft  lustre  .  ,  .  the  freshened  beauty  and  radiance  oi 
your  hair !  Keep  it  that  way  with  all  three  famous 

Glover's  preparations — Glover's  original  Mange  Medi* 
cine — GLO-VER  Beauty  Shampoo— -Glover's  Imperial Hair  Dress.  Ask  today  for  the  regular  sizes  at  any  Drug 
Store  or  Drug  Counter ! 

FREE  TRIAL  SIZE 
—  Send  Coupon  for 

all  three  products  ia 
hermetically -sealed 
bottles,  packed  la 

special  carton,  with 

useful  booklet,  "The Scientific  Care  of 

Scalp  and  Hair." 

GLOVE  R'S I   Glover's,  101  W.  31st  St.,  Dept.  551 1.  New  York  I,  N.  Y, 
I  Send  Free  Trial  Application  In  three  hermetically- 

sealed  bottles,  with  Informative  booklet.  In  plain  map- 
I  per  by  return  mall.  I  enclose  10c  to  co?er  cost  ot 

packaging  and  postage. 

NAME   

ADDRESS.. 

II 
■ 
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:M:M.1L't.-f.»J 
EXQUISITE  JEWELRY!  Send  No  Money  ! 
Latest  styles.  Satisfaction  Guaranteed  or  Money  Baok. 
Pay  postman  C.O.D.  on  arrival,  plus  postage  and 

20%    Federal  Tax.  You'll  be  delightedl   Order  today. SEND  ALL  ORDERS  TO 

InteniaKonalDia!iion<iCo.,2435IndiaiiaAve.,Dept.lll3.Chicagol6,lll. 

LADIES'  FINE  SWISS  WATCH 
It's  elegant!  Guaranteed  7 
Jewel.  Accurate.  Beautiful 
engrave  ohrome  metal  case. 
No.  N-17  Price  14.95 

MEN'S  SWISS  WATCH 
Radium  dial.  Sweep-hand. 
Guaranteed  4  Jewel.  Accu- 

rate.   Smart   chrome   case. 
No.N-16  Price  11.45 

LADIES'  7  JEWEL  WATCH 
Guaranteed  Gold  color 
engraved  metal  case  and 
1-20  12K  Gold  Filled  Band. 
No.  N-61B  Price  «19.75 

HANDSOME  MEN'S  WATCH Guaranteed.  1  Jewel.  Gold 
color  engraved  metal  case. 
1-20  lOK  Gold  FUled  Band. 
No.  N-62B  Price  $16.50 

14K  GOLD  BRIDAL  PAIR 
8  brilliant  genuine  chip  dia- 

monds. Engraved.  Lovely. 
N-4  Price  7.85  each    2  for  14.95 

14K  COLD  BRIDAL  PAIR 
14  Sparkling  genuine  chip 
diamonds.  Engraved.  Smaii>. 
N-5  Price  8.85  each    2  for  16.50 

lOK  GOLD  RING 
5  Genuine  chip  di- 

amonds. Engraved. 
It's  Adorable! 
No.N-14    Price  9.95 

PICTURE  RING 
Insert  any  photo. 
Engraved  gold  col- or metal. 
No.  N-58     Price  98c 

CLUSTER  RING 

Gold  color  Ster- 
ling Silver.  10 

sparkling  stones. 
No.  N-S9     Price  2.98 

MEN'S  lOK  GOLD 
BIRTHSTONE  RING 
2  Genuine  chip 
diamonds.  Simu- 

lated. N-56        9.98 

INITIAL  RING 
Smart — engraved. 
Beautiful  rieh  gold 
color  metal. 
No.  N-68    Price  1.49 

lOK  GOLD  RING 

Simulated  Birth- 
stone.    2    Genuine 
chip  diamonds. 
No.N-10    Price  7.95 

BRIDAL  SET 
11  sparkling  simu- 

lated diamonds. 
N0.N-4IB  2.98 

12K  GOLD  FILLED 

Sparkling  simu- lated Birthstone 
on  Sterling  Silver. 
No.  N-66     Price  1.98 

STERLING  RING 

Brilliant,  spark- 
ling 12  large  simu- lated diamonds. 

No.  N-67    Price  2.98 

SEND  ALL  ORDERS  TO 

Inlenalioinl  Diamond  Co.,  2435  Indiana  Avc.DepL  1113,Cluc«(»  16,111. 
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children — but  none  of  them  had  owned 
up  to  anything  as  silly  and  childish  as 
homesickness. 

Monday,  too,  was  Polly  Phillips'  day 
— that  is,  San  Antonio  day — at  the 
broadcast,  and  an  especially  hilarious 
time  it  was.  We  were  all  made  honbr- 
ary  Texas  Rangers  and  presented  with 
lapel  pins  that  were  keys,  set  with 
brilliants,  to  the  city  of  San  Antonio. 
Bob  Dixon  whooped  and  made  all  the 
appropriate  noises  upon  being  made  a 
Galloping  Cowboy,  complete  with  Stet- 

son hat  and  cowboy  boots  and  belt. 
Among  our  other  presents  were  the 
makings  of  a  Texas  dinner — and  a  live 
steer.  The  steer  arrived  at  the  Iceland 
accompanied  by  a  cowboy,  and  we 

were  relieved  to  be  told  that  it  wasn't 
going  to  be  reduced  to  beef  on  the 
spot;  it  was  to  be  returned  to  a  port 
in  Texas  from  which  it  would  be 
shipped  to  Europe  as  a  present  from 
the  Cinderellas  to  the  U.N.R.R.A. 
We  had  dinner  that  night  at  the 

Roosevelt  Hotel's  supper  room,  and  af- terward we  went  to  the  musical  comedy, 
Call  Me  Mister.  And  none  of  it — not 
the  live  steer,  nor  Bob  Dixon  as  a  Gal- 

loping Cowboy,  nor  the  excellent  din- 
ner nor  the  quick-paced,  really  funny 

show — served  to  raise  my  spirits.  I 
kept  thinking  of  my  house  in  Water- 
bury,  and  my  green  lawn  with  the  scal- 

loped picket  fence,  and  of  Bud,  and  of 
the  children. 

BACK  in  our  rooms  at  the  Victoria, 
we  gossiped  as  usual  before  going  to 

bed.  And  then,  out  of  a  little  silence 
and  apropos  of  nothing  at  all,  I  heard 

myself  saying  suddenly,  "You  know — when  the  station  at  home  called  me  to 

tell  me  I'd  won  this  trip  to  New  York, 
I  didn't  want  to  come." 

"Neither  did  I,"  said  Polly  Phillips 
promptly. 

Jean  McFee  shook  her  blonde  head, 
and  her  accent  broadened  as  it  always 
did  when  she  was  especially  in  earnest. 

"You  know  what  Ah  did  when  they 
called  me?"  she  asked.  "Ah  was  doin' 
the  washin' — and  Ah  turned  off  the 
washin'  machine  and  picked  up  mah 
baby,  and  Ah  just  bawled!" 

Marjorie  Young's  lips  twitched  in  a 
little  shamefaced  smile.  "I  didn't  want 
to  come,  either,"  she  said.  "I  woke  my 
husband  up  in  the  middle  of  the  night 

to  tell  him  so." There  was  another  silence — longer 
and  more  thoughtful.  Somehow,  the 

other  women  hadn't  sounded  as  if  they 
felt  they'd  been  awfully  silly  in  that 
last-minute  panic  before  coming  to 
New  York,  "They  sounded — well,  as  if 
they  might  be  feeling  exactly  the  way 
I  was  feeling.  I  made  an  even  bigger 
admission. 

"I'd  go  home  tomorrow,  if  I  could," I  said. 
And  the  others  chorused  longingly, 

"So  would  I!" 
We  looked  at  each  other,  and  then 

we  began  to  laugh,  realizing  all  at 
once  how  foolish  we  were  being — and 
how  human. 

"It    just    goes    to    prove,"    Marjorie 
paraphrased,    "that    you    can    take    a., 
housewife   out   of  her  home,   but  you 
can't  take  the  home  out  of  a  house- 

wife." 

"We're  the  wrong  crowd  for  a  trip 
like  this,"  said  Jean.  "We're  all  too much  in  love  with  our  husbands  and 

our  homes." Polly  Phillips  chuckled.  "This,  is 
when  my  husband  would  say  'just  like 
a  woman.'  Here  we  are — we're  all  hav- 

ing everything  we  wanted  and  dreamed 
about,  and  more  .  .  .  and  we're  all  com- 

plaining  and    refusing   to   enjoy    our- 

BACKACHE, 

LEG  PAINS  MAY 
BE  DANGER  SIGN 

Of  Tired  Kidneys 
If  backache  and  leg  pains  are  making  you  miser- 

able, don't  just  complain  and  do  nothing  about  them. 
Nature  may  be  warning  you  tliat  your  kidneys  need 
attention. 

The  kidneysare  Nature's  chief  way  of  taking  excess 
acids  and  poisonous  waste  outof  the  blood.  'They  help 
most  people  pass  about  3  pints  a  day. 

If  the  15  miles  of  kidney  tubes  and  filters  don't 
■work  well,  poisonous  waste  matter  stays  in  the  blood. 
These  poisons  may  start  nagging  backaches,  rheu- 

matic pains,  leg  pains,  loss  of  pep  and  energy,  getting 
up  nights,  swelling,  pufBness  vmder  the  eyes,  head- 

aches and  dizziness.  Frequentorscanty  passages  with 
smarting  and  burning  sometimes  shows  there  is  some- 

thing wrong  with  your  kidneys  or  bladder. 

Don't  wait !  Ask  your  druggist  for  Doan's  Pills, a  stimulant  diuretic,  used  successfully  by  millions 
for  over  40  years.  Doan's  give  happy  relief  and  will 
help  the  15  miles  of  kidney  tubes  flush  out  poison- 

ous waste  from  the  blood.  Get  Doan's  Pills. 

0/ DRESS  GOODS/ 

Equal  To  About  22  Yards 
Of  30-Inch  Width  Goods 

Bargain!  4  pounds  gorgeous 
prints  and  solid  cotors.  Excellent 
Quality.  Ready  to  use.  None 
pasted  or  sewn.  Useful  for  quilta, 
pillow  covers,  patchwork  aprons 

and  skirte,  rugs,  children's  play clothes,  shawls,  etc.  Lovely, 
colorful  assorted  hand  size  cotton 
pieces — some  even  larger. 

'-•-Tn.i-i' 

GIVEN  II  PiM*  Scwiit  Ontil  tU  M  QiiH  Pittini  Wltk  Or4ir 
SEND  NO  MONEY!  Pay  postman  only  »1.98  and  postage. 
Satisfaction  euaranteed  or  money  back!  You'll  be  delightedl 
GrealAiiiericaoSaletCo..2226SilTettoDWay,DepLA-62.Clua{ol6,III. 

CUT  ON  MANICURES 
New  Cream  Beautifies  Noils,  Softens  Cuticle 
Reduce  on  manicures!  Manicart 

helps  keep  nails  flexible  —  easy  to 
shape.  Removes  dead  cuticle  with- out cutting.  Prevents  hangnails. 
Removes  stains.  Get  a  jar  today. 

35c  &  lOc  at  cosmetic  counters 

MANICARE 
Guaranteed  by  >\ Good  Housekeeping  1 

o,«l^ 

PATENTS 
Randolph  ft  Beavers. 

Write  for  mior- mation  on  what 

steps  an  inventor 
should  take  to  se- 

cure a   Patent. 

910  Columbian  BIdg.,  Wasbiagton.  D.  C. 

WE   PAY  YOU  $251  write 
For  Selling  Fifty  $1.00  Boxes  I        FOR Think  of  itl  50  Deautifiu  aBBorted  ChriBtniAS  I  ̂ ^mmm%m  vh» 

cards  aeU  for  only  $1.00.  your  profit  50c.  Write  |  SAWPLES 

to-day  for  free  sampler.  It  coBts  nothinK  to  try.  *^^^'-^^—^^^i^ CHEERFUL  CARD  CO.,  Dept.  U-1,  WHITE  PLAINS.  N.  Y. 

Get  Weil 

QUICKER From  Your  Cough 
Due  to  a  Cold 

V  L  b   I     w  Cough  Compound 
Learn  Profitable  Profession 
in  90  days  at  Home 

women  and   Men,   18  to  SO 

4     Many  Swedish  Massage  graduates  make  $50 
^      a.7o  or  even  more  per  week.    Large  full  time 

e     from      doctors,      hosttitais.      sanato- .  clubs  or  private  practice.  Others  make 
■-.  g:ood  money  in  spare  time.  You  can 

I  win    independence   and   prepare   for 
J  future  security  by  training  at  home 
andquaUfyins:forDiploma,    Anatomy 

Charts     and     32-page     illustrated 

:  Book  FREE— Now  I >    THE  College  of  Swedish  Massage 
Dpt.659P.100E.OhioSt.,Chicago.Il 

LEARN 

MILLINERY 
AT  HOME 

Design  and  make  exclusire  hats  under  per- 
sonal direction  of  one  of  America's  noted designers.  Complete  materials,  blocks, 

etc..  furnished.  Every  step  illustrated.  You 
make  exclusive  salable  hats  right  from  the  start.  Start  a 
profitable  business  in  spare  time.  Low  cost,  easy  terms. 

LOUIE    MILLER    SCHOOL    OF    MILLINERY 
225  North  Wabash  Avenue,   Dept.   1911,  Ghtcago  I,   ill. 
Please  send  me  your  FBE£  Illustrated  catalog. Print   

Name          "  ] 

Address    
' 



".'«?m"'PSORIASIS 
MAKE  THE  ONE 

SPOT 
TEST 

1  SCALy  .SKIN     TROUBLE  I 

^DeRmoiL 
Prove  it  yourself  no  matter 
bow  lon^  you  have  suffered 

or   what  you  have   tried. 
Beautiful  book  on  psoria- 

sis  and    Derm  oil    with 
amaz  ingr,     true    photo- 

graphic proof  of  results 
Bent  FREE .  Write  for  It. 

SEND    FOR 

GENEROUS 
)  TRIAL 
.SIZE  ^ 

Don't  mistalie  eczema  , 
for  the  stubborn,  ugly  , 
embarrassing  scaly  skm  ̂  
disease  Psoriasis  Apply 
non-staining  Dermoil. 
TfaousandB  do  for  scaly 
spots  on  body  or  scalp. 
Grateful  users,  often  after  ' 
rears   of   siUBTerln^.    report 
he  scales   have  gone,    the    

red  patches  jrradually  disappeared  and  "^^^m^^^^  uiE  L* they  enjoyea  the  thrill  of  a  clear  skin  again.  Dermoil 
ia  used  by  many  doctors  and  is  backed  by  a  positive  agree- 

ment to  ̂ ve  definite  benefit  in  2  weeks  or  money  Is  re- 
funded Without  question.  Send  10c  (stamps  or  coin)  for 

generous  trial  bottle  to  make  our  famous  "One  Spot  Test". 
Test  It  yourself.  Results  may  surprise  you.  Write  today  for 
jrour  test  bottle.  Caution:  Use  only  as  directed.  Print  name 
plainly.  Don't  delay.  Sold  by  Liggett  and  Walgreen  Drug Stores  and  other  reading  Druggists.  LAKE  LABORATORIES, 
Box  547.  Northwestern  Station.  Dept.  8504.  Detroit  4,  Mich. 

WANTED 
to  make  extra  money  selling  hign 
class  line  of  cosmetics  made  esped- 
ally  for  people  witii  dark  complex- 

ions. Also  100  other  products.  Make 
big  money  working  spare  time  or 
full  time.  We  show  you  how,  send 

MEN 
■      ...      AMD you  everythmg  you  need  to  get -Ma^kn aval 

started.  Write lo  Lucky  Heart  Co.,  WuMEN 
Dent.  mWW  Memnhi.s.  Tenn.  WWlPlTlfci^ Dept-.MWW.  Memplus,  Tenn. 

OLD  LEG  TROUBLE' 
^  i^sy  to  nse  Viscose  Home  Method.  Heals  many  old 
^  leg  sores  caused  by  leg  congestion,  varicose  veins, 

swollen  legs  and  injuries  or  no  cost  for  trial  if  it 
fails  to  show  results  in  10  days.  Describe  your 

'  trouble  and  get  a  FREE  BOOK. R.G.  VISCOSE    COMPANY 
)  140  North  Dearborn  Street  Chicago^  Illinois 

(C^'^-^--::X=rr^       SYRINGE     ^ 

Free  Booklet— The  Marvel  Co..  11  East  St..   New  Haven.  Ct. 

High  School  Course 
at  Home Many  rinish  in  2  Yens 

i8  rapidly  as  your  time  and  ablUtiea  permit.  Equivalent  to  rea^- 
School  work — preparea    for    college    entrance    exams.    Standard 

_   J.  texta  supplied.   Diploma  awarded.  Credits  for  H.  S.  eubjeots 
ompleted.  Single  eubjeota  if  desired.  Ask  for  Free  Bulletin. 

fc American  School.DtptH-Ba'  DrexolatSSth.ChlcagoS? 

"^XMihi^mawm,  ^uit^v... HO  Mosicu  imowuoee  xemiito 
fDff  Instractive  Reeoiding.  3  Inbo- 
•  ••**  dnctoiy  Lessons  $L00.  Poy 
postman  $L00  pins  postage  and  C.  0.  DJ 
chaige  01  send  $L00  direct.  Transpose  you 
own  popnlai  mnsie.  For  infonnation  write- 
D.  F.  FASSEn  GinTAB  SVSTEM,  DepL  I 
9313  S.  Figiena.  Ln  Aigilei  3,  Calil.,  Fboni  TW  SOU 

HIGH  SCHOOL 
NOT  NECESSARY 

Prepare  for  experience  as  a  Trained 
Practical  Nurse.  Ages  18  to  55.  Many  earn 
while  learniner.  Easy  payment  plan.  Write  for 
facts  and  fascinating  free  samplelesson  pages. 

WAYNE  SCHOOL  OF  PRACTICAL  NURSING,  Inc. 
2301  N.  Wayne  Ave.,  Oept.  G-IS,    Chicago  14,  Illinois 

PHOID-RING ANY    PHOTO    OR    PICTURE    of 
Sweetheart,  Relative  or  Friend 
reproduced       perma-        ^^  _^ 
nently  in  this  beau-       Slk^l 
tiful   onyx   like   ring       W  ■ 
featuring     the     New  H 

Magnified  Setting!     WiU   last  a  lifetime!      Inde-  .^ 
Etructiblel     Waterproofl     Enclose  strip  of   paper 
for  rinff   size.     Pay   postman   plus   a   few   cents-  .. 

wTstSet     H    yousend    cash    we    pay    postage  (BjKrMjpiinttil (Photos  Returned).  25l!  exlr») 
PHOTO  MOVETTE   RING   CO.,   Oept.   C-68,   CINCINNATI.  O. 

Premiums 
GIVEN! No 

Money  Now! 
SEND  NAME  AND  ADDRESS.  LADIESI  GIRLSI  BOYSI 
Attractive  Wrist  Watches  with  face  smaller  than  a  dime. 
Jewelry,  Alarm  Clocks.  Blankets.  Towels,  other  premiums 
or  Cash  Commission  easily  yours.  SIMPLY  GIVE  colorful 
pictures  with  White  CLOVERINE  Brand  SALVE  for  chaps 
and  mild  biu-ns,  easily  sold  to  friends  at  25  cents  a  box 
(with  popular  picture)  and  remit  amount  stated  for  premimn 
wanted,  as  e>:plained  in  catalog  sent  with  order,  postage 
paid  by  us.  51st  year.  Write  for  trial  order  of  SALVE  and 
plcttu-es  on  trust  to  start. 
WILSON   CHEMICAL  CO.,   Dapt.  6S-6I,  TYRONE.    PA. 

selves  because  we  can't  be  two  places 

at  once!" But  I  knew  then  that  I  was  go- 
ing to  enjoy  myself  from  that  mo- 

ment on,  that  I — and  the  other  women, 
too,  I  felt — would  surely  live  every 
minute  of  the  remaining  two  weeks  to 
the  fullest.  The  little  laugh  at  our- 

selves had  cleared  the  air,  had  given 
us  perspective.  The  thing  to  do  about 
homesickness,  we'd  discovered,  was  to 
look  it  squarely  in  the  eye. 

They  passed  all  too  quickly,  those  re- 
maining wonderful  days  in  New  York. 

Then  it  was  the 'last  week,  and- we  made 
our  last  trips  to  Charles  of  the  Ritz  and 
to  Reilly's,  and  then  it  was  the  last 
day.  Marjorie  Young's  husband  came 
from  Poland,  Ohio,  and  my  whole 
family  drove  up  from  Waterbury  to 
take  me  home. 

The  only  trouble  with  a  family  the 
size  of  mine  is  that  you  can't  hug  every- one at  once. 

"The  Lions'  Club,"  said  Bud,  over 
the  babel,  "wants  you  to  speak  at  a luncheon  next  week.  And  the  Bunker 
Hill  Women's  Society — 

I  JUST  nodded.  I  was  too  excited  at 
seeing  my  family  to  think  of  anything 

else  just  then.  They  came  to  the  final 
broadcast  at  the  Iceland  that  afternoon, 
and  sat  at  a  table  facing  me.  It  was  the 
most  wonderful  family  in  the  world,  I 
thought  proudly. 

I'm  afraid  that  because  of  them  I 
didn't  pay  much  attention  to  the  broad- cast, exciting  as  it  was  in  itself.  We 
were  introduced  to  the  four  new 
Cinderellas  who  were  to  take  our 
places,  and  the  final  votes  were  tallied 
as  to  which  of  us  had  benefited  most 
from  our  trip.  Polly  Phillips  won  first 
place  and  received  a  breath-taking  list 
of  prizes.  Marjorie  Young  was  second, 
Jean  McFee  third.  Jean  and  I  looked 
at  each  other  and  nodded  as  the  win- 

ners were  announced.  We'd  expected 
Marjorie  and  Polly  to  win.  And  Ashe- 
ville  had  changed  the  name  of  one  of 
its  avenues  to  "Cinderella  Avenue"  in 
Jean's  honor! 
But  one  person  was  disappointed. 

"Mother,"  Edward  burst  out  when  I 
sat  down  with  the  family  after  the 

broadcast,  "didn't  you  win  anything?" 
"Edward!"  I  gasped,  and  was  about  to 

remind  him  of  the  room  full  of  presents 
at  the  hotel  when  Bud  broke  in. 

"Did  you  really,"  he  asked,  grinning, 
"think  that  there  was  much  room  for 

improvement  in  your  mother?" 
I  didn't  need  anything  else  to  make 

my  day  perfect.  Bud  was  teasing,  of 
course,  but  he  sounded  as  if  he  meant  it. 

Polly  Phillips  and  Jean  McFee  and 
Mrs,  Neumann  of  the  Victoria  and  I 
stayed  that  afternoon  to  have  dinner 
with  Bud  and  the  children  at  the  Ice- 

land. Marjorie,  leaving  with  her  hus- 
band, stopped  to  say  goodbye  and  to 

repeat  the  promises  we'd  made  to  keep in  touch  with  each  other. 

"I  can't  believe  it's  over,"  she  said. 
"It — it's  strange  and  sort  of  sad  to 

think  that  it  is." I  agreed  with  her,  knowing  exactly 
how  she  felt — and  yet,  somehow  there 
seemed  something  more  to  say.  I  kept 
thinking  about  it  all  through  dinner, 
and  thinking,  too,  of  the  invitations  to 

speak  and  all  I'd  have  to  do  and  every- 
one I'd  have  to  see  when  I  reached 

home — and  all  at  once  I  understood. 

Our  trip  really  wasn't  over.  Perhaps 
no  experience  that  is  genuinely  impor- 

tant and  valuable  is  ever  really  fin- 
ished. Our  Cinderella  journey  had 

already  made  changes  for  us;  it  would 
go  on  being  an  influence  and  an  ad- 

vantage   all    the    rest    of    our    lives. 

An  Outstanding 
Valuef 

STYL€D  rNWOLLYWOOD 
Charm  your  favorite  man  just  like  the 

gorgeous  Hollywood  Stars  do  . . .  irt  this 
new  unusual  South  of  the  Border  KofFee 

Koat  ...  a  tantalizing  Latin  print  unlike 

anything  you've  ever  seen  before,  tail- 
ored of  super  quality  washable  cotton 

Balloon  Cloth.  Two  tier  Rhumba  ruffles, 

sarong  drape,  and  tie  side  wrap  around 

.  .  .  Gay  fresh  colors  of  Maize,  Aqua, 

and  Copen  that  he'll  be  sure  to  admire. 
Just   the    thing    for   your    gift    list   tool 
FOR     PROMPT     DELIVERY      RUSH     THIS     COUPON 

PARADE     FASHIONS,  INC. 
332    So.    Michigan    Ave.,    Chicago    4,     Ml 

Please  send  me  the  Koffee  Koat  at  $6.30  plus 
postat^e. 

Maize   Q]  Copen   r~]  Aqua   PI (Mark  first  and  second  color  choice) 
Circle     Size     wanted:      12,     14,      16,     18,     30. 

C.O.D,   Q  Check    Q     Money   Order  [] 
(Please   do   not   send   cash,) 

Name   

Street   

City ... ;   Zone  ...,SUte   

Save  3'Oe  CO.D.  charge  by  malline  money  order 
or  check  for  $6.50  plus  ISo  postaso.  Add  2<% 

■  aales  tax  in  Illinois. 
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yOUR  SHOES 
A^E  SHOWINQI 

EMBARRASSING;  ISNt  IT? 

.'^^"oShinolA •  If  you  care  about  the  way  you  look  to 
other  people,  the  appearance  of  your  shoes 

is  something  you  can't  overlook.  And  that's 
where  Shinola  comes  in.  In  addition  to  im- 

proving your  appearance,  Shinola's  scientific" 
combination  of  oily  waxes  helps  hold  in  and 
replenish  the  normal  oils  in  leather  —  helps 
maintain  flexibility,  and  that  means  longer 
wear,  keep  'em  shining  with  shinola. 

ShinolA 
PASTE  OR  LIQUID 

I0< 

IN  CANADA  IT  S  2  "*  I 
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BE  A  DETECTIVE 
WORK  HOME  or  TRAVEL.  Experience  unneces- 

sary.      DETECTIVE      Particulars      FREE.       Write. 

BE0R6E  F.  D.  WAGNER.  125  West  86tli  St..  N.  Y. 

STAMMER? 
This  new  128-page  book,  "'Stammering,  Its  Cause 
and  Correction,"  describes  the  Bogue  Unit  Method for  scientific  correction  of  stammering  and  stut 
terlng — successful  for  45  years.  Benj.N. Bogue, 
Dept.  1189,  Circle  Tower,  Indianapolis  4,  Ind. 

Gray 
HAIR 

•«r<'     ...AND  LOOK  10 
YEARS  YOUNGER] 

•  Now,  at  home,  you  can  QulcUy  tint  telltale  gray  to 
natural-appearing  shades— from  lightest  blonde  to  dark- 

est hlacl:.  Brownatone  and  a  small  brush  does  It— or  your 
money  back.  Approved  by  thousands  ^Brownatone  Is 
guaranteed  harmless  when  used  as  directed.  No  sliin  test 
needed.  The  principal  coloring  agent  Is  a  purely  vege- 

table derivative  with  iron  and  copper  salts  added  for  fast 
action.  Cannot  affect  waving  of  hair.  Lasting — does  not 
wash  out.  Just  brush  or  comb  it  In.  One  application 
imparts  desired  color.  Simply  retouch,  as  new  gray  ap- 

pears. Easy  to  prove  on  a  test  lock  ofyour  hair.  600 
and  $1.65  at  druggists.  Get  BROWNATONE  now.  or 

Write  for  FREE  TEST  BOTTLE 
Mention  natural  color  of  your  hair.  Send  a  post  card 
today— BROWNATONE.Dept.28-N.COVINGTON.KY. 

Little,  But,  Oh  My! 
(Continued  from  page  6) 

great  inches  from  your  height.  Because 
you're  small,  small  prints  and  checks 
are  meant  for  you  as  are  small  narrow 
belts,  up  and  down  stripes,  straight 
rather  than  fitted  jackets  unless  the 
latter  are  quite  short  or  bolero  in  style. 
Dolman  and  full  sleeves,  very  padded 
shoulders  and  skirts  that  are  too  full 
are  also  on  your  list  of  Must-Not-Wear. 
And  the  laws  of  proportions  apply  to 

your  accessories  too.  No'  big  bags,  no 
large  barbaric  jewelry,  but  nothing  in- 

significant either.  With  a  full  length 
mirror  to  guide  you,  even  in  choosing  a 
hat,  and  a  never-failing  awareness  of 
proportion,  you  can  be  and  look  impor- 
tant. 
Now  let's  go  into  this  question  of 

charm  a  bit  more  deeply.  Psychologists 

have,  you  know — they've  considered the  special  personality  problems  of  the 
small  man,  in  particular,  and  have 
found  that  what  a  man  may  consider 
a  deficiency  in  his  height  can  be  at 
the  bottom  of  very  serious  maladjust- 
ments. 

It's  easy  to  see  how  such  a  thing 
would  affect  a  man,  in  our  culture 
where  the  ideal  man  is  a  tall,  stalwart 

football  type.  It's  not  so  easy,  how- ever, to  understand  the  operation  of 
such  a  complex  in  a  woman. 

But  the  personality  problem  does  ex- 
ist. A  small  woman  may  feel,  sub- 

consciously, that  she  is  ■  insignificant, 
weak,  ineffectual.  She  may  begin  to 
raise  her  voice,  in  an  attempt  to  com- 

mand the  attention  she  fears  her  ap- 
pearance does  not  gain  for  her.  She 

may  develop  a  strut,  an  ugly  chip-on- 
her-shoulder  kind  of  walk.  She  may 
find  herself  always  on  the  defensive, 
expecting  people  to  take  advantage  of 
her  and  determined  not  to  let  them  get 
away  with  it — watch  a  small  woman  in 
a  subway  or  bus,  during  a  rush  hour, 

if  you  don't  believe  that!  Or — and  de- 
liver us  from  this  type  above  all  others 

— she  may  become  kittenish.  The  kit- 
tenish woman  is  usually  one  who  de- 
velops her  technique  as  a  girl.  All 

right,  at  that  age — eighteen  or  so — it's more  becoming.  She  can  be  coy  and  a 
bit  giggly  and  get  away  with  it,  though 
even  during  those  years  it's  not  the 
most  attractive  type  of  behavior.  But 
the  chief  danger  is  that  habits  devel- 

oped then  will  hang  on,  and  on,  and 
on,  long  past  the  time  when  you  have 
even  a  remote  chance  of  getting  away 
with  them,  until  you're  trade-marked 
as  a  fatuous  creature  who  "doesn't 
know  her  age."  Dignity  and  grace  and 
smooth  charm  are  the  things  you  should 
strive  for,  and  kittenishness,  no  matter 
what  your  age,  should  be  shunned  like 
the  plague. 

You  just  aren't  tall,  so  let  it  go  at 
that.  There's  no  reason  to  feel  second- 
rate  because  you're  short.  In  fact,  we 
don't  see  any  reason  to  try  and  look 
taller  than  you  are.  Isn't  it  enough  to 
be  a  perfect  little  person?  The  average 
American  man  is  no  giant  so  you'll  have 
all  the  dancing  partners  you  need  if 
you're  little — but  oh,  my! 

How  to  Get 

FAST  RELIEF 
FROM  TORTURE 

OF  SIMPLE 

•  If  you  suffer  from 
simple  piles — oh,  how wonderful  it  would  be 
to  find  one  ointment 

that  would  speed  relief 
from  these  tortures  at 

once.  Help  your  pain,  itching,  dry- 
ness, cracking,  minor  bleeding,  and 

swelling.  Well,  there  is  just  such  ao 
ointment  ...  an  ointment  that  you 
can  use  this  very  day! 

WHAT  BLESSED  RELIEFl 

It's  soothing, effective  PazoOintment 
—a  combination  of  medicinal  ingre- 

dients specifically  recommended  to 
speed  relief  to  these  sources  of  your 
pain.  Pazo  acts  at  once  to  lubricate 
.  .  .  soothe  .  .  .  reduce  swelling.  Its 
relief  is  wonderful  to  experience! 

Pazo  is  so  easy  to  use,  too.  The 

special  Pazo  Pile  Pipe  makes  appli- 
cation simple,  thorough,  painless. 

TRY  PAZO— TODAY! 

So,  for  quick,  soothing  relief  from 
the  misery  of  simple  piles,  get  Pazo 
Ointment  today.  Your  doctor  can 
tell  you  about  it.  In  tube,  tin,  and 

suppositories  at  all  drugstores.  Made 

by  the  makers  of  famous  Grove's Cold  Tablets. 

WARMTH  FOR  BACKACHES 

Backaches,  tacro-iliac  or  lum- -O 
bago  pains  all  benefit  from  the  "^ 
comforting  heat  produced  by  ̂ ' 
Allcock't  Porous  Piaster.  Civet  ̂  
relief,  supports  muscle*.  35<  y^ 
,   .   .   buy   one   now.  // 

ALLCOCK'S  Porous  Plasfers 

FALSE  TEETH 
KLUTCH  holds  them  tighter 

ELUTVU  forms  s  comfort  cushion;  holds  dental  platM 
so  much  ftrmer  and  snugger  that  one  can  eat  and  talk  with 
greater  comfort  and  security;  In  many  cases  almost  as 
well  as  with  natural  teeth.  Klutch  lessens  the  constant 
fear  of  a  dropping,  rocking,  chafing  plate.  2Sc  and  50c  at 

druggists.  ...  If  your  druggist  hasn't  it  don't  watta money  on  BabMtitutea,  but  send  08  10c  and  we  will 
mail  spa  a  generous  trial  box.  ©I.  P.  INC. 

KLUTCH  CO. 
Box  4686-K 

ELMIRA,  N.  Y. 

INGROWN  NAIL 

Hurting  You? 
Here's  Fast  Relief! 

A  few  drops  of  OUTGRO  in  the  erevice  of  the  toe- 
nail bring  blessed  relief  from  tonnentinppain  of  in- 

grown nail  and  so  toughens  the  tender  skin  ander- neath  the  nail  that  it  resists  the  ingrowing  nail. 
When  clipned,  the  toenail  should  grow  naturally. 

OUTGRO  is  available  at  all  drug  counters. 
Whitehall  Pharmacal  Company,  NewYoriil6.M.V. 



THOSE  Ugly  facial  blemishes, 
pimples,  blotches  may  be  der- 

viaUyphytosis  —  the  medical  name 
for  certain  external  skin  irritations 
caused  by  the  higher  fungi.  Such 
infecti<His  are  often  very  stubborn 
and  annoying. 

A  common-sense  way  to  combat 
them  is  with  a  fungicidal  prepara- 

tion such  as  Ting. 
Ting  is  both  fungicidal  and  anti- 

septic. It  is  a  dainty,  pleasant-to- 
use,  non-greasy  cream  that  kills 
certain  types  of  fungi  on  contact!  It 
may  be  just  what  you  need  to  help 
clear  up  the  skin  condition  that  is 
bothering  you.  Even  if  other  prod- 

ucts have  failed,  get  Ting  Anti- 
septic Medicated  Cream  today. 

Only  50  cents  at  your  druggist. 

Filigree — Gold    Colored    Metal 

EARRINGS 
Screw-baek,  Simulated 

JEWEL  CENTER 
□    Ruby  D    Amethyst 
a    Emerald  D    Aqua 
D    Topaz  D    Saophire 
Check  your  choice  $1  pair  plus  tax 
An  outs*andlnE^,  unusual  gift. 
Hurry.  Qu^antity  limited. 
Shipped  postpaid.  Send  only 
SI. 20  (no  C.O.D.'s) 
G  &  S  NOVELTY  CO.,  Dept.  E 
P.O.  Box  42.  Highbridae  Sta. 

New  York   52.   N.  Y. 

PSORIASIS 
PSOBIASIS  SOFFEBEBS.    Has  everything  failed  to  bring 
oven    temporafy   relief   from    scales,    lesions    and   itching? 
Then  write  today  for  FBEE  important  information.     You 
needn't  invest  one  cent! 
PIXACOL  CO.,   Dept.  MW-4,  Box  3583,  Cleveland,  Ohio 

BOYS— GIRLS— LADIES 
EARN   $1-$2   HOUR   IN    SPARE   TIME 

selling  Magic  Needle  Threaders.  World's  fastest  seller  at 
10c.  A  necessity  in  every  home.  Women  buy  on  sight. 
Over  100%  profit  for  you.  No  money  or  experience  required. 
We  trust  you.  50  sent  Postpaid  on  5  days  approval.  Start 
earning  now.  Write  at  once. 

E.  2.  C.  Co..  Dept.  6.  82  St.  Paul,  Rochester  4,  N.  Y. 

AMAZING  DEVICE!  Guides  your  hand — corrects  poor  penman- 
ship in  few  days — bi9r  improvement  in  three  hours,  no  fail- 
ures. Complete  Outline  Free.  Write.  Mr.  Ozment.  42.  St. Louis.   Mo. 

ToorHAC^^? \m  DUE   TO   CAVITT    a 

OEi  yulOIi  rdief  with  Denfs  Tooth  Gum  or  Denfs 
Tooth  Dropsl  "Cavity  Toothache"  frequently  strikes 
at  night.  Be  prepared.  Buv  either  package 
from  your  druggista  today,  ̂ eep  it  handy  for 
Children  and  adults.  Follow  easy  directions.  J 

|\rU1-/C  TOOTH    CUM^ l/Cn  I    .9  TOOTH     DROPS 

ANY  PHOTO  ENLARGED 
Size  8  X 10  Inches 
OB  DOUBLE-WEIGHT  PAPER 5? Bame  price  for  full  lengrth  or 
bust  foTTO,  groups,  Iandscai>es. 
pet  animals,  etc..  or  enlargre- 
tneots  of  any  part  of  ffroap 
picture . 

on'la'ifemeJt.'™'^  "*  """^  3  f Of  $1.25 

SEND  NO  MONEY  j„,e^„  photo. negative  or  snapshot  (any  size)  and  receive  your 
enlargement,  enaranteed  fadeless,  on  beaatifal 
double-weleht  portrait  qualrty  paper.  Pay 
postman  67c  pins  postasre  — or  send  59c  with 
order  and  we  pay  postage.  Take  advantage  of  this  amazinfir  offer  now. 
Send  your  photos  today. 

PROFESSIONAL  ART  STUDIOS 
100  East  Ohio  Street         Dept.  1556-P         Chicago  (11),  III. 

Half  the  Fun 
{.Continuedi.  irom  page  50) 

Stuffed  Beef  Flank 

2  lbs.  flank  of  beef 
1  to  2  cups  leftover  dressing 
1  tsp.  salt 

Vz  tsp.  pepper Bacon  drippings 

Have  a  pocket  slit  in  the  beef  flank; 
stuff  loosely  with  dressing  (the  quan- 

tity of  dressing  depends  on  the  thickness 
of  the  meat  and  the  size  of  the  pocket). 
Fasten  with  skewers  or  toothpicks. 
Place  in  well  greased  shallow  pan  or 
baking  dish.  Rub  vnlth  bacon  drippings, 
dust  with  salt  and  pepper  and  roast  in 
350-degree  oven  until  done  (1  to  IVz 
hours).  To  prevent  drying,  baste  fre- 

quently during  roasting  with  equal 
quantities  melted  drippings  and  hot 
water. 

Oyster  and  Dressing  Casserole 
1  quart  oysters 
2  cups  leftover  dressing 

Liquid  from  oysters 
1  tbl.  butter 

Salt  and  pepper  to  taste 

Place  half  the  dressing  in  a  buttered 
casserole.  Cover  with  half  the  oysters. 
Repeat  layers  with  remaining  ingredi- 

ents. Pour  on  liquid.  Dot  with  butter 
and  dust  with  salt  and  pepper.  Bake 
in  350-degree  oven  (about  45  minutes) . 

Creamed  Onion  Soup 

1  can  consomme  or  bouillon 
1  to  2  cups  creamed  onions 

Chop  onions,  not  too  fine.  Combine 
consomme  and  cold  water  as  directed 
on  can.  Pour  a  little  consomme  over 
onions  and  blend  with  fork  to  prevent 
white  sauce  from  forming  lumps.  Grad- 

ually add  remaining  consomme  and 
continue  blending.  Heat  to  boiling 
point  and  serve.  If  desired,  pour  over 
hot  buttered  toast  and  garnish  each 
serving  with  grated  cheese. 

Turkey   Baked    Macaroni 

For  a  really  luxurious  dish  follow 
your  favorite  recipe  for  baked  macaroni 
using  these  variations:  Substitute  diced 
turkey  for  half  the  usual  quantity  of 
cheese.  Substitute  gravy  for  half  the 
usual  quantity  of  milk.  Add  one  small 
onion,  minced  and  sauteed  in  butter. 
Bake  as  usual. 

Fluffy  Potato-Muffins 
2  cups  leftover  mashed  potatoes 
6  tbls.  milk 
1  egg  white,  beaten 

Butter 

Break  potatoes  with  a  fork.  Add  milk 
and  blend  thoroughly  to  remove  lumps. 
Fold  in  stiffly  beaten  egg  white.  Ar- 

range in  fluffy  mounds  in  well  buttered 
muffin  tins.  Dot  with  butter.  Bake  in 
400-degree  oven  until  well  browned. 
Leftover  mashed  sweet  potatoes  may  be 
served  in  the  same  way  and  are  extra 
delicious  if  half  a  cup  of  nut  meats 
are  stirred  in  before  baking. 

String  Bean  Saut^ 

2  tbls.  butter,  margarine  or  cooking  oil 
2  tbls.  minced  onion 
2  cups  cooked  string  beans,  well  drained 
Lemon  slices 

Melt  butter  in  frying  pan,  add  onion 
and  brown  lightly.  Add  string  beans 
and  cook  until  beans  are  heated  through 
and  starting  to  brown.  Garnish  with 
thin  lemon  slices  dusted  with  paprika. 
Instead  of  minced  onion,  a  garlic  clove 
may  be  browned  in  the  butter  and  re- 

moved before  the  beans  are  added. 
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fal 

From  the  sinister  shadows  of  the  underwor
ld  comes 

this  passionate  and  revealing  story  of  two  y
oung 

lovers  caught  in  the  rip-tide  of  big  city  vice  an
d  greed 

re 

you 

;eodiri:l:J^*-C 

ADAM  and  Helen  were  young  and  fine-strange
rs  to 

A   the  sordid  night  life  of  the  city.  Yet  fate  bro
ught 

them  together  in  the  "Silver  Fox"  where  they 
 both 

took  jobs  rather  than  starve.  And  there  in  the  
midst 

of  frenzied  night  club  gaiety  and  human  corrupti
on 

they  found  in  each  other  the  kind  of  love  they  wer
e 

made  for-honest,  strong  and  beautiful.  But  Helen  in 

her  work  as  a  hostess  met  Harry  Fabian  (one  of  the 

most  loathsome  yet  fascinating  characters  in  m
odern 

fiction)  and  become  infected  with  his  passion  tor  eas
y 

money  . . .  began  to  dream  of  the  security  that  comes 

from  wealth  and  possessions.  Adam,  on  the  other  hand,
 

hated  material -success  . . .  wanted  only  to  return  to 

the  creation  of  beauty  as  a  sculptor.  Could  their 

love— strong  as  it  was— stand  this  cleavage  .-■ 
You'll  find  the  answer  in  the  terrific  climax  of

  this 
fast  and  tense  novel  of  cabarets.and  clip  )°'"«„^°°^^.! 

waxen-faced  creatures  of  the  night  who  prey  on  p
leas 

ure-seekers  .  .  .  yours  FREE-wTtien  you  mail
  coupon- 

to  introduce  you  to  the  savings,   convenien
ce    and 

wonderful  reading  pleasure  of  Fiction  B
ook  Club 

membership.  Read  below  and  act  today ! 

"It  haunts  you...  then  keeps  on 

haunting  you  for  days  after  you've
  read  it." —The  San  Diego  Union. 

"A  novel  you  won't  forget  for  a  long,  long 
time."— New  York  Post. 

"Throws  a  sharp  searchlight  on  the  under- 

world. No  book  for  the  queasy  or  squeamish, 

this  is,  however,  a  startling  and  compelling
 

narrative.  "-Los  Angeles  Times. 

It's  the  best  novel  ...  in  many  months.  You
 

just  can't  put  it  down."  -Providence  
Journal. 

No  wonder  this  magnificent  novel  b
ecame  an 

immediate  best-seller  with  3  l?'9«  P;'"3 

ordered  within  72  hours  of  publication!  
No  wonder 

more  and  more  book  sellers  wired  in  'eo/Je'
*  °"° 

recorded  it  a  front-rank  best-seller-with
  sales  ot 

more  than  1000  copies  a  day  at  52.50  a  copy^  For 

your  FREE  copy  of  this  best  seller,  mail  t
he  coupon below  right  now! 

Send  No  Money!  Mail  Coupon! Membership  is  FREE  in  The  FICTION  BOOK  CLUB 

1     YOURS  FREE . .  ."NIGHT  AND  THE  CITY" ■ 
;  Powerful,   revealing   novel  of  love  and   hate! 

The  FICTION  BOOK  CLUB,  31 
I   want    to    take    advantage    of 
your  special  introductory  offer 
to  send  me  free  the  outstanding 

best-seller  "NightandtheClty." t    and  at  the  same  time  (and  also 
i    FREE)  make  me  a  fuUy-privi- 
1    leged  member  of  The   Fiction 
'    Book  Club.   I  understand  that 
I    each  month  I  will  be  offered  a 
1    new  and  popular  best-seller  at 
1    only   $1.39    (plus   a   few   cents 
I    postage).    This   means   savings 
■    to  me  of   $1   and  $2  on   each 

West  57th  St.,  New  York  19,  N.Y. 
book  from  the  regular  price  of 

the  publisher's  edition.  (The current  selection  is  that  $2.75 
sensational  best-selling  roman- 

tic novel  "Duchess  Hotspur.") However  I  can  accept  pr  reject 
monthly  selections  as  I  please. 
My  only  agreement  is  to  pur- 

chase 6  of  the  entire  year's  of- ferings. Hush  me  my  free  copy 

of  "Night  and  the  City"  and 
begin  club  service  with  current 
selection. 

[ . .  and  you  get  all  these  Money-Saving  advantages  too!
 

You   will   be   sent   immediately      2.  You  get  outstand
ing  new  books!      ̂     Vm.'ll  find  olan  so  simpl 

PPCF    {;^„r    rr%nv    nf    the    best-      Selections    are    made   only    after   a FREfc  your  copy  ot^tne  Dest-  ^^^^f^i  study  of  current  books  from 

all  publishers.  From  these  reports 
of  top-quality  novels  at  $2.50  to 

$3.50,  our  editors  select  the  avail- 
able books  that  are  "the  cream  of 

the  crop."  No  guess-work.  No 
opinions.  Fiction  Book  Club  selec- 

tions are  always  outstanding  best- sellers . . .  books  by  leading  authors 
...brand-new.  full-size,  cloth-bound 
books  you  will  be  proud  to  own. 

i  XXiiJLi        jruuiJ.        \.\J^J        v."*        !.»•*.        t*».j* 

seller '  'Night  and  the  City' '  when 
you  mail  the  coupon.  You'll  also become  a  member  of  The  Fiction 
Book  Club  with  your  choice  of 

the  club's  monthly  best-seller 
selections  and  you'll  get  these four  big  advantages,  too: 

4.  You'll  find  plan  so  simple  and 

easy !  If  you  decide  you  don  t  want the  book  simply  notify  us  •«>'.  ™ 

send  it.  Otherwise  simply  do  noth- ing, and  it  will  be  mailed  to  you. 
For  each  monthly  selection  you 

decide  you  want  you  pay  just  $1.39 
plus  a  few  cents  postage. 

I.  You  save  $1  to  $2  on  every  bookl 
Fiction  Book  Club  contracts  for  big 
special  editions — prints  from  orig- 

inal plates  and  in  return  for  mass 
distiibution,  authors  accept  lower 
royalties.  These  savings  are  passed 
right  on  to  you.  Tou  save  $1  to  $2 
on  every  book  you  get.  And  you  get 

the  best-seller,  "Night  and  fheCity," FREE  as  an  Introductory  gift! 

3.  You  pay  no  special  dues  or  fees! 
No  trick  obligation  clauses.  Tou 
simply  agree  to  accept  any  six  of 
the  twelve  outstanding  books  offered 
in  a  year.  Tou  do  not  have  to  accept 
every  book  offered — just  those  you 
decide  you  want  after  you  have  read  a 
detailed  description  well  in  advance. 

SO  ACT  NOW! 

Get  your  FREE  copy  of  "Night and  the  City"- this  powerful 
novel  of  love  and  hate  and  all  the 

conveniences  and  savings  of  free 

Fiction  Book  Club  membership! 
But  hurry-offer  is  limited  I  It  s 

first  come  -  first  served.  Mail 

coupon  NOW  to  The  Fiction 
Book  Club,  }1  West  57th  St., New  York  19,  N.  Y. 

NAME- 
•  Please  Print  Plainly 

■  ADDRESS   

■  CITY. _STATE_ 
Zone  No.  (if  any) 

(Slightly  higher  in  Canada— Address  266  King  St.  West,  Toronto) 

RM-11 

CURRENT  SELECTION! 
the  best-selling  novel 

everybody' s  talking  about 

"DUCHESS  HOTSPUR" 
by  Rosamond  Marshall 

author  of  "Kitty" 

Now  Sweeping  the  Country  f  High  on  Besf-
Se//er  l.s  s/ 

If  you  liked  Scarlett  O'Hara.  Amber,  and  Kitty,  you
'l  really 

love  "Duchess  Hotspur."  Says  the  New  York  Times:  You  II 

find  the  Duchess  a  rousing  companion  for  your  next
  idle 

eveninB."  And  no  wonder— for  her  pranks  and  passions  were 

the  scandal  of  England's  most  scandalous  age! 

MAIL   COUPON    NOW!    HURRY  ...  OFFER   LIMITED! 
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leaves  hair  softer, 

more  lustrous 

more  beautifully  waved 

and  curled. 

If  you  have  been  paying  up  to  $15.00  or 

more  for  a  Cold  W^ave  at  your  beauty 
parlor,  do  as  millions  of  thrifty  women 
are  doing.  Go  to  any  cosmetic  or  notion 

counter  and  buy  a  Charm-Kurl  Supreme 
Cold  Wave  home  kit  for  98c. 

Follow  the  easy  instructions  and  in  2  to  3 

hours,  you'll  thrill  to  'a  new  cold  wave 
permanent  which  will  last  months  and 
months. 

Your  hair  will  be  curled  and  waved  to 

charming  new  beauty  which  will  be  the 
envy  of  your  friends.  And,  best  of  all, 

you'll  save  up  to  $14.00  or  even  more. 

Charm-Kurl  is  laboratory  tested.  It's  SAFE 
to  use  on  any  type  or  texture  of  hair. 

Jilan'elous,  too,  jor  children.  The  result 
must  please  you  as  well  as  any  beauty 
shop  cold  wave  regardless  of  cost,  or 
your  money  will  be  refunded. 

No  wonder  Charm-Kurl  Supreme  is  the 
largest  selling  cold  wave  kit  in  America. 

At   Drug  Stores,   Cosmetic   and  Notion   Counters 

/**  "^W^  There's  No  Betfer  Way  fo  Control  Straggly 
'^,  "^Iki  \i  Frizziness  or  Set  End  Curls. 

It's  easy  to  keep  your  hair  well- 
/  groomed.  End  curls  and  ear  curls 

made  with  Charm-Kurl  Supreme   "stay  put" 
for   months  .  .  .  and  you'll   save   up   to   $4.00 

to  $5.00  on  your  "end  curl"  wave. 

mudni^ 

SUPREME    COliDWAll^     HOME  KIT 

MORE  THAN   10  MILLION    CHARM-KURL   KITS  HAVE   BEEN  SOLD 

Plus  14c  Tax 

in  CataaSji  $1.35 



THE  FIRST  REALLY  NEW 

MAKE-UP  COLOR  CREATED  IN  YEARS! 
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"Ultra  yiotet"  Fkoio  fantasy  by  Cecil  Beaton.     Ultra  Diamonds  by  Harry  Winston 

UNEARTHLY  VIOLET  FIRED  WITH  RUBIES! 

NAIL  ENAMEL!    LIPSTICK!    FACE  POWDER,  TOO! 

Madly  beautiful!  Never  before  such  a  color!  Violet?  Like 

none  that  ever  greiv.  Revlon  created  it!  And  it  splurges  matching  lips  and 

fingertips  in  splendour  .  .  .    transfigures  jour  face  ivith  mystic-mauve  poivder! 

All  with  that  very  ultra  Revlon  "stay-on." 

3-in-a-Malch  Box,  1.75* 

*plus  tax 

Tfif  "Ultra  V!oIft"  color  is  reproduced  as  accurately  as  printer^ s  inks  will  permit.      ©  W46  Revlon  Products  Corporation 

Bear  the  Ultra  Violet  song! — colorful  new  recording  of 

**Who'll  Buy  My  Violets?" — sung  by  Columbia  Records  star  Dinah  Shore, 
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Whisper"!  LOVE  YOU  "with 

BOURJOIS 

I'opular  Evening  in  Paris  Perfume, 

Eau  de  Cologne,  Face  Powder,  Tal- 
cum, in  beautiful  gift  package.  $4.75 

Evening  in  Paris  Face  Powiler. 

Kouge  and  Lipstick  in  beautiful 
^ift  box.  $2.45 

^De  Luxe  Christmas  Set... Perfume, 
Toilet  Water,  Face  Powder,  Rouge, 

Lipstick,  Single  Vanity.        $9^.00 

Popular  Evening  in  Paris  Perfume,  with 
Face  Powder,  Rouge,  Lipstick  and 

Talcum,  in  handsome  gift  box.     $5.75 

Handsome  Dressing-table  Set . . .  Eve- 
ning in  Paris  Perfume,  Eau  de  Cologne, 

Rouge,  Lipstick  and  Talcum.        $3.15 

Perfume, Face  Powder,  Rouge,  Lip- 
stick, Talcum  .  .  .  one  of  the  most 

popular  sets  for  Christmas.  $3.65 

Evening  in  Paris  Eau  de  Cologne 

and  Talcum,  in  beautiful  mid- 
night blue  containers.  $1.85 

Triple  Vanity  for  loose  powder  ....  $5.00 
Evening  in  Paris  Perfume  .  .  .  60c  to  $10.00 
Perfume  and  Eau  de  Cologne   $1.25 

{M\  prices  plus  fax) 
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GIRL:  Why  sure.  Pint  Size  — why,  sure!  And  how  about  "^ 
handing  me  the  moon,  a  million  dollars  and  a  sparkling  smile, 
while  you're  in  the  mood? 

CUPID:  Are  ym  kidding? 

GIRL:  Aren't  you? 

CUPID:  Listen,  Pie,  put  a  little  sparkle  in  that  smile  of  yours 

and  you'll  find  the  moon  and  a  million  and  a  man  aren't  so hard  to  get. 

GIRL:  He  says!  . .  .look,  Cupid,  I  brush  my  teeth  like  anything, 

but  some  teeth  just  won't  sparkle.  Mine  for  instance. 

CUPID:  Maybe,  Baby,  maybe.  Ever  see  "pink"  on  your  tooth brush? 

GIRL:  That's  from  gums,  not  teeth.  And  it's  my  teeth  I'm  after! 

CUPID:  Know  more  than  a  dentist,  huh?  Don't  you  know 
that  "pink"  is  a  warning  to  see  your  dentist?  Let  him  decide 
what's  what.  He  may  say  it's  just  another  case  of 
soft  foods  robbing  your  gums  of  exercise.  If  so, 

he'll  probably  suggest  "the  helpful  stimulation 

of  Ipana  and  massage." 
GIRL:  Massage.  Gums  again.  I  said  it  was  my 
teeth.  Teeth,  Cupid.  Teeth! 

CUPID :  Ah,  yes.  But  sparkling  smiles  call  for 
sound  teeth.  And  sound  teeth  for  healthy 

gums.  And  Ipana's  designed  not  only  to 
clean  teeth  but,  with  gentle  massage,  to  help 
gums.  If  your  dentist  suggests  massage  with 
Ipana  when  you  brush  your  teeth  ...goto  it. 

Angel.  And  you'll  be  on  your  way  to  a  smile 
with  more  sparkle  than  six  Christmas  trees! 

Product  of  Bristol-Myerr 
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IF  you're  anxious  to  locate  Mer- 
cedes McCambridge,  it's  easy: just  look  around  New  York  City 

for  a  convertible  station  wagon 
with  a  brunette  behind  the  wheel 

— who's  obviously  reciting  a  part! 
While  she  speeds  she  shouts  in 
anger,  murmurs  in  sorrow — and 
both  hands  gesture  in  tempo! 

That's  Mercedes,  all  right.  The 
same  Mercedes  you  hear  on  Big 
Sister,  Inner  Sanctum,  Grand 
Central  Station  and  The  Thin 
Man.  Further  statistics  are  that 
her  curly  brown  hair  is  very  short, 
her  eyes  are  also  brown,  and  she 
has  an  infectious  grin  ...  all  of 

which  explains  why  her  "rehearse 
while  you  drive"  ritual  doesn't 
get  her  in  terrible  trouble  with 
the  New  York  police  force. 

You  couldn't  possibly  find  her 
except  in  her  car  or  behind  a  mi- 

crophone, because  she  has  no  home. 

She  hasn't  had  a  home  for  two 
years  now,  thanks  to  the  housing 
shortage.  For  one  year  she  lived 
(with  her  five  year  old  son  John) 
in  the  New  York  house  of  her 
friends  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sam  Wana- 
maker.  But  they  finally  sold  their 
house,  thus  sending  Mercedes 
scurrying  into  Cpnnecticut  to  co- 
rent  a  house  with  radio  actress 
Elspeth  Erick.  This  haven  only 
lasted  a  few  months,  though.  So 
now  Mercedes  and  son  John  are 
hotel  -  hopping  whenever  they 

aren't  hopping  into  friends'  guest 
rooms.  Mercedes'  husband  and 
John's  father?  Oh,  he  has  a  home 
— he's  a  writer,  busily  at  work  on a  book  ...  in  Haiti! 
Mercedes  hails  from  Jolief, 

Illinois.  She  was  bom  on  St.  Pat- 

rick's Day;  ever  since  then  holi- 
days have  had  important  mean- 

ings for  her.  One  Christmas  Day 
five  years  ago,  for  instance,  she 
was  in  Hollywood  and  of  course 
on  a  radio  program.  She  was  due 
to  be  a  mother  any  minute,  but 
nevertheless,  dressed  in  a  flapping 
maternity  dress,  she  staunchly  re- 

cited "Tiny  Tim"  before  an 
audience  of  700  people.  Her  friend 
Bing  Crosby  improved  the  shining 
hours  by  rushing  around  NBC 

taking  bets  on  whether  she'd  have 
her  baby  on  the  Red  or  Blue  Net- 

works. But  she  outwitted  him. 
She  had  John  exactly  four  hours 

after  she  finished  reciting  "Tiny 
Tim,"  and  she  had  him  in  the 
proper  hospital  atmosphere. 

Since  he  was  bom  on  Christmas 
Day,    she   found   him   a   cocker 
spaniel   with   the   same   history. 

Named  "Noela,"  he's  been  part 
{Continued  on  page  77) 
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Your  Cold... the  part  germs  play . . . 

and  precautions  against  them 

Can  you  avoid  catching  cold? 

And  if  you  do  catch  one  is  it 

possible  to  reduce  its  severity? 

Oftentimes  —  YES. 

IT  IS  now  believed  by  outstanding 
members  of  the  medical  profes- 

sion that  colds  and  their  complica- 
tions are  frequently  produced  by  a 

combination  of  factors  working  to- 

gether. 

1.  That  an  unseen  virus,  entering 

through  the  nose  or  mouth,  probably 
starts  many  colds. 

2.  That  the  so-called  "Secondary 

Invaders",  a  potentially  troublesome 
group  of  bacteria,  including  germs  of 

the  pneumonia  and  streptococcus 

types,  then  can  complicate  a  cold  by 

staging  a  "mass  invasion"  of  throat tissues. 

3.  That  anything  which  lowers 
body  resistance,  such  as  cold  feet, 
wet  feet,  fatigue,  exposure  to  sudden 

temperature  changes,  may  not  only 
make  the  work  of  the  virus  easier  but 

encourage  the  "mass  invasion"  of 

germs. Tests  Showed  Fewer  Colds 

The  time  to  strike  a  cold  is  at  its 

very  outset  ...  to  go  after  the  sur- 
face germs  before  they  go  after  you 

...  to  fight  the  "mass  invasion"  of the  tissue  before  it  becomes  serious. 

The  ability  of  Listerine  Antiseptic 

as  a  germ-killing  agent  needs  no  elab- 
oration. ImpoTtant  to  you,  however, 

is  the  impressive  record  against  colds 

made  by  Listerine  Antiseptic  in  tests 
made  over  a  12-year  period.  Here  is 
what  this  test  data  revealed: 

That  those  who'  gargled  Listerine 
Antiseptic  twice  a  day  had  fewer  colds 
and  usually  had  milder  colds,  and 

fewer  sore  throats,  than  those  who  did 
not  gargle  with  Listerine  Antiseptic. 

This,  we  believe,  was  due  largely 

to  Listerine  Antiseptic's  ability  to 
attack  germs  on  mouth  and  throat, 
surfaces. 

Gargle  Early  and  Often 

We  would  be  the  last  to  suggest 

that  a  Listerine  Antiseptic  gargle  is 

infallibly  a  means  of  arresting  an 

oncoming  cold. 

However,  a  Listerine  Antiseptic 

gargle  is  one  of  the  finest  precaution- 

ary aids  you  can  take.  Its  germ-kill- 
ing action  may  help  you  overcome 

the  infection  in  its  early  stages. 

Lambert  Pharmacal  Company 
St.  Louis,  Mo. 

Gargle  with  LISTERINE  ANTISEPTIC 



Artur  Rodzinski,  conductor  of  the  New  York  Philharmonic  Symphony, 

gets  a  young   member  of  his   family   off  to   an   early  musical   start. 

By   KEN  AIDEN 

It's  Saturday  nights  at  10:00 
P.M.  EST,  on  NBC  network  sta- 

tions,   for    Judy    Canova's    show. 

BABE   IN   ARMS 

Ti 

J 

On  Sophie  Tucker,  her  newest 

blouse,  one  that  was  designed 
and    named    especially    for    her. 

IHE  veteran  producer  of  the  popula: 

kiddies'   show  on  WCAU,   Philadel-' .  phia   was  as  jumpy  as  an  amateur. 
The  big  studio  was  filled  with  the  usual 
mob  of  moppets  done  up  in  their  Sun- 

day bests  and  squired  by  anxious,  an--, 
guished  parents.  f  1 

"What's  the  matter  with  you,  Stan?il 

the  engineer  asked.  "You  would  think it  was  your  first  kid  show  instead  of 

your  thousandth." 
Stan  smiled  nervously,  wagged  a 

finger  at  the  waiting  announcer  and  the 
show  went  on  the  air.  For  almost  an 
hour  kids  of  assorted  sizes  and  colors 
gave  out  as  only  precocious  prodigies 
do.  Then  a  freckle-faced,  skinny  kid 
with  dark  brown,  close-cropped  hair 
and  deep  brown  eyes,  sat  down  at  the 
piano.  He  winked  confidently  at  the 
producer  and  started  to  play.  He  played 
beautifully,  improvising  the  melody 
with  the  authority  of  a  true  profes- 

sional. He  was  easily  the  standout  of 
the  long  show. 
When  the  final  chord  melted  into  the 

microphone,  the  announcer  had  diffi- 
culty speaking  over  the  thimderous  ap- 

plause. "Thank  you,  Elliot  Lawrence," 
he  said  quickly,  and  breathlessly* 
plunged  into  the  final  commercial  an-! nouncement.  i 

The  producer  grinned  broadly,  wiped 
his  wet  face  with  a  damp  handkerchief 
and  then  spoke  to  the  open-mouthed 
engineer. 

"Jack,  you  were  right.  I  was  ner- 
vous. You  see,  I  had  a  right  to  be.  That 

kid  pianist  is  my  son." Stanley  Lee  Broza  is  still  directing 
kiddie  shows  on  WCAU,  still  discover- 

ing young  talent  like  the  Nicholas 
Brothers,  the  sensational  Negro  dancers, 

and  Ezra  Stone,  "Henry  Aldrich"  to you.  But  despite  the  multiple  talent 
discoveries  he  has  made,  his  proudest 
alumnus   is   his   own  son. 

For  today,  21 -year-old  Elliot  Law- rence and  his  band  are  on  the  road  to 
dance  band  fame  all  in  the  short  space 
of  two  years.  Just  recently  the  enter- 

tainment trade  magazine.  Billboard,  in 

a  poll  of  experts,  counted  Elliot's  young 
group  of  musicians  the  third  most  pop- 

ular band  to  come  up  since  the  war. 
They  clicked  in  their  first  big  league 

engagement,  New  York's  Hotel  Penn sylvania,  spun  a  pair  of  best  selling 
Columbia  records,  and  have  behind 
them  a  string  of  successful  one-night 
stands  and  college  dances. 

This  meteoric  climb  from  the  knee 
pants  era  in  his  native  Philadelphia 
hasn't  gotten  Elliot  off  the  beam. 

"We're  going  after  the  college  crowd, 
the  kind  of  hep  kids  that  want  some- 

thing different  in  dance  music.  It's  the same  appeal  that  helped  start  Glenn 
Miller,"  he  told  me  one  night  between sets. 
Lawrence  mixes  his  music  adroitly, 

playing  mostly  sweet  stuff,  broken  by 

jump  numbers. "I  think  the  fellows  who  have  been 
away  want  to  dance  with  their  girls 
and  put  their  arms  around  them  tightly. 



Are  you  In  the  know  ? 

Which  plaid  should  "chubby"  pick? 
D   A  fcingsize  design 

□   A  pefife  pattern 

D   Neither 

Even  if  you're  a  plumpish  pigeon,  you^  too, 
can  wear  plaids.  But  whether  jumbo  or  tiny 
patterns  intrigue  you— pick  neither:  A  medium- 
size  plaid  is  your  best  bet.  And  speaking  of 

sizes,  here's  a  thought  for  certain  times: 
Only  Kotex  has  3  sizes,  for  different  women, 
different  days— Regular,  Junior,  Super  Kotex. 

So  you  can  choose  the  size  that's  best  for 
you.  What's  more,  every  Kotex  napkin  con- 

tains a  deodorant— to  help  you  stay  dainty. 

For  lip-appeal  plus,  should  you^ 

n   Wear  a  sultry  shade 

D    Use  a  lip  brush 

Q   Revise  the  shape  of  your  mouth 

If  you'd  have  lush-looking  lips— know  your 
pucker-paint  technique.  Choose  a  true  red: 
on  you  it  looks  better  than  sultry,  tiger- 

woman  shades.  And  don't  try  to  re-shape 
your  mouth !  Carefully  following  its  contour 
with  a  lip  brush  can  give  you  lip-appeal 
plus;  added  self-assurance.  Extra  poise  on 
problem  days  means— Kotex.  Because,  for 
extra  protection,  Kotex  has  an  exclusive 
safety  center  to  keep  you  super-confident! 

Should  you  agree  to  meetyour"squire"? 
□   //  it's  more  practical 

n   To  show  you're  not  stuffy 

,  D   Hay,  hay,  never! 

That  squire's  a  square  who  doesn't  call  for 
his  gal!  Unless  there's  a  good  reason.  For 
instance,  on  a  theatre  date— if  you  live  miles 

out  and  he  works  late,  it's  more  practical  to 
meet  For  meeting  "your  public"  on  trying 
days,  it's  practical  to  choose  Kotex.  Because 
the  flat  tapered  ends  of  Kotex  free  you  from 
tell-tale  outline  cares.  You  get  that  high 
octane  kind  of  confidence  with  Kotex ! 

When  a  blind  date's  disappointing, 
would  you  — 

D  Back  out  gracefully 

□  Make  like  a  martyr 

Q   Grin  and  bear  it 

Your  blind  date's  gruesome?  Grin  and  bear 
it!  Even  stupor- man  has  feelings.  Besides, 
he  probably  has  friends  .  .  .  dream -beam 

material  you'll  get  to  know,  in  time.  So 
stay  in  the  picture;  whether  it's  dancing, 
bowling  or  whatever.  And  on  calendeu*  days 
let  Kotex  keep  you  comfortable,  with  out- 
of-this-world  softness  that  lasts  because 

■  Kotex  is  made  to  stay  soft  while  you  wear 
it.  Yes,  with  Kotex  you  can  keep  smiling! 

/Pfc?/'^  ivome^  c/?oose  ̂ OTEX 

/A  ah  a^  of/fer  sa/?/Yary  /ja/?^ms 
A  DEODORANT  in  every  Kotex*  napkin  at  no  extra  cost •T.  M.  Reg.  U.  S.  Pat.  Off, 



GIRLS!  Want 

quick  cur/s? 
EYES  light  on  lovely  hair  and  linger  there 

when  it  shines  in  all  its  natural  beauty. 
Your  hair  will  be  soft ,  sparkling,  and  lustrous 
when  you  do  it  at  home  with  new  different 
Wildroot  Hair  Set  that  re- 

places old-fashioned  thick 
gummy  wave  sets.  Does 
all  they  do  and  more !  Light 
bodied,  faster  drying.  It 

contains  processed  LANO- 
LIN, leaves  your  hair  soft, 

natural,  and  at  its  lovely 

best.  Style  your  own  dis- 
tinctive hair-do  quickly, 

without  fuss  or  disappoint- 
ment! Watch  those  admir- 

ing glances!  Ask  for  New 
Wildroot  Hair  Set  at  your 

toilet  goods  counter  today ! 

NEW  WILDROOT  HAIR  SET 

Write  for  booklet  "ADOLA  SECRET"-  how  to 
choose  your  bra  and  name  of  nearest  dealer. 

ADOLA    •     31  W.  27  St.     •     N.  Y.  C. 

They  don't  want  to  be  disturbed  by  hot 

music." 

One  of  the  basic  things  that  has  made 
Elliot's  music  different  is  the  quite 
revolutionary  introduction  of  sym- 

phony instruments  into  a  dance  or- chestra. 
Among  the  familiar  saxophones  and 

trumpets  are  French  horns,  English 
horns,  bassoons,  and  oboes,  blown  by 
apple-cheeked  youngsters.  All  this  is 
paced  by  Elliot's  own  distinctive  piano improvisations. 

Unlike  other  bands,  affected  by  turn- 
overs of  disgruntled  musicians,  Elliot 

has  the  six-man  nucleus  that  started 
out  of  high  school  with  him.  His  violin- 

ist, pert  Rosalind  Patton,  started  sing- 
ing with  Elliot  when  she  was  nine.  She 

replaced  another  pigtail  canary  now  a 
star  in  her  right,  Kitty  Kallen. 
Amazingly  energetic  and  resourceful, 

Elliot  has  formed  his  own  publishing 
firm,  concentrating  on  originals  by 
young,    ambitious    composer-krrangers. 

"I  know  how  tough  it  is  for  young 
cornposers  and  arrangers  to  get  recog- 

nition from  well-established  music 

publishers.  I  tried  myself,"  he  explains. 
Elliot  was  graduated  from  the  Uni- 

versity of  Pennsylvania  under  the  war- 
time speed-up  two-and-a-half-year 

course.  He  won  many  scholastic  honors 
but  his  biggest  thrill  was  being  invited 
to  come  back  to  his  alma  mater  to  play 
for  the  big  interfraternity  dance. 

Unlike  the  more  established  maestros 

Elliot  doesn't  groan  under  a  full  sched- ule of  one  night  stands. 
"Sure  it's  rough,"  he  admitted,  "but 

how  else  can  you  come  face  to  face  with 
your  fans  and  know  what  they  want  of 

you?" 

Elliot  first  sat  down  at  the  piano  at 
the  age  of  four.  A  year  later  he  was 
taking  lessons.  When  he  was  eight  he 
had  infantile  paralysis  and  was  physi- 

cally unable  to  resume  his  piano  study 
for  two  years.  He  overcame  the  disease 
and  then  studied  under  Erno  Balogh, 
concentrating  on  harmonies.  At  high 
school  he  organized  his  first  band,  call- 

ing it  The  Bandbusters;  they  got  odd 
jobs  around  the  Quaker  City,  earning 
the  munificent  sum  of  $L50  a  man.  It 
was  at  the  University  that  Elliot  really 

hit  his  musical  stride,  writing  college 
football  songs,  getting  his  band  to  play 
at  student  and  graduate  affairs. 
Upon  graduation  his  father  helped 

him  get  the  musical  directorship  of 
WCAU  and  when  the  band  was  given 
some  full  CBS  network  broadcasts, 
radio,  recording,  and  music  executives 
in  New  York  and  Hollywood  took 
notice. 

Elliot's  younger  brother,  Stan,  acts 
as  personal  manager,  with  their  father 
playing  the  happy  role  of  Counselor 
Emeritus.  • 

Elliot's  too  busy  to  talk  about 
romance. 

"It's  a  thing  that  would  interfere  with  • 

my  plans  right  now." If  all  this  wasn't  enough  to  make  El- 
liot a  full-fledged  personality,  there 

will  be  additional  acclaim  when  this 
winter  Eugene  Ormandy  and  the  dis- 

tinguished Philadelphia  Orchestra  in- 
troduce his  Suite  For  Animals  at  a 

children's  concert.  About  that  work, 
Elliot  is  shrewdly  reticent,  thus: 
"I  don't  want  the  dance  fans  to  think 

I've  gone  longhair." *         *         * 

All  radio  row  is  still  talking  about 

Bing  Crosby's  spectacular  transcribed 
broadcasting  series,  which,  if  success-1 

,  f  ul,  might  have  carloads  of  copycats! 
next  season,  threatening  the  entire 
structure  of  network  "live"  broadcast- 

ing. The  entire  industry  is  following 
every  move  of  The  Groaner.  Mean- 

while, Bing  revealed  himself  once  again 
as  a  gracious  guy  and  good  sport.  He 
refused  to  spot  his  recorded  shots  oppo- 

site his  friendly  rival,  Frank  Sinatra. 

Ji 

Speaking  of  Frankie,  he  is  gainin^ 
stature  every  day  and  he  is  a  far  cry 
from  the  skinny  singer  of  the  swoon 

days.  Recently  in  Hollywood  he  m.c.'d 
a  very  important  political  rally  in  Hol- 

lywood Bowl  and  held  the  vast  audi-|| 
ence  spellbound  with  a  stirring  rendi-l| 

tion  of  the  difficult  "Soliloquy"  from  " 
the  Broadway  hit,  "Carousel."  A  year 
ago  Frankie  wouldn't  have  dared  to tackle  the  song  in  his  own  living  room, 
let  alone  in  the  vast  Bowl. 

Frankie  still  has  his  whims,  however. 
He  likes  to  get  certain  personal  things 
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Andre  Baruch  and  Bea  Wain  (who  is  Mrs.  Baruch)  share 

a  gay  table  with  Singer  and  Mrs.  Andy  Russell  (on  the 

right)  and  their  host  Mark  Warnow,  at  a  party  given  re- 

cently  by   the   conductor   of    CBS's    Sound    OfiE    program. 



BY  SIMPLY  miUNG  WE  COUPON  BELOW,  YOU  BECOME  A 

MEMBER  OF  THE  DOLLAR  BOOK  CLUB.  AT  ONCE,  YOU  WILL  GET 

the  year's  ̂ 45,000 
prize  winning  novel 

Before  the  Sun  Goes  Down 
by  Elizabeth  Mefzger  Howard 

He  Knew  the  Whole  Town's  Secrets — ^Yet  Hid  a  Burning Secret  of  His  Own! 

DOCTOR  DAN  FIELD  knew 
everything  that  went  on  in 

Willowspring — ^the  scandals  and 
the  love  affairs,  the  hopes  and 
sordid  regrets.  He  served  the 
town's  royalty  as  well  as  the  peo- 

ple across  the  tracks  in  Mudtown 
— and  he  knew  that  their  oflE- 
spring  had  a  way  of  getting  to- 

gether to  learn  the  facts  of  life 
first-hand.  But  no  one  knew  that 
in  Dan's  lonely  house — in  the bedroom  where  no  woman  had 

ever  slept — he  kept  a  huge,  white 
bride's  bed,  reserved  for  the  wife of  another  man! 

This  is  the  novel  that  tears  the 
veils  from  small-town  life,  spot- 

lighting the  hidden  fears  and  pas- 
sions behind  each  family's  door. And  this  important  book  of  the 

year,  which  has  won  both  the 
M-G-M  award  of  $125,000  and  the 

publisher's  $20,000  prize,  is  yours 
absolutely  free  when  you  join 
the  Dollar  Book  Club! 

..as  your  first  selection  for  ̂ L.this 

best-selling  novel  of  Creole  passion 

THE  Foxes  of  Harrow 
by  Frank  Yerby 

In  the  "Wickedest  City"  in  the  World,  He  Built  an  Empire  Out 
of  Gunplay  and  Women's  Eager  Hearts! 

FROM  disgrace  and  the  gutter Stephen  Fox  rose  to  conquer  the 
"wickedest  city"  in  the  world— the 
bawdy  New  Orleans  of  1825.  For 
Stephen  Fox  loved  danger  and  in- 

trigue, and  women  loved  Stephen 
Fox.  "There  was  Desiree,  the  exotic 
quadroon  who  bore  his  son;  Odalie, 
the  wife  who  prayed  to  see  him 
dead;  and  Aurore,  who  offered  him 
a  love  which  he  spurned  at  first- 
then  braved  disgrace  and  ruin  to 

get  back!  This  is  a  gripping,  mil- 
lion-copy best-seller,  soon  to  be 

a  spectacular  movie.  The  St.  Louis 
Globe-Democrat  says,  "JHere  are 
love  and  lusts  and  greeds,  quad- 

roon balls,  voodoo,  pistols  at  dawn. 

Fresh  and  fascinating."  It  is  the book  which  the  American  reading 
public  kept  on  best-seller  lists  for 
months — and  it  comes  to  you  for 
only  $1  as  your  first  regular  selec- tion from  the  Dollar  Book  Club! 

0nc/— these  Club  privileges  are  yours!  P 
THE  DOLLAR  BOOK  CLUB  is  the  only  book

 

club  that  brings  you  newly  prmted,  cur- 
rent books  by  outstanding  authors  for  only 

$1  00  each.  This  represents  a  saving  to  you  of 
50  to  75  per  cent  from  the  established  retail 
T5rice  Every  Dollar  Book  Club  selection  is  a 

handsome,  full-sized  library  edition,  weU- 
printed  and  bound  in  a  format  exclusively 
for  members.  You  are  privileged  to  purchase 

as  many  Club  books  as  you  wish  at  the  spe- cial price  of  $1.00  each. 
Although  one  outstanding  book  is  chosen 

each  month  for  exclusive  distribution  to 
members  at  $1.00  each,  you  do  not  have  to 
accept  a  book  every  month;  only  the  purchase 
of  six  a  year  is  necessary.  In  fact,  for  con- 

venience, most  members  prefer  to  have 
shipped  and  pay  for  book=!  every  other  month. 

The  Economical,  Systematic  Way  to 
Build  a  Library  of  Good  Books 

Dollar  Book  Club  selections  are  from  the 
best  modern  books,  submitted  by  the  leading 
publishers.  ,      ̂       „        ̂  
Outstanding  new  best-sellers  by  such  popu- 

lar authors  as  Mary  Roberts  Rinehart,  Louis 
Bromfield,  W.  Somerset  Maugham  and  Ken- 

neth Roberts  have  been  received  by  members 
at  $1.00  each,  while  the  public  was  paying 
from  $2.50  to  $3.00  for  the  publisher's  edition at  retail.  600,000  discriminating  readers  are 
enthusiastic  supporters  of  the  Dollar  Book 
Club.  This  huge  membership  enables  the 
Club  to  offer  book  values  unequaled  by  any 
other  method  of  book  buying. 

Start  Enjoying  Membership  Now 

Upon  receipt  of  the  attached  coupon  you 
will  be  sent  a  FREE  copy  of  "Before  the  Sun 
Goes  Down."  You  will  also  receive  as  your 
first  selection  for  $1.00  "The  Foxes  of  Harrow" — a  double  package  of  reading  enjoyment — 
a  generous  taste  of  the  pleasures  to  come! 

Every  other  month  you  will  receive  the  de- 
scriptive folder  called  The  Bulletin,  which  is 

sent  exclusively  to  members  of  the  Club.  The 
Bulletin  describes  the  forthcoming  two 
months'  book  selections  and  reviews  about 
ten  additional  titles  (in  the  original  publish- 

er's edition  selling  at  retail  for  $2.50  or  more) 
available  to  members  at  only  $1.00  each.  If, 
after  reading  The  Bulletin,  you  do  not  wish 
to  purchase  either  or  both  of  the  two  new 
selections  for  $1.00  each,  you  may  notify  the 
Club  any  time  within  two  weeks,  so  that  the 
books  will  not  be  sent  you.  In  any  case,  you 
may  purchase  any  of  the  other  titles  offered 
for  $1.00  each.  There  are  no  dues  or  member- 

ship fees  at  any  time. 

Send  No   Money — Just  Mail  the  Coupon 

When  you  see  "Before  the  Sun  Goes  Down"  and 
"The  Foxes  of  Harrow,"  and  consider  that  these 
books  are  typical  of  other  values  you  will  receive 
lor  only  $1.00,  you  will  realize  the  great  advan- 

tages of  free  membership  in  this  popular  Club. 
Don't  miss  this  wonderful  offer.  Mail  the  coupon 
now. 

DOUBLEDAY  ONE  DOLLAR  BOOK  CLUB 
Garden  City,  New  York 

MAIL  THIS 
COUPON 

"Before  the  Sun  FDPPr'The  Foxes  of  Harrow" 
Goes  Down"      "^"ttlrour  First  $1   Selection 

Doubleday  One  Dollar  Book  Club, 

Dept.  12MFW,  Garden  City.  N.  Y. 
Please  enroll  me  free  as  a  Dollar  Book  Club  sub- 

scriber and  send  me  at  once  "Before  the  Sun  Goes 
Down"  as  a  gift.  Also  send  me  as  my  first  selection 
for  $1.00  a  copy  of  "The  Poxes  of  Harrow." 

with  these  books  will  come  my  first  Jssue  of  the 
free  descriptive  folder  called  The  Bulletin,  telling 
about  the  two  new  forthcoming  one-dollar  bargain 
book  selections  and  several  additional  bargains 
which  are  offered  for  $1.00*  each  to  members  only. 
I  am  to  have  the  privilege  of  notifying  you  in 
advance  if  I  do  not  wish  either  of  the  following 
months'  selections  and  whether  or  not  I  wish  to 
purchase  any  of  the  other  bargains  at  the  Special 
Club  price  of  $1.00  each.  The  purchase  of  books  is 
entirely  voluntary  on  my  part.  I  do  not  have 
to  accept  a  book  every  month — only  six  during  the 
year  to  fulfill  my  membership  requirement.  I  pay 
nothing  except  $1.00  for  each  selection  received 
plus  a  few  cents  handling  and  shipping  cost. 

Mr. Mrs   
Miss 

(PLEASE  PRINT) 

Street  and  No   

Zone  No. 

City    (if  any)    ...  State   If  under  21, 

Occupation     Age,  please   

''Same  Price  In  Canada:  105  Bond  St.,  Toronto  2, 
Canada 

k 
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After  cleansing  face  and  neck,  pat 
on   foundation   cream   or   lotion. 
Smooth  in,  using  upward  and  out- 

ward strokes.  ( Don't  forget  back  of 
neck. )  Remove  excess  cream  or  lo- 

tion with  absorbent  Sitroux  Tissue. 

Apply  cream  rouge  in  three  small 
dots,  one  inch  below  eye.  Blend 
out  and   up,   clear  to   hairline — 

'^ '/  going  no  lower  than  the  tip  of 
'   -'  nose.  Keep  rouge  one  inch  away  , 

from  nose.  If  you  apply  too  much,  ̂ - 
tone  down  with  a  Sitroux  Tissue. 

With    cotton    pad,    firmly    press 
powder  on  face  and  neck.  Reverse 
pad — brush   off  with   downward 
strokes.   Saturate  clean  pad  with 
mild  astringent — pat  entire  face. 
When  almost  dry,  apply  second 
coat  of  powder,  lightly — brush  off. 
Use  quarter  of  a  Sitroux  Tissue* to  remove  excess   around   eyes. 

^Ba^-^^^,.  ore  still  toced 

^■.,h  moterlol  shorta9^^  ̂ ^  ̂^^  j^,„g 
tion  diff'cul»'^*  •  •  •        ,         u  v,ith  as 

..oux 
TISSUES 

done  at  odd  hours.  Recently  his  dentist 
was  aroused  from  a  deep  sleep  by  a 
telephone  call  from  his  singing  patient. 
Frankie  wanted  to  drop  over  to  the 
dental  office  for  a  few  cavity-fills.  It 
was  2  A.M.  The  dentist  politely  refused, 
set  an  appointment  for  a  more  normal 
hour. 

it>         *         * 

Bing  Crosby  is  not  only  a  rabid  base- 
ball fan — he  recently  became  a  part- 

owner  of  the  Pittsburgh  Pirates — and  a 
regular  box  patron  at  the  Hollywood 
ballpark,  but  when  at  the  games,  tries 
out  new  tunes  for  his  own  amusement. 
Fans  hear  him  singing  to  himself;  later 
on  the  melody  is  publicly  sung  by  Bing 
on  his  air  shows. 

*  *         * 

Ginny  Simms'  new  baby  David  is  a 
real  buster.  He  weighed  in  at  birth  at 
a  plump  nine  pounds.  All  the  infant 
clothes  Ginny  purchased  before  his 
birth   had   to   be   returned   for   special 
custom-made  sizes. *  *         * 

Leonard  Sues  was  suddenly  replaced 
on  the  Eddie  Cantor  show  by  the  vet- 

eran Cookie  Fairchild.  The  young 
trumpeter  is  now  toying  with  the  idea 
of  touring  with  the  dance  band  he  or- 

ganized so  successfully  for  a  recent  en- 
gagement at  Giro's  in  Hollywood. *  *         * 

How  would  you  like  to  hear  Mickey 
Rooney  on  the  air  regularly?  Those 
who  can  swing  it  are  moving  heaven  on 
earth  to  make  it  effective  before   the 
year   is   out. *  *         * 

Joan  Davis  may  record  an  album  of 
her  famed  parody  songs  including  the 
now  famous  "  'Tisn't  Rain"  take-off  of 
"Let  It  Snow." *  *         * 

MCA,  the  world's  largest  booking 
agency  for  dance  bands,  is  reported  to 
be  furious  with  one  of  its  biggest 
money-makers,  Harry  James.  Harry 
has  turned  down  many  lucrative  the- 

ater and  ballroom  offers  MCA  lined  up 
for  him.  The  James  boy  prefers  to  re- 

main in  Hollywood  with  his  beloved 
Betty.  Can't  blame  him  for  that. «         *         * 

Freddy  Martin  was  on  vacation  in 
Mexico  recently  and  brought  back  a 
number  of  South  of  the  Border  tunes 
that  he  plans  to  stylize  for  American 
dance  tempos. *  *         * 

Percy  Faith,  for  many  years  brilliant 

At  New  York's  Copacabana,  Frank 
Sinatra  and  Phil  Silvers  paid  tribute 
to  the  late  comedian  Rags  Ragland. 

musical  director  of  NBC's  Contented 
Hour,  has  given  up  the  assignment, 
preferring  to  remain  on  the  West  Coast 
and  concentrate  on  movie  work. 

*  *         * 

Larry  Adler,  the  harmonica  virtuoso, 
is  the  proud  papa  of  a  baby  daughter. 
Ditto  for  Donald  O'Connor.  Incidental- 

ly, Larry  is  trying  to  interest  radio  pro- 
ducers in  his  comedy  talents.  He's  tired of  being  Little  Jack  Hohner. *  *         * 

Helen  Ward,  who  used  to  sing  so 

prettily  with  Benny  Goodman's  band,  is 
now  a  production  assistant  at  radio  sta- 

tion WHN,  New  York,  where  curiously 
enough,  her  ex-husband,  Ted  Herbert, 
is  a  sales  official. 4c  *  * 

Unless  there's  last  minute  sponsor 
signature,  the  air  waves  this  season  will 
be  without  John  Charles  Thomas,  Jean 
Tennyson,  and  Nelson  Eddy,  a  severe 
setback  for  serious  music  lovers. 

*  *         * 

Guy  Lombardo  copped  another  motor 
boat  speed  record  at  the  recent  Gold 
Cup  Regatta.  Another  Lombardo  en- 

terprise, commuter  planes  for  the  Long 
Island  polo  set,  is  doing  right  well. 

The  brilliant  piano  of  twenty- 
one-year-old  Elliot  Law- 

rence sets  a  lively  pace  for 

his  orchestra,  a  growing  fa- 
vorite in  the  dance  band  field. 



Florence  Wightman,  solo  harpist  at 
the  Metropolitan  Opera  and  ditto  on 
several  radio  shows,  ought  to  give  up 

her  harping  and  hire  out  as  a  "show 
barometer."  She  might  as  well  start 
making  money  at  it,  because  she  serves 
in  that  capacity,  willy-nilly,  on  the 
"Hour  of  Mystery"  program. 
Ken  Webb,  the  director  of  the  show, 

watches  Miss  Wightman's  face  all 
through  rehearsals.  He  says  that  her 
facial  expressions,  which  change  in 
reaction  to  the  script  from  moment  to 
moment  and  action  to  action,  are  a  per- 

fect gauge  of  the  way  the  audience  will 
react.  If  she  is  amused  during  comedy 
scenes,  the  show  is  on  the  beam.  If  she 
becomes  enraptured  by  dramatic  scenes, 
Webb  knows  the  script  is  foolproof. 
Webb  means  it,  too.  When  Miss  Wight- 
man's  reactions  aren't  what  they  should 
be,  the  script  gets  a  thorough  revise. 

*         4^         * 

Lovely  Patti  Clayton  and  her  pro- 
ducer-director husband  are  busy  these 

days  putting  the  finishing  touches  to 

Patti's  dream  house —  a  rambling  stone 
place  complete  with  water  wheel  and 
just  fifty  miles  from  New  York.  Patti 

has  a  flair  for  decorating  and  she's 
been  doing  the  whole  place  herself, 
with  husband  Ace  Ochs. 

NEW  RECORDS 

Ken  Alden's  Favorites  for 
the  month: 

DINAH  SHORE:  "You  Keep 
Coming  Back  Like  A  Song"  by Irvin  Berlin  is  a  number  that 
might  reach  hit  proportions  and 
Dinah  gives  it  insurance,  pairing 
it  with  "It's  Gonna  Depend  on  the 
Way  That  The  Wind  Blows." (Columbia) 
TEX  BENEKE-GLENN  MILLER 
ORCHESTRA:  A  dance-tingling 
grooving  of  "The  Woodchuck 
Song"  and  the  French  importa- 

tion "Passe."  (Victor) 
LOUIS  PRIMA:  A  new  treatment 

of  two  oldies,  "I  Can't  Give  You 
Anything  But  Love"  and  "You 
Call  It  Madness."  (Majestic) 
COUNT  BASIE:  Solid  sending 
with  "The  King"  and  "Blue 
Skies."  (Columbia) 
MEMORY  WALTZ  ALBUM:  Ex- 

quisitely performed  albimi  (Capi- 
tol) of  memorable  waltzes,  in- 

cluding "Three  O'clock  In  The 
Morning,"  "Wonderful  One"  and 
"One  Night  of  Love"  with  Frank 
De  Vol's  orchestra. 
CLAUDE  THORNHILL:  Distinc- 

tive dance  tempos  accentuating 
lovely  melodies  found  in  "Under 
the  Willow  Tree"  and  "Twilight 
Song."  Good  vocals  by  Buddy Hughes. 
BOBBY  SHERWOOD:  Serious 

rug-cutting  in  "Sherwood  Forest" 
and  "Least  That's  My  Opinion." (Capitol) 
FRANK  SINATRA:  The  Voice 

scores  with  "The  Coffee  Song" 
and  "Things  We  Did  Last  Sum- 

mer." (Columbia) 
BETTY  HUTTON:  Gets  in  the 

groove  with  "Walking  Away  With 
My  Heart"  and  "What  Did  You 
Put  In  That  Kiss?"  (Victor) 
LOUANNE  HOGAN:  A  new  and 
capable  canary  sings  a  lovely  song 
that  should  get  belated  attention. 
It's  called  "Autimin  in  New 
York."  On  the  reverse  is  Kern's 
familiar  "Look  For  The  Silver 
Lining."    (Musicraft) 

**Mooii-white'*  hands  that  do 

a  baby's  daily  wash?  Of  course! 
If  you  think  that  washing  clothes  must  mean  red, 

rough,  flaky-dry  hands...  you 're  just  not  in  the  know! 
Snowy,  fragrant  Pacquins  Hand  Cream  helps  make 

that  "housework"  look  disappear  from  your  hands  . . . 

in  its  place  there's  a  softer,  smoother  look. 

Doctors  and  Nurses  were 

first  users  of  Pacquins 
Doctors  and  nurses  scrub  their  hands  30  to  40  times 

a  day.  So,  naturally,  they  need  extra  rich  lubrication 

to  help  overcome  the  drying  effects  of  soapy-water 
scrubbings.  Pacquins  was  made  just  to  answer  that 

need.  Super-rich ...  it  quickly  helps  overcome  the 
drying  effects  of  hard  work  and  rough  weather. 

AT      ANY      DRUG,      DEPARTMENT,      OR      TEN-CENT      STOaB 



It's  as  easy  as  fluttering  your  lashes, 

thanks  to   'De£ong  Bob  Pins. 
Just  dampen  your  ends  and  roll 

into  flat  curls,  fastening  each  one 

snugly  with  a  DeLong  Bob  Pin.  These 

dreamy  Bob  Pins  make  the  task 

quick  and  easy — and  their  Stronger 
Qrip  keeps  them  from  slipping  out. 

Besides,  VeLong  Bob  Pins  are  so 

comfy  they  won't  disturb  your 
beauty  sleep. 

When  your  hair  is  dry  and  brushed  out 

it's  as  flattering  as  a  halo  and  you  look 

like  a  photographer's  delight  . 

Stronger  Grip 

IVon't  Slip  Out 
R         Quality  !Manufacturers  for  Over  50  years 
M  BOB  PINS  HAIR   PINS  SAFETY  PINS 
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SNAPS  PINS 
HOOKS  a   EYES  HOOK  &   EYE  TAPES 

SANITARY    BELTS 

I 

^
"
 

Harold   Peary   renders   a   love   song   for   co- 
members    of    The    Great    Gildersleeve    cast: 

>f- 

_hirley    Mitchell    and    Louise    Erickson. 

Eloiife'  Kummer  is  one  of 

th^leading  lights  of  NBC's 
dai^-    Guiding     Light. 

Ra^mteur  Mihon  Bacon 
t^s  American  folk  tales  on 
CBS's  Time  to  Remember 

BY   DALE  BANKS 

THE  Merry  Season  is  upon  us  once more — and  may  it  be  merry  for  one 
and  all.  If  it  were  possible  for  us  to 

play  Santa  Claus  to  the  world,  we  have 
in  mind  a  few  very  special  gifts  that  it 
would  give  us  great  pleasure  to  distrib- 

ute. The  gift  of  Freedom— that  gift, 
for  all  men,  everywhere,  to  be  free 
to  live  according  to  their  own  lights, 
free  of  the  fear  of  war,  free  of  the  fear 
of  want,  free  of  confusion  and  mis- 

understanding, free  of  distrust  of  one 

another's  strangeness  and  differences,. 
The  gift  of  happiness  and  fulfillment— 
that  gift  to  bring  the  gleam  of  pleasure 
and  satisfaction  in  work  well  done,  in 
rest  well  earned,  into  the  eyes  and 
faces  of  men  and  women  in  all  the 
world.  The  gift  of  pride — that  gift  to 
make  men  walk  erect  and  secure,  proud 
of  what  they  have  achieved  and  prouder 
still  of  the  future  they  will  achieve. 
The  gift  of  children — that  gift  of  whole 
new  generations  who  will  grow  straight 
and  strong  and  sure  of  themselves,  with 
laughter  on  their  lips,  imtouched  by  in- 

security, poverty,  and  with  minds  open 
to  the  whole  of  knowledge  to  be  used 
and  harnessed  for  their  own  future  and. 

the  world's. So  our  Christmas  wish  to  you  all  is 
this — that  in  the  midst  of  yout  merri- 

ment, in  some  quiet  moment  during 
your  celebrations,  perhaps  you  could 
think  for  a  very  brief  time  of  the  needs 
of  your  world  and  the  world  you  want 
to  build  for  those  kids  scrambling 
through  the  rustling,  torn  gift  wrap- 

pings under  the  Christmas  tree — and 
that  you  ask  yourself  whether  there 
isn't  something  more  you  can  do  to ensure  that  kind  of  a  world. 

Then,   surely,   it   would   come   about 
that    soon    there    will    be    "Peace    on 
Earth  to  Men  of  Good  Will"  .  .  . *  *  * 

If  you've  left  some  Christmas  shop- 
ping until  the  last  minute,  there  are 

some  sure  fire  bets  in  recordings.  Kenny 
Delmar — better  known  to  you,  perhaps, 
as  Senator  Claghorn — has  waxed  some 
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records  for  kids  .  .  .  Ditto  Alec  Temple- 
ton  with  some  priceless  waxings  of 
Christmas  Carols  in  an  album  which 
should  delight  the  heart  of  everyone 
over  five  years  of  age. *  *  * 

Only  one  more  holiday-time  item — 
this  one  to  do  with  Beatrice  Kay,  whose 
mind  is  running  out  of  ideas  for  keep- 

ing her  husband  busy — away  from  their 
home  in  the  country  at  certain  hours. 

Miss  Kay's  husband  is  a  camera  fiend 
and  her  surprise  Christmas  present  for 
him  is  a  specially  designed  darkroom, 
which  she  is  having  built  into  the  house. 

For  months,  Beatrice's  efforts  to  keep 
her  husband  out  of  the  room  that's  be- 

ing converted  and  away  from  home 
while  the  workmen  have  been  there, 
have  taken  the  ingenuity  and  wit  to 
have  kept  three  hair  raising  serials  run- 

ning on  the  radio. *  *  * 
A  sad,  sad  story.  Lloyd  Shaffer  was 

almost,  but  not  quite,  signed  to  direct 
the  music  for  another  series  besides  the 
Supper  Club  programs.  The  sponsor 
liked  what  Shaffer  does  with  music — 
But — the  sponsor  had  to  turn  him  down 
because  it  was  a  beer  company  and  it 
didn't  seem  a  hot  idea  for  said  com- 

pany to  hire  a  man  whose  name  is 
the  same  as  that  of  a  rival  beer  com- 
pany. *  *  * 
Remember  a  while  back  we  wrote  an 

item  about  radio  actors  being  worried 
about  their  future  earnings  because  of 
the  large  number  of  audience  partici- 

pation shows  that  were  replacing  big 
production  programs?  Well,  back  in 
those  days,  radio  actors  always  had 
television  to  fall  back  on,  provided 
they  were  photogenic.  Now  the  audi- 

ence participation  fever  is  taking  hold 
in  the  television  field,  too.  After  the 
success  of  Stop  the  Clock,  a  video 
quiz  show,  the  television  boys  are  com- 

ing up  with  more  and  brighter  ideas. *  *  * 
The  devotion  of  fans  is  always  a  thing 

to  marvel  at.  Lionel  Barrymore,  thanks 

If  Your  little  One  Has  ACoM- 

Tonight  Relieve  His  Distress 

This  ̂ 2^ -As  Be  Sleeps/ 
It's  easy  to  understand  why  most 
young  mothers  depend  on  this 

modern  way  to  relieve  distress  of 

children's  colds.  It's  so  easy  .  .  . 
and  it  brings  such  wonderful  relief. 

What  you  do  is  rub  warming,  com- 
forting Vicks  VapoRub  on  throat, 

chest  and  back  at  bedtime.  Its 

2-way  relief-bringing  action  (shown 
below)  starts  to  work  instantly  . . . 

PENETRATES 

Into  upper  bronchial 
tubes  with  special 
medicinal  vapors. 

STIMULATES 
chest  and  bock  sur- 

faces like  a  good, 

warming  poultice. 

This  wonderful,  special  penetrating- 
stimulating  action  (brought  to  you 
only  by  Vicks  VapoRub)  quickly 
relieves  discomforts  and  invites 
restful  sleep. 

WORKS  DURING  THE  NIGHT 

For  hours  the  special  penetrating- 
stimulating  action  of  VapoRub 

keeps  on  working  during  the  night 
to  relieve  coughing  spasms,  ease 
muscular  soreness  and  tightness 

and  bring  grand  relief.  Try  it  your- 
self the  next  time  a  cold  strikes. 

^"  a  special  w"'" 

When    „^"««Vicis  V„H°« 

^0"r  chfid  catnh   ̂^'^^'^e  wJieT 

Best-Known  Home  Remedy 
You  Can  Use  To  Relieve  Distress  of  Colds.  For  Children  or  Adults 
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Don'ifei 
time  darken 

yourhah! 
0 

•  Why  envy  the  girls  in 
your  crowd  who  have 

been  able  to  keep  their 

youthful  blondeness  when  it's  so  easy  now  to 
lighten  and  brighten  time-darkened  hair  with 

the  new  Marchand's  Golden  Hair  Wash.  Then 
those  admiring  glances,  attracted  by  glamor- 
ously  golden  hair,  can  be  yours  too. 

Whether  you  are  a  blonde,  brunette,  or  red- 

head, Marchand's  Golden  Hair  Wash  enables 
you  to  obtain  the  exact  degree  of  lightness  you 
desire.  Perfected  by  experts  in  hair  care,  the 

improved  Golden  Hair  Wash  is  not  a  dye  and 

is  complete  in  itself  for  use  at  home.  Remem- 

ber, no  matter  what  shade  your  hair  is  now— 

even  if  it  is  dull  or  streaked— you  can  make  it 
as  gloriously  blonde  as  you  Uke. 

P.  S.  The  new  Marchand's  Golden  Hair  Wash 
is  ideal,  too,  for  lightening 
unsightly  arm  and  leg  hair. 

^M^Upve/iel  A/ai/i.  t*ri^A 

TUFFENAIL 
Enhance  and  glorify  the  natural 
beauty  of  lovely  nails  . . . 

Hollywood's  own  daily  nail- 
care  with  easy-to-use  applica- 

tor. Nails  stay  lovelier  longer  . . 
with  TUFFENAIL  25^ 

kl  Ui.  5  AND  10(  STOR[  COSM[TIC  COUNmS 

SOLITAIRE  RING 
By   Simmons 

SOLID    GOLD    MOUNTING 
EXCEPTIONAL     VALUE! 

v.A«j\i|ijiiift//"/.  Here's  a  darling  ring ^^-""■"^-^'^  any  girl  would  be  proud 
to  wear.  It's  a  full  cut 
diamond  set  in  10  Kt. 
yellow  gold  and  sells 
for  the  unbelievably  low 
price  of  $4.98.  (Ring  is 
stamped  10  Kt.).  Send  no 
money.  Pay  postman  $4.98 

alus  postage.  If  you  send  $5,  cash  or  money  order, 
we  pay  all  postal  charges. *4.98 

Give    ring    size.     Wrap    strip 
of  paper  around  finger. 
GUARANTEE:   Examine   ring 
— if  not  (leliglited  return,  same 

        day  and  get  your  money  bacli. 

SIMMONS  CO.    {Home  oj  Fine  Jewelry) 
30  Church  Street,  Dept.  D-83,  New  York  7,  N.  Y. 

FREE    GIFT 
It  5aves  us  consider- 

able time  and  trouble 
to  mail  cash  orders.  If 
you  send  $5  cash  or 
money  order  we  will 
show  our  appreciation 
by  includinp  with  your 
order  a  Surprise 
Jewelry     Gift     F  R  E  F. . 

Membership  drive  of  the  Camp  Fire  Girls  is  launched  by  a 

songfest,  led  by  an  old  member  of  the  group — Patrice  Mun- 
sel,    who    sings    regularly    on    CBS,    Sundays    at    5    P.M.    EST. 

to  said  kind  of  devotion,  is  now  the  pos- 
sessor of  a  practically  priceless  photo- 

graph. It  is  a  carefully  preserved 
snapshot  taken  around  the  year  1886 — 
a  still-clear  picture  of  the  great  com- 

poser, Johannes  Brahms,  looking  out 
of  the  window  of  the  room  in  which  he 
composed  his  greatest  music.  The  snap- 

shot came  from  a  fan  who  knows  of 

Barrymore's  own  deep  interest  in  com- 
posing. *  *  * 

Those  Mr.-and-Mrs.-at-Breakfast 
shows  have  come  in  for  a  lot  of  razzing, 
but  now  there's  a  real  beef  going  the 
rounds  of  Radio  Row.  Seems  many  of 
the  top  Hooper  rating  programs  that 
pay  huge  sums  for  guest  stars  are 
definitely  irked  because  these  morning 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  teams  manage  to  head- 

line star  attractions  without  paying  for 
the  appearances. *  *  * 

It's  a  joke,  son.  We've  been  invited 
by  some  smarties  among  New  York's radiolites  to  join  a  very  exclusive  and 

very  social  club.  So  far,  we  haven't 
been  able  to  make  the  eligibility  test — 
the  dues  are:  One  Ulcer. 

*  if  * 

Maurice  Copeland,  popular  Chicago 

radio  actor,  writes  us  that  he's  received 
a  fan  letter  that's  probably  covered 
more  territory  getting  to  him  than  any 
other  letter  ever  has.  It  was  from  a 
fan  on  the  island  of  Maui,  in  the  Hawai- 

ian Islands.  The  letter  was  postmarked 
Maui,  then  Oahu,  Brisbane,  Australia, 
then  Oahu  again  and  finally  Chicago. 
It  took  four  months  to  arrive.  Ap- 

parently the  letter  got  on  the  wrong 
boat,  went  to  Australia  and  had  to  re- 

turn to  Oahu  before  starting  over  on  the 
right  track  again.  Copeland  hopes  the 
letter  and  picture  he  sent  in  return  will 
go  more  directly. *  *  * 

This  is  a  plug  and  we're  not  ashamed to  admit  it.  The  House  of  Mystery 
is  again  earning  well  deserved  praise 
from  educators  and  parents  and  from 

this  department.  It's  a  show  for  kids, but  its  aim  is  to  demonstrate  that 
ghosts,  witches  and  other  tinearthly 
phenomena   are   actually   non-existent, 

that  belief  in  such  things  results  from 
a  lack  of  knowledge  and  understand- 

ing of  certain  natural  causes.  The 
program  combats  superstition  and  fear 
and  does  it  in  a  remarkably  adult, 
sane,  and  yet  extremely  thrilling  and 
dramatic   fashion.      We   recommend   it 
highly— Sunday,  MBS,  4  P.M.,  EST. »  *  * 

Everyone  learns  a  different  way, 
Paul  Marion,  who  specializes  in  dia- 

lects on  the  radio,  is  an  ardent  fan  of 
the  movie  newsreels.  The  information 
he  gets  there  is  only  incidental — his 
main  object  in  going  to  the  newsreel 
theaters  is  to  improve  his  dialects.  Re- 

cently, Marion  was  able  to  switch  on  a 
perfectly  authentic  Philippine  dialect 
and  he  says  he  learned  it  by  listening 
to  a  newsreel  speech  made  by  General 
Romulo  until  he  had  it  down  pat. *  *  * 

You  know  about  Grauman's  Theater 
in  Hollywood.  You  just  aren't  anybody 
in  the  movie  colony  until  your  hand 
prints,  or  footprints  are  encased  in  the 
cement  before  the  theater.  Here's  a 
switch  on  that.  Robert  Merrill,  that 
handsome  singing  character  who  al- 

ways wanted  to  sing  like  Bing  Crosby, 

but  his  mother  wouldn't  let  him,  had 
us  out  to  his  Long  Island  home  re- 

cently. He  took  us  outside  to  show  us 
his  own  version  of  the  Grauman 
Theater  gag.  Seems  a  couple  of  months 
ago  the  streets  were  repaved  in  his 
neighborhood.  The  morning  after  Mer- 

rill's front  sidewalk  was  paved.  Bob 
went  outside  and  discovered  what  he 
showed  us — a  big  heart,  obviously 
scratched  into  the  not-dry  concrete,  in 
which  were  placed  his  initials  and  those 
of  T.  G.  and  F.  C.  And  Bob  thought 
that  by  moving  out  to  Long  Island  he 
could  escape  his  bobby  sox  fans! *  *  * 

Met  Jackie  Kelk  the  other  day  and 
he  told  us  this  cute  tale.  A  couple  of 
months  ago,  he  and  the  other  members 
of  the  cast  of  The  Aldrich  Family, 
were  asked  by  our  own  Radio  Mihror 
to  go  out  and  pose  for  a  series  of  pic- 

tures to  be  used  in  a  picture  story. 
Usually,  actors  hate  this  kind  of  thing. 
They  take  a  lot  of  time  and  trouble. 

i 
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what  with  make-up  to  worry  about,  and 
locations  to  find.  But  the  cast  of  The 
Aldrich  Family  enjoyed  every  minute 
of  it. 

The  kicker  on  the  picture  piece  was 
that  Homer  (Jackie  Kelk)  and  Henry 

(Ezra  Stone)  had  to  pay  for  their  "sins" 
in  the  story  by  making  like  bellhops  in 

a  hotel  to  work  off  a  huge  bill  they'd 
run  up.  Jackie  and  Ezra  borrowed  the 
uniforms  from  bellhops  in  one  of  New 
York's  better-known  hotels  and  hied 
themselves  down  to  the  lobby  to  have 
their  pictures  taken  in  action. 
And  of  course  you  know  what  hap- 

pened. Of  course,  there  had  to  be  a 

■real  customer  in  a  hurry  who  wasn't 
taking  any  sass  from  a  bellhop.  Of 
course,  he  had  to  pick  on  Jackie  Kelk 
to  carry  his  suitcases  out  of  the  lobby 
to  a  taxicab.  Of  course,  Jackie  fell  into 
the  spirit  of  it  and  earned  himself  a 
nice   fat   tip.     And,   of   course,   Jackie 
kept  the  tip. *  *  * 

Phil  Baker  still  hasn't  got  over  the 
fast  thinking  of  contestant  Sgt.  Bruce 
Shaw.  Shaw  was  so  fast  on  the 

answers  that  Phil  Baker  couldn't  bear 
to  stop  when  he  got  to  the  $64  question. 
The  Sarge  picked  the  category  that 

required    him    to    name    the    baseball 

team  after  Baker  had  given  the  name  of 
the  pitcher  and  catcher.  The  sergeant 
snapped  out  the  answers  steadily,  be- 

fore Baker  could  even  pronounce  the 
second  name.  Phil  was  so  astounded 
that  he  offered  to  double  the  $64,  if  the 
sergeant  gave  the  right  answer  to  the 
next  question.  He  did.  That  made 
$128.  Still  incredulous  at  the  con- 

testant's speed  and  accuracy.  Baker  of- 
fered to  double  the  $128  and  pulled  a 

nifty,  hard  one  out  of  the  hat.  That's 
right,  Sgt.  Shaw  got  that  one,  too,  and 
walked  out  of  the  studio  richer  by  $256. 

So — maybe  it  pays  not  to  be  ignorant. *  *  * 

We've  always  suspected  that  a  very 
great  many  people  nursed  secret  desires 
to  perform  on  the  radio — but  we  never 
had  much  idea  just  how  many.  Even 

now,  we  probably  haven't  scratched  the surface  of  probability.  But  we  have 
one  figure.  Bessie  Mack,  who  handles 

auditions  for  the  Arthur  Godfrey's 
Talent  Scouts  program,  says  that  close 
to  3,000  telephone  calls  alone  are  re- 

ceived from  people  interested  in  audi- 
tioning for  the  show.  That's  only 

telephone  calls.  There  are  more  people 
who  write  in  and  a  goodly  number  who 
hang  around  the  studio  and  dog  Arthur 
Godfrey's  footsteps. 

Songs  sometimes  get  their  names  in 
peculiar  ways.  For  instance — David 
Rose  was  burning  the  post-midnight 
electric  to  turn  out  an  original  tune  for 
Holiday  for  Music.  It  was  a  last  min- 

ute deal  and  a  copyist  stood  by  franti- 
cally to  snatch  it  from  Rose  and  have 

it  copied  in  time  for  the  show.  Rose, 
finally,  finished  it  with  a  hurried  flourish 
— and  then  realized  it  had  no  title.  He 
looked  at  his  watch.  It  was  4:20  A.M. 

That  became  the  title.  Anyway,  it's 
brief,  and  it's  the  kind  of  thing  you're not  likely  to  forget! *  *  * 
We  hear  that  so  many  requests  for 

pictures  of  the  Old  Dirt  Dobber's  gar- den poured  in  that  the  sponsors  of  the 
Garden  Gate  program  are  offering  a 
16-mm  color  film  of  the  garden  for 
showing  by  garden  clubs  and  other  civic 
groups.  Titled  "A  Year  in  the  Old  Dirt 
Dobber's  Garden,"  the  movie  shows 
seasonal  changes  of  blooms,  as  well  as 
the  most  advanced  horticultural  tech- 

niques developed  by  Tom  Williams,  the 
"Dobber."  The  film  runs  for  40  min- 

utes. There  are  seven  prints  of  the 
picture  and  those  are  booked  solidly 
through  January  by  more  than  300 
clubs.  Probably  more  prints  will  be 
made,  if  the  demand  keeps  up. 

"Houi  to  handle  teenagers /  ̂   by  BING  CROSBY 

-^f"        Starring  in  Paramount's  new  hit  film  "BLUE  SKIES' 
in  technicolor 

"Teensters  are  positively  people!  Remember,  they 
have  a  lotta  problems  .-.mainly  parents.  When  their  jive 

talk  gives  you  the  heebie-jeebies,  and  their  rootin'-tootin' 
clothes  (Look  who's  talking!)  make  you  despair  for  'civ- 

ilization'. .  .better  bear  up  and  shut  up.  They'll  get  over  it,  even  as  you  and  I. 

"Scratch  most  teen-agers  and  you'll  find  a  solid  citizen.  And  when  they 
sound  off  with  ideas  for  improving  the  world  we  made . . .  well,  maybe  us 

parents  could  learn  sumpin  if  we'd  stop  snooting  the  kids  and  listen." 
Bing's  tip  to  parents  is  one  of  a  series 

presented  by  Fleer's  to  promote  under- 
standing among  families,  friends,  nations. 

Teen-agers  and  parents  both  agree  Fleer's 
Gum  is  mighty  fine  gum.  There's  a  trend  to 
candy- coated  . .  .  and  Fleer's  leads  the  trend. 
Extra  flavor.  Delicious!  Enjoy  it  todayl 
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Yodora  checks 

perspiration  odor 

"^'$0(00^ 

iva/ 

Iff  Newl  Made  with  a  face  cream  base. 

It's  Genllerl  Yodora  is  actually  sooth- 
ing to  normal  skins. 

It'i  Effectlvel  Gives  lasting  protection. 

Won't  Rot  or  Fade  Fabrics.  Better  Fabrics 
Testing  Bureau  says  so. 

No  Irritating  Salts.    Can  use  right  after 
under-arm  shaving. 

Stays  Soft  and  Creamy.  Never  gets  grainy 
in  jar. 

Economical.  Tubes  or  jars,  100,  300,  600 

You'll  adore  Yodora!  Try  it  today! 

McKesson  &  Robbins,  Inc.,  Bridgeport,  Conn. 

Sweep  Easier 

Faster       | 

Patented  Combs 
clean  Brush 

for  Better,  Easier 

li'PICK-UP'i 

T^  Guoianteed  by  ̂  
^Good  Housekeeping  J 
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UJAGHER Komb- Kleaned 

Sweeper 

E    R    WAGNER  MfG   CO  .    DEFT.  MW,    Milwdukee  9.  Wi! 

HAVE  A 

RADIO    MIRROR'S 

TO  make  this  Christmas  the  kind  you 
had  as  a  child — memorable,  exciting, 

perfect — let's  follow  in  the  footsteps  of 
Mrs.  X,  a  purely  imaginary  lady  who 
makes  a  fine  art  of  Christmas.  She  is, 
of  course,  too  good,  too  imaginative  and 
charming  to  be  true,  but  she  makes  the 
season  so  happy,  so  gay  and  wonderful 
for  others  that  we  can  learn  a  lot  from 

her. 
Mrs.  X,  for  instance,  doesn't  wait  for 

those  nagging  little  signs  to  goad  her 
into  thinking  about  Christmas.  Long 
before  she's  warned  there  are  only  so 
many  days  left  till  Christmas,  she  has 
started  her  shopping  at  least  on  paper. 
She  keeps  a  tiny  notebook  in  which 
she  jots  down  bright  ideas  for  gifts 
which  she  gets  throughout  the  year. 
All  you  have  to  do  is  mention  casually 
you  like  a  certain  thing,  or  talk  about 
your  newest  hobby  and  she  makes 
notes.  You  then  get  something  you 
really  wanted  and  her  shopping  has 
been  streamlined  and  easy. 

To  her  feminine  friends  and  relatives, 
Mrs.  X  loves  to  give  cosmetics  at 
Christmas  for  she  knows  lots  of  women 
won't  buy  themselves  dusting  powder, 
for  example,  but  love  to  receive  it  as 
a  gift.  Among  her  favorite  gifts-to- 
give  are  the  lovely  little  kits  the  cos- 

metic counters  display  at  Christmas- 
time such  as  eye  make-up  kits,  little 

sets  of  rouge,  lipstick  and  powder, 
bathsets  of  luscious  soap  and  dusting 
powder.  And  she  buys  them  thought- 

fully too — in  shades  that  suit  the  per- 
son who  will  receive  the  gift  or  in  odors 

she  knows  she'll  like.  Or  sometimes 
she  makes  her  own  ensembles.  Last 
year  she  gave  a  little  cousin  a  minia- 

ture Christmas  tree  on  which  she'd 
tied  all  the  fixings  for  a  complete  mani- 

cure. It  was  a  gentle  hint,  because  the 
child  bit  her  fingernails — but  she 
doesn't  any  more.  Once  she  cooked  up 
a  gift  for  hair-doing,  shampoo,  tint, 
pins,  comb,  wave-set  and  hairnet  and 
tied  them  in  a  pretty  bandana.  An- 

other time  she  gave  a  friend  a  dram 

of  perfume  in  a  small  bottle  she'd found  covered  with  dust  in  an  antique shop. 

Even  the  smallest  gift  that  Mrs.  X 
gives  has  a  way  of  looking  important. 
For  her  gifts  are  always  wrapped 
beautifully.  She  loves  colorful  paper 
and  unusual  color  schemes.  One  year 
she  found  some  lovely  gift  paper  with 
green  pine  branch  and  brown  pine 
cone  design.  She  used  brown  ribbon 
and  tied  real  pine  cones  she  found  in 
the  woods  on  top  of  each  gift.  Every- 

one says  you  can  tell  her  gifts  because 
they're  so  attractively  wrapped  and 
you'll  notice  it's  hers  everyone  wants 
to  open  first.    Granted  she  works  hard 



Our  story's  heroine  is 
a  mythical  Mfs.  X,  but  because 

she's   beautiful   and 

bright  and  ready  for  a  wonderful 

Christmas,  why  not  Dinah 

Shore,  Columbia's  song-star? 

HOME     and     BEAUTY 

at  Christmas,  but  think  of  the  satis- 
faction she  gets! 

Mrs.  X  sends  many  Christmas  cards 
and  notes  on  pretty  holiday  note  paper 
for,  beside  her  friends,  she  remem- 

bers a  lot  of  people  who  don't  ex- 
pect to  hear  from  her — an"  old  teach- 

er, school  friends  who  have  drifted 

away,  people  she  hadn't  seen  in  years. Her  notes  carry  a  great  deal  of  warmth 
and  friendliness  which  make  Christmas 
what  it  should  be.  Sending  cards  only 
to  those  who  will  send  her  one  is 
hardly  in  keeping  with  the  spirit  of 
Christmas. 

As  we  said  before,  Mrs.  X  is  no  one 
person  we  know  but  if  she  were  real 

she's  the  kind  of  Christmas  angel  who gives  Christmas  parties  for  poor  lit- 
tle children,  who  collects  toys,  food, 

clothing  for  needy  families.  She  would, 
if  she  were  real,  love  singing  Christ- 

mas carols  with  all  her  heart  and  soul 
and  would  probably  be  the  ring-leader 
in  organizing  some  carol  singing  parties 
to  stroll  arotmd  your  neighborhood  on 

Christmas  Eve.  She'd  give  a  sleigh- 
rlde  party  with  tree-trimming  after- ward. 

She's  something  of  a  paragon,  we 
admit,  but  wouldn't  you  like  to  steal 
some  of  her  ideas  this  year?  They're 
practically  guaranteed  to  make  your Christmas  beautiful. 

Bright  tip  for  dull  floors- 
a  wax  that's  Tlasticized"! 

Just  swipe  it  on!  Helping  husbands  are 
amazed  at  O-Cedar— the  Self  Polishing 

Wax  that's  "plasticized"  for  easier  spread- 
ing and  longer  luster.  Swipe  it  on . . .  and 

please— 710  rubbing!  Simply  pull  the  applier 

toward  you  with  an  easy  stroke.  You'll  get 
a  more  even  luster  if  you  don't  bear  down! 
Dries  in  1 7  minutes. 

Spills  won't  faze  It!  With  this  "plasti- 
cized" finish  on  your  floors,  you  just  wipe 

up  splashes  with  a  damp  cloth!  O-Cedar 

Self  Polishing  Wax  has  a  far  greater  re- 
sistance to  dirt  and  moisture.  Gives  you 

longer  luster  with  less  work! 

Longer  lasting!  Weeks  later,  there's  still  a  gleam  on  your 
floor— and  a  beam  on  your  face!  It's  true— you'll  save  on  wax- 
ings  with  this  "plasticized"  O-Cedar  Self  Polishing  Wax. 
Remember,  it's  O-Cedar— "the  greatest  help  in  housekeeping." 

eddr  SELF  POLISHING  WAX 

OGd 
WHEN  YOU  WANT  A  PASTE  WAX- Say  O-Cedar,  too. 
Its  "balanced  formula"  makes  O-Cedar  Paste  Wax  soft 
enough  for  easy  application,  hard  enough  for  longer 
wear.  O-Cedar  Corp'n,  Chicago,  111.;  Toronto,  Can. 

O-CEOAR   "THE     GREATEST    NAME    IN    HOUSEKEEPING" 
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Yodora  checks 

perspiration  odor 

Iff  H«wl  Made  with  a  face  cream  base. 

It'i  Gintlgrl  Yodora  is  actually  sooth- 
ing to  normal  skins. 

Il'i  Eff*tllv«l  Gives  lasting  protection. 

Won't  Rot  or  Fado  Fabrlu.  Belter  Fabrics 
Testing  Bureau  says  so. 

No  Irrilaling  Sallt.    Can  use  ri(;ht  afler 
uuder-arm  sliaving. 

Stay*  Soft  and  Cnamy.  Never  gets  grainy 
in  jar. 

Etonomlcal,  Tubes  or  jars,  I0<,  30^,  60fe 

You'll  adore  Yadoru!  Try  it  toti 

HAVE  A 
emmufj 

To  make  this  Christmas  the  liind  you 
had  as  a  child — memorable,  exciting, 

perfect— let's  follow  in  the  footsteps  of Mrs.  X,  a  purely  imaginary  lady  who 
makes  a  fine  art  of  Christmas.  She  is, 
of  course,  too  good,  too  imaginative  and 
charmmg  to  be  true,  but  she  makes  the 
season  so  happy,  so  gay  and  wonderful 
tor  others  that  we  can  learn  a  lot  from 
her. 

Mrs.  X,  for  instance,  doesn't  wait  for those  naggmg  little  signs  to  goad  her mto  thinking  about  Christmas.  Long before  she  s  warned  there  are  only  so many  days  left  till  Christmas,  she  has started  her  shopping  at  least  on  paper She  keeps  a  tiny  notebook  in  which 
she  jots  down  bright  ideas  for  gifts which  she  gets  throughout  the  year All  you  have  to  do  is  mention  casually you  like  a  certain  thing,  or  talk  about 

IZ.  ""^"^^t  hobby  and  she  makes notes.  You  then  get  something  you really  wanted  and  her  shopping  has been  streamlined  and  easy 
To  her  feminine  friends  and  relatives. Mis  X  loves  to  g  ve  cosmetics  Vt Christmas  for  she  knows  lotsTf  women wont  buy  themselves  dusting  powder for  example,  but  love  to  reclive  it  as a.  gift.  Among  her  favorite  gifts-to- give  are  the  lovely  little  kits  the  cos- metic counters  display  at  Chrlstmat time  such  as  eye  make-up  kite    mti; 

RADIO    MIRROR'S 

sets  of  rouge,  lipstick  and  powder, bathsets  of  luscious  soap  and  ™f'St 

powder.  And  she  buys  them  th°"eni fully  too— in  shades  that  suit  the  P" 

son  who  will  receive  the  gift  or  in  oaoi> she  knows  she'll  like.  Or  some'f ', 
she  makes  her  own  ensembles.  i-J 

year  she  gave  a  little  cousin, a  m'm 

ture  Christmas  tree  on  which  sue. 
tied  all  the  fixings  for  a  complete  i 

cure.  It  was  a  gentle  hint,  because 
child     bit     her     fingernails— M" 

tied  all  the  fixings  for  a  .complete  "^,jj 

cure.   It  was  a  gentle  hint  because  " child     bit     her     Angernails-Mn  . 

doesn't  any  more.   Once  she  cooseu  j a    gift    for    hair-doing,   shampoo.      j 

pins,  comb,  wave-set  and  nanw 

tied  them  in  a   pretty  bandana, other  time  she  gave  a  fn™?  »  jjie'd 
of    perfume    in    a    small .  "O"'^  ,j„ue 

found  covered  with  dust  in  an  am 
shop.  ...  ,.  .,  Mrs.  X 

Even  the  smallest  gift  *h?'  ortant. 

gives  has  a  way  of  looking  imPjij 

For  her  gifts  are  always  ̂ «aP^pa 

beautifully.  She  loves  coloriui  j-  
j, and  unusual  color  schemes.  J^'  „,iih 

she  found  some  lovely  g"t  PaP^  pjje 
green  pine  branch  and  nru"  jt,boii 
cone  design.  She  used  brown  ̂ ^^  ̂  
and  tied  real  pine  cones  sne  jy. 
the  woods  on  top  of  each  gm-  j^^^juse 

one  says  you  can  tell  her  g".  aii« 
they're  so  attractively  "ifPr  waii« 

you'll  notice  it's  hers  everyone  ̂ ^ 
tn  nnpn  first.   Cranted  she  worR 

Our  story's  heroine  is 

a  mythical  Mrs.  X,  but  because 
she's  beautiful   and 

bright  and  ready  for  a  wonderful 

Christmas,  why  not   Dinah 

Shore,  Columbia's   song-star? 

HOME     and     BEAUTY 

at  Christmas,  but  think  of  the  satis- 
faction she  gets! 

Mrs.  X  sends  many  Christmas  cards 
and  notes  on  pretty  holiday  note  paper 
for,  beside  her  friends,  she  remem- 

bers a  lot  of  people  who  don't  ex- 
pect to  hear  from  her — an'  old  teach- er, school  friends  who  have  drifted 

away,  people  she  hadn't  seen  in  years. 
Her  notes  carry  a  great  deal  of  warmth 
and  friendliness  which  make  Christmas 
What  It  should  be.  Sending  cards  only 
to  those  who  will  send  her  one  is 
nardly  m  keeping  with  the  spirit  of 

^■nristmas. 

As  we  said  before,  Mrs.  X  is  no  one 
ff''?°n  we  know  but  if  she  were  real 
„;"  the  kind  of  Christmas  angel  who 
fjjes  Christmas   parties   for   poor   lit 
'i^.^hildren,    who'   collects   toys,   food, 

if "^U'ng  for  needy  families.  She  would. He  were  real,  love  singing  Christ- 

ar,i  "^^"'^  ̂ "'th  all  her  heart  and  soul i""  "'oHW  probably  be  the  ring-leader 

to  It  ̂'?'^'"S  some  carol  singing  parties 
rv.J;  ?  around  your  neighborhood  on 
wistmas  Eve.  She'd  give  a  sleigh- 

,var;i  party   ̂ ^''*'^    tree-trimming   after- 

admif^i,^9'nething  of  a  paragon,  we 
somi  '  P'i*  wouldn't  you  like  to  steal 

P"ctic°ailv''''  '''eas  this  year?  They're Chf ;;♦„  ̂   ,  guaranteed  to  make  your 

'-otistmas  beautiful. 

Bright  tip  for  dull  floors- 
a  wax  thafs  Tlasticized'! 

Just  swipe  it  onl  Helping  husbands  are 

amazed  at  O-Cedar— the  Self  Polishing 

Wax  that's  "plasticized"  for  easier  spread- 

ing and  longer  luster.  Swipe  it  on  . . .  and 

please— no  rubbing!  Simply  pull  the  applier 

toward  you  with  an  easy  stroke.  You'll  get 
a  more  even  luster  if  you  don't  bear  down! 
Dries  in  17  minutes. 

Spills  won't  faze  it  I  With  this  "plasti- cized" finish  on  your  floors,  you  just  wipe 

up  splashes  with  a  damp  cloth!  0-Cedar 

Self  Polishing  Wax  has  a  far  greater  re- 
sistance to  dirt  and  moisture.  Gives  you 

longer  luster  with  less  work! 

longer  lastingl  Weeks  later,  there's  slil
l  a  g  earn  on  your 

floor-and  a  beam  on  your  face!  Its  tru
e-you  11  save  on  wax- 

ings  with  this  "plasticized"  O-Cedar  
Self  Pohshing  Wax. 

Remember,  its  O-Cedat- 'the  greatest  help  in  housekeepmg. 

OGd 

,ar  SELF  POLISHING  WAX 

O-CEDAR    •■THE     CREATES,    NAME    .N    HOUSEKEEPING 



WHAT'S  NEW 
from  COAST  to  COAST 
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Mr.  and  Mrs.  Charles  Correll  (he's  Andy  of  Amos 
and  Andy)  prop  up  their  new  son,  John  Joseph, 
for     his      first     meeting      with    press      and      public. 

(Continued  jrom  page  13) 
If  you  have  a  Superman  enthusiast 

in  your  home,  you'll  probably  be heckled  into  shelling  out  quarters  and 
half  dollars  pretty  soon  so  the  kids  can 
go  to  the  movies  to  follow  their  beloved 
hero.  Columbia  Pictures  has  com- 

pleted   arrangements    to    serialize    the 

adventures  of  "Superman." *  *  * 
It  never  bothered  us  awfully  much, 

because  we  always  figured  that  kids  as 
smart  as  the  Quiz  Kids  could  also  be 
smart  about  handling  all  the  money  they 
earned  on  the  program.  But  it  is  good 
to  know  that,  smart  or  not,  the  law 
protects  minors  and  their  money.  Seems 

Judge  John  F.  O'Connell  of  the  Probate 
Court  of  Cook  County,  111.,  has  jurisdic- 

tion over  the  incomes  of  the  Quiz  Kids 
and  that  their  parents  are  appointed  by 
the  court  as  their  guardians.  Which 
would  appear  pretty  sensible,  consider- 

ing that  these  "guardians"  must  have 
been  well  equipped  for  their  jobs,  hav- 

ing turned  out  that  brainy  material.. *  *  * 
We  never  stop  marveling  at  the 

inventiveness  of  sound  effects  men. 
True,  they  have  a  million  standard 
gadgets  to  make  all  the  usual  sounds 
that  one  can  expect  to  hear  on  the 
radio.  But  when,  for  instance,  a  script 
calls  for  the  sound  of  a  tulip  suddenly 
bursting  into  bloom — what  would  you 
do?  Walter  Gustafson  solved  the 
problem  of  making  that  sound — one, 
which,  by  the  way,  no  one  has  ever 
heard — by  puckering  his  lips  and  emit- 

ting a  very  soft  "Puh,"  when  the  cue came.  Another  time  he  was  called  on 
for  the  macabre  sound  effect  of  a  head 
being  cut  off  by  a  guillotine  and  drop- 

ping into  a  basket.  Walter  had  to  pre- 
pare ahead  of  time  for  that.  He  soaked 

some  rags  in  water  and  then  filled  the 
rags  with  wood  chips.  He  crushed  the 
rags  together  to  imitate  a  guillotine  cut- 

ting and  then  dropped  a  cantaloupe  into 
a  basket. 

STUFF  AND  GOSSIP  .  .  .  Nila  Mack's 
Let's  Pretend  program  is  sixteen  years 
old  and  still  going  strong  .  .  .  Jack  Smith 
has  switched  from  Majestic  Records  to 
the  now  fast-rising  Capitol  outfit.  His 
new  type  discs  are  swell  .  .  .  Vanessa 
Brown  is  a  former  Quiz  Kid  who's  made 

Roy  Rogers  now  rides  through 
his  own  all-western  variety 

program,    Saturdays    on    NBC. 

When  mimic  Arthur  Davis  does  his 

"take-off"  of  Joan  Davis,  he  uses 
tricks    Joan    herself    taught    him. 

good  as  a  grown-up.  She's  working 
for  Republic  Pictures,  her  first  a  tech- 

nicolor job  .  .  .  Remember  the  chiller- 
diller  about  the  wife  who  is  sure  she's 
going  to  be  killed  and  tries  to  get  help 
over  the  telephone.  Suspense  show 
carried  it  four  times,  with  Agnes  Moore- 
head  doing  a  bang-up  job.  You  can 
get  a, recording  of  that  show  now  at 
most  music  store  counters  .  .  .  They're 
remaking  "Tugboat  Annie"  out  Holly- wood way  and  Burl  Ives  is  probably 
going  to  play  the  male  lead  .  .  .  Lionet 
Barrymore,  we  hear,  is  composing  the 
incidental  music  on  his  Mayor  of  the 
Town  show  .  .  .  Enough  of  stuff,  now. 
A  Merry  Christmas  to  you  all — good 
holidays  and  a  good  year  to  ̂ me  and 
all  the  good  things  in  the  world. 

Animal-fancier  is  Edith  Arnold, 

heard  on  CBS's  Crime  Doc- 
tor   (Sundays    at   8:30    EST). 



Young  Man 
in 

White 

You  may  call  him  an  "in- 
terne," but  in  name  and 

in  fact  he's  every  inch  a 
doctor. 

rie  has  his  textbook  ed- 

ucation ...  his  doctor's 
degree.  But,  in  return  for 
the  privilege  of  working 

side  by  side  with  the  mas- 
ters of  his  professior^,  he 

will  spend  a  year— more 
likely  two— as  an  active 
member  of  a  hospital  staff. 

riis  hours  are  long  and 
arduous  . . .  his  duties  ex- 

acting. But  when  he  final- 
ly hangs  out  his  coveted 

shingle  in  private  practice 
he  will  be  a  doctor  with 

experience! 

y4ccorc/mgfo  a  recent A^atio/imc^e  suri^ey- 

More  Doctors  smoke  Camels 
THAN  mi  other  cigarette 

YOUR  "T-ZONE"  WILL  TELL  YOU 

T  for  Taste . . . 
T for  Throat 

. . .  that's  your 
proving  ground 
for  any  cigarette. 
See  if  Camels 

don't  suit  /our         ̂  
"T-Zone" to 

a  "T." 

R    J.  Reynolds 
Tobacco  Company, 

WlDiton-Salem,  N.  0. 

•  The  makers  of  Camels  take  an  understand- 

able pride  in  the  results  of  a  nationwide  survey 

among  113,597  doctors  by  three  leading  inde- 
pendent research  organizations. 

When  queried  about  the  cigarette  they  them- 
selves smoked,  the  brand  named  most  by  the 

doctors  was  . . .  Camel. 

Like  you,  doctors  smoke  for  pleasure.  The  rich, 

full  flavor  and  cool  mildness  of  Camels  are  just 

as  appealing  to  them  as  to  you. 

Camels Costlier 
Tbiaccos 



TONIGHT  IN 

HOLLYWOOD... 

after   a   10-liour   cross- 
country flight,  glamorous  \., 

Jackie  Michel  looks  lier  love-  '^[ 
liest.  "Even  this  hair-do  of  formal          *  I 
curls  is  no  trick  to  arrange,"  she  ?ays, 
"for  Drene  Shampoo  with  Hair  Conditioning 
action  leaves  my  hair  so  smooth  and  manageable." 

THIS MORNING  , 

IN  NEW  YORK 

.  .  .  Jackie  rolled 
her  hair  into  a  bun 

for  travel  convenience. 

"I  depend  on  Drene,"  she 

says,  "to  bring  out  the  lively  ' 
sparkle  of  my  hair."  Drene  is  not  a 

soap    shampoo  . . .  never    leaves    dulling 
on    Jiair    as    all    soaps    do. . . removes 

unsightly  d^Jd|u:ff  flakes  the  first  time  you  use  it. 

Breakfast  in  New  York  . .  .  dinner  in  Hol- 

lywood, dancing  among  the  stars  .  .  .  your 

h)vely,  lustrous  Drene-clean  hair  gleam- 
ing in  all  its  glory!  Let  Magazine  Cover 

Girl  and  Drene  Girl,  Jackie  Michel,  pre- 

vue  the  travel  thrills  of  the  new  air-age 

. .  .  and  the  beauty  thrills  that  can  be 

yours  when  you  use  Drene  Shampoo. 

"I'm  a  Drene  Girl,"  Jackie  says,  "because 

Drene  leaves  my  hair  radiant  —  alive  with 

all  its  natural  highlights  —  yet  always 

beautifully  behaved ! "  Yes,  Drene  Sham- 
poo with  Hair  Conditioning  action  reveals 

up  to  33%  more  lustre  than  any  soap  or 

soap  shampoo.  No  other  shampoo  leaves 

hair  more  lustrous,  yet  so  easy  to  manage. 

U^^^iCj 

ampoo  Mrith Hair  Conditioning 
Acrfion 



1-EMOTIONAl    MATURITY 

Radio  Mirror  -presents  the  first  of  a  series  of 
articles  in  which  Mr.  Anthony  will  discuss  the  prob- 

lems of  modem  marriage,  anJi  give  his  views  on  the 
building  of  successful  relationships. 

II  or  so  long  ago,  divorce  carried  with  it  a  cer- 
II  tain  social  stigma.  Today,  very  few  divorced 
couples  are  faced  with  any  degree  of  ostracism 

or  criticism.  In  fact,  today,  divorce  is  accepted 
as  a  solution  for  many  marital  problems.  If  one 

marriage  doesn't  work  out,  you  get  a  divorce 
and  try  again. 

As  far  as  I  can  see,  tinless  the  basic  causes 
for  failiure  in  the  personalities  of  the  partners 
in  an  luisuccessful  marriage  are  tmcovered  and 
cured,  a  divorce  is  no  solution  for  either  of 

them.  They  wiU  take  their  weaknesses  and  fail- 
ures with  them,  right  into  their  subsequent 

marriages,  and  the  whole  thing  will  repeat  itself. 
Add  to  this  the  fact  that  one  faUure  at  marriage 
always  leaves  behind  it  a  sense  of  insecurity  and 

insufficiency — ^failure  at  anything  always  does 
that — ^which  can  do  much  to  hamper  the  free 
spirit  of  give  and  take  that  is  so  necessary  in 
a  healthy  and  happy  marriage. 

Go  through  the  statistics  of  our  rising  divorce 

rate.  You'll  find  many  reasons  given  for  divorce 
— ^infidelity,  incompatibility,  mental  cruelty,  nag- 

ging, excessive  demands,  lack  of  support.  It  is 
my  belief  that  none  of  these  reasons  is  the  basic 

cause  for  marital  difficulties,  but  they  are  ob- 
vious symptoms  through  which  the  real  cause 

manifests  itself. 

In  my  experience,  the  most  prevalent  cause 
for  divorce  is  immaturity.  That  seems  like  a 

contradiction.  After  all,  in  most  states  you  have 
to  reach  your  majority  before  the  laws  permit 
you  to  marry.  But  your  age  in  years  and  your 

age  in  emotional  growth  can  be  two  very  differ- 

ent things,  a  discrepancy  which  can  cause  trouble. 
Many  marriages  A^{hich  go  on  the  rocks  covdd 

be  saved,  if  the  people  concerned  were  mature 
enough  to  understand  and  appreciate  what  a 

good  marriage  means.  But  too  many  young  peo- 
ple bring  to  marriage  an  adolescent  attitude  that 

dooms  them  to  failure.  Hieir  heads  are  full  of 

the  romantic  notion  that  love  is  a  constantly 

singing  thing  that  sweeps  you  off  your  feet  and 
keeps  you  floating  on  a  pink  cloud  forever  after. 

They  enter  a  marriage  with  this  feeling — and  it  is 
right  that  it  should  exist  at  that  stage  of  the  game 

— ^but,  when  it  begins  to  wear  off,  they  are  disap- 
pointed, disillusioned,  unhappy. 

Too  many  young  husbands  who  are  charged 

with  infidelity — ^and,  of  course,  they  are  imfaith- 
ful — are  just  seeking  frantically,  with  one  woman 
after  another,  to  live  over  and  over  this  first 

stage.    The  same  goes  for  many  women. 
Like  everything  else,  love  goes  through  various 

stages  of  growth — and  marriage  is  the  open,  proud 
expression  of  love.  I^st  there  is  the  romantic 
stage  described  above.  It  is  a  fine  and  wonderful 

emotion,  a  mixture  of  awe,  physical  desire,  wild 
fancies  and  illusions.  This  kind  of  love  lasts,  or 

should  last,  during  the  courtship  and  through  the 
first  months  of  marriage.  (Continued  on  page 89) 

By  JOHN  J. 
ANTHONY 

Listen  to  John  J.  Anthony 

every  Monday  through 

Friday  at  1:45  P.M.  EST, 
on  the  Mntual  Network. 19 
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Joyce  Jordan  wanted  her  friends  to  make  a  place  in  their 

hearts  for  a  young  refugee.    She  didn't  expect  a  miracle 

I  CERTAINLY  don't  intend  to  preach  a  sermon,  telling  you 
this  story,  but  every  year,   when   Christmas   rolls   around 
again,  I  think  what  a  wonderful  world  this  would  be  if 

everyone  really  Hved  according  to  that  simple  phrase — love 

one  another.  It  can  be  done — I  know;  I've  seen  it  happen.  I 

saw  anger  and  pride  go  out  of  a  woman's  heart,  to  be  replaced 
by  love  and  understanding.  And  I  saw  the  look  of  peace  and 

joy  that  came  into  her  eyes  when  it  happened.  Maybe  it  was 
only  fitting  that  it  was  on  Christmas  that  I  saw  this  woman 
finally  accept  the  precepts  that  for  so  many  years  she  had 

only  professed.  But  if  Christmas  can  do  things  like  that  for 

people,  I  wish  every  day  were  Christmas! 
Let  me  tell  you  about  it.  It  aU  started  in  the  fall.  I  was 

comfortably  settled  in  my  own  living  room  that  day,  idly  think- 
ing, as  I  recall  it  now,  how  pleasant,  how  peaceful  it  was  to  be 

Dr.  Joyce  Jordan  of  Centerfield.  Thinking  how  satisfactory  and 

rewarding  a  business  it  was  to  be  a  doctor — especially,  I  told 

myself,  a  woman  doctor — in  a  small  town  where  life  goes  its 
even  way.  The  telephone  rang,  and  I  went  to  answer  it,  sud- 

denly alert,  as  I  always  am  when  the  telephone  rings,  for  to 

me — to  any  doctor — ^it  is  more  often  than  not  the  prelude  to  a 
cry  for  help.  And  that  is  what  the  summons  was,  this  time, 

although  I  didn't  recognize  it  as  such,  at  first. 
It  was  Miss  Whittaker,  the  7th  Grade  teacher  in  Centerfield, 

and  one  of  my  oldest  and  best  friends,  (Continued  on  page  62) 

B JOYCE         JORDAN 

Joyce  Jordan  is  heard  Monday  through  Friday  at  10:45  A.M.  EST, 
on  NBC.   Joyce  Jordan,  at  the  window,  is  played  by  Betty  Winkler. 
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Joyce  Jordan  wanted  her  frU-nds  U>  make  a  plact-  in  their 

hearts  for  a  yonng  refugee.   Slie  ilidn't  expeet  a  miracle 

1  CERTAINLY  don't  intend  to  preach  a  sermon,  telling  you 
this  story,  but  every  year,  when  Christmas  rolls  around 

again,  I  think  what  a  wonderful  world  this  would  be  it 

everyone  really  lived  according  to  that  simple  phrase— lone 

one  another.  It  can  be  done— I  Imow;  I've  seen  it  happen.  I 

saw  anger  and  pride  go  out  of  a  woman's  heart,  to  be  replaced 
by  love  and  understanding.  And  I  saw  the  look  of  peace  and 

joy  that  came  into  her  eyes  when  it  happened.  Maybe  it  was 

only  fitUng  that  it  was  on  Christmas  that  I  saw  this  woman 

finally  accept  the  precepts  that  for  so  many  years  she  had 

only  professed.  But  if  Christmas  can  do  things  like  that  f
or 

people,  I  wish  every  day  were  Christmas! 
Let  me  teU  you  about  it.  It  all  started  in  the  fall.  I  wa

s 

comfortably  settled  in  my  own  living  room  that  day,  idl
y  think- 

ing as  I  recall  it  now,  how  pleasant,  how  peaceful  it  was  to
  be 

Dr' Joyce  Jordan  of  Centerfield.  Thinking  how  satisfactory  
and 

rewarding  a  business  it  was  to  be  a  doctor-cspeci
oUy,  I  told 

myself,  a  woman  doclor-in  a  small  town  wher
e  life  goes  M 

even  way.  The  telephone  rang,  and  I  went  t
o  answer  it,  sud- 

denly alert,  as  I  always  am  when  the  telephone  rin
gs,  for  to 

me-to  any  doctor-it  is  more  often  than  not  the
  prelude  to  a 

c,7  for  help.  And  that  is  what  the  summons 
 was,  this  Ume. 

although  1  didn't  recognize  it  as  such,  at 
 first. 

It  was  Miss  Whittaker,  the  7th  Grade  teac
her  m  Centcrneld 

and  one  of  my  oldest  and  best  friends,  (Con
tinued  <m  pafle  62) 
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By  B1.\G  CROSBY 

HAVING  always  clocked  in  as  a  crooner 

who  just  goes  along  singin'  whatever 

comes  naturally,  I've  never  thought  I 
should  sing  a  sacred  song  like  "Silent  Night". 
It's  a  little  out  of  my  league. 

But  once  in  one  of  my  braver  moments  I 
took  a  flyer  on  it.  And  because  folks  have  a 

habit  of  being  highly  charitable  at  Christmas 

time,  you  let  me  get  away  with  it.  The  same 

reason  that  I've  been  getting  away  with  it 
ever  since,  no  doubt. 

I  guess  the  answer  to  that  is  that  in 

addition  to  being  a  religious  song  com- 

memorating a  very  sacred  occasion,  "Silent 
Night"  is  as  much  a  peirt  of  musical  Amer- 

icana as  is  "Sweet  Adeline"  or  "Auld  Lang 

Syne".  Just  let  somebody  give  the  pitch  and 
the  rest  of  the  family  all  climb  aboard.  From 

there  on  it's  every  man  for  himself.  If  you 
go  off-key  or  don't  wind  up  together  no- 

body minds.  You  step  back  as  proud  of 

yourselves  as  tiiough  you'd  copped  off  first 
honors  at  the  Met.  Chances  are  you'll  sing 
five  or  six  choruses,  so  everybody  can  have 
a  crack  at  the  tenor  anyway. 

We  all  own  a  piece  of  "Silent  Night".  And 
the  dividends  it  kicks  back  to  us  whenever 

we  hear  or  sing  it  connect  with  something 

that's  happened  in  the  past.  It's  the  sjune  all 
over.  Whether  you're  in  Hollywood,  Keo- 

kuk or  Amarillo,  or  sitting  beside  a  pickle 
barrel  with  a  wreath  around  it  in  a  country 

store.  It  takes  you  back  to  a  sad  Christmas. 
Or  a  good  one.  The  time  you  played  a  bit 
in  the  Christmas  school  play.  The  important 

occasion  of  trimming  Junior's  first  tree. 
Christmas  Eve  in  a  thatched  church  in  the 

South  Pacific,  the  eerie  chant  of  natives' 
voices  trying  "Silent  Night."  An  Occupa- 

tion troop  standing  duty  in  Frankfurt  lis- 
tens to  a  record  in  the  Red  Cross  club  and 

wonders  what  the  gang's  ail  doing  back honie. 

For  the  most  part,  I  think  it  takes  us  back 
to  our  childhood.  The  yesirs  fall  away  ...  in 

some  cases  a  pretty  steep  drop  .  .  .  and  we're 
kids  again.  We  get  a  kick  out  of  remember- 

ing the  Christmases  we  had  then. 

"Silent  Night"  always  rings  that  kind  of 
a  bell  with  me.  Takes  me  back  to  those  days 

when  I  was  just  a  little  groaner  back  in 

Spokane. We  lived  in  a  sturdy  brown  house  in  a 
fuU  Irish  neighborhood  where  you  could 

pass  the  blarney  around  with  folks  like  the 
Hardigans,  Sweeneys,  the  Kellys,  and  my 
good  friend,  Father  Frank  Corkey,  who  is 
president  of  Gonzaga  University  now.  There 
was  a  sleeping  porch  that  the  Brothers 

Crosby  usually  scrapped  for.  A  big  kitchen 
with  a  table  and  benches  on  each  side  of  it, 
where  we  took  pride  in  ladling  out  our  own 
hot  breakfast  mush.  It  was  an  old  family 

custom  to  get  your  own  breakfast.  Mother 
was  always  busy  commanding  the  whole 

morning  layout,  calling  signals  upstairs  get- 
ting us  all  ready  for  the  big  push  to  school. 

There  was  a  large  living  room  where  we 
held  our  Sunday  night  sessions,  rolled  up 

all  the  rugs,  and   {(Zcmtxnued  on  page  87) 

The  Bing  Crosby  Program  is  heard  on  ABC  stations  Wednesday  at  10  PM.  EST.,  at  9  PM.  CST,  MST,  PST 





SUIiat  Silent  Tli^litnTleans  to^^ 
W^  j/"^///  (UMZ/'Jl -a  fe  a,^y,,^  „„   //^^  Jg^  ̂^  X  ̂ ^^^^ 

B)  BUd  IHOSItV 

•*'.   it  "^ 

HAVING  always  clocked  in  as  a  crooner who  just  goes   along   singin'   whatever 
comes   naturally,   I've   never   thought   I 

should  sing  a  sacred  song  like  "Silent  Night". It's  a  little  out  of  my  league. 
But  once  in  one  of  my  braver  moments  I 

took  a  flyer  on  it.  And  because  folks  have  a 
habit  of  being  highly  charitable  at  Christmas 
time,  you  let  me  get  away  with  it.  The  same 
reason  that  I've  been  getting  away  with  it ever  since,  no  doubt. 

I  guess  the  answer  to  that  is  that  in 
addition  to  being  a  religious  song  com- 

memorating a  very  sacred  occasion,  "Silent 
Night"  is  as  much  a  part  of  musical  Amer- 

icana as  is  "Sweet  Adeline"  or  "Auld  Lang 
Syne".  Just  let  somebody  give  the  pitch  and 
the  rest  of  the  family  all  climb  aboard.  From 
there  on  it's  every  man  for  himself,  If  you 
go  off-key  or  don't  wind  up  together  no- 

body minds.  You  step  back  as  proud  of 
yourselves  as  though  you'd  copped  off  first 
honors  at  the  Met.  Chances  are  you'll  sing 
five  or  six  choruses,  so  everybody  can  have 
a  crack  at  the  tenor  anyway. 

We  all  own  a  piece  of  "Silent  Night".  And the  dividends  it  kicks  back  to  us  whenever 
we  hear  or  sing  it  connect  with  something 
that's  happened  in  the  past  It's  the  same  all 
over.  Whether  you're  in  Hollywood,  Keo- 

kuk or  Amarillo,  or  sitting  beside  a  pickle 
barrel  with  a  wreath  around  it  in  a  country 
store.  It  takes  you  back  to  a  sad  Christmas. 

Or  a  good  one.  The  time  you  played  a  bit 
in  the  Christmas  school  play.  The  important 

occasion  of  trimming  Junior's  first  tree. 
Christmas  Eve  in  a  thatched  church  in  the 
South  Pacific,  the  eerie  chant  of  natives' 
voices  trying  "Silent  Night."  An  Occupa- 
Uon  Uoop  standing  duty  in  Frankfurt  lis- 

tens to  a  record  in  the  Red  Cross  club  and 
wonders  what  the  gang's  all  doing  back 
home. 

For  the  most  part,  I  think  it  Ukes  us  back 
to  our  childhood.  The  years  fall  away  ...  in 
some  cases  a  pretty  steep  drop  ...  and  we're 
kids  again.  We  get  a  kick  out  of  remember- 

ing the  Chrislmases  we  had  then. 
"Silent  Night"  always  rings  that  kind  of 

a  bell  with  me.  Takes  me  back  to  those  days 
when  I  was  just  a  litUe  groaner  back  in 

Spokane. We  lived  in  a  sturdy  brown  house  in  a 
full  Irish  neighborhood  where  you  could 
pass  the  blarney  around  with  folks  like  the 
Hardigans,  Sweeneys,  the  Kcllys,  and  my 
good  friend.  Father  Frank  Corkcy,  who  is 
president  of  Gonzaga  University  now.  There 
was  a  sleeping  porch  that  the  Brothers 
Crosby  usually  scrapped  for.  A  big  kitchen 
with  a  table  and  benches  on  each  side  of  it, 
where  we  took  pride  in  ladling  out  our  own 
hot  breakfast  mush.  It  was  an  old  family 
custom  to  get  your  own  breakfast  Mother 
was  always  busy  commanding  the  whole 
morning  layout  calling  signals  upstairs  gel- 
ting  us  all  ready  for  the  big  push  to  school. 
There  was  a  large  living  room  where  we 
held  our  Sunday  night  sessions,  rolled  up 
all  the  rugs,  and   (Continued  on  paae  87) 

Tht  Bing  Crosby  Program  u  heard  on  ABC  slaltons  Wednaday  at  10  PJU.  ESf,  at  9  PJH.  CST,  MST,  PST 
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The  story  of  a  family  whose  first  million  is  always  just  around  the  corner 

I 
BELLE  JONES  has  her  own  recipe  for  a  happy' marriage.  It's  simple:  it  just  consists  of  being  everything  her 

husband  isn't.  That  makes  her  practical,  down-to-earth,  with  modest  ambitions.  But,  being  Belle,  she's  also  sympa- 

thetic.  She  knew  when  she  married  Lorenzo  that  he  would  always  have  his  eye  on  the  moon,  and  she  likes  him  that  way. 

(  played  by  Lucille  Wall ) 24 
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LORENZO  JONES  if  a  dreamer.  That's  not  what  he  calls  it;  he'd  say  he  was  an  inventor,  a  psychologist,  and 
a  student  of  human  nature.  From  a  prosy,  practical  point  of  view,  you  mipht  call  him  a  mechanic:  he  works  as  one 

at  the  Barker  Garage.    But,  to  Lorenzb,  that's  merely  a    wayside  stop  on   the  road  to  more  startling  achievements. 
(played  by  Karl  Swenspn  I 

m 

25 



FRANCINE  PEABODY,  having  married 
Henry  Thayer,  finds  that  she  can  no 
longer  spend  her  considerable  income  as 
she  will— not  with  cautious  Henry  at  the 

head  of  the  household.  Henry's  maxims 
encouraging  thrift  are  directed  alter- 

nately against  his  wife  and  Lorenzo, 
(played  by  Irene  Hubbard) 

ABBY  MATSON,  Belle's  niece,  has  learned 
a  thing  or  two  from  her  aunt  about  how  to 

be  happy  though  your  husband  is  an  imprac- 
tical visionary.  For  SANDY  MATSON  calls 

Lorenzo  "Mr.  Jones",  and  thinks  of  him  as 
approximately  the  most  extraordinary  man 

in  the  world.  There  are  few  of  Lorenzo's 
contraptions  that  do  not  earn  from  Sandy 

complete,  absorbed  attention  and  a  breath- 
lessly admiring  "Terrific,  Mr.  Jones!" 

(played  by  Jean  McCoy,  Joe  Julian) 

JIM  BARKER,  Lorenzo's  employer,  has 
troubles  with  Lorenzo  that  outweigh  his 
prdblems  at  the  garage.  Why  he  continues 
to  invest  in  Lorenzo's  schemes,  nobody  who 
has  heard  Jim  tear  them  apart  will  ever 
know — ^because  his  criticisms  are  always 
right,  and  he  never  gets  his  money  back, 

(played   by  Frank   Behrens) 



IRMA  BARKER,  Jim's  wife,  is  a 

good  friend  of  Belle's,  but  if she  always  told  Lorenzo  what  she 
thought  of  him  there  would  be 

trouble.  However,  she's  not  so  for- bearing with  Jim,  who  frequently 
comes  to"  Lorenzo  for  advice, 

(played  by  Mary  Wickes) 

CLARENCE  MUGGINS,  local  indus- 
trialist, has  done  business  with 

Lorenzo*  Bluff,  hearty — and  hope- 
ful— Clarence  is  one  who  will  not 

laugh  at  Lorenzo.  Anyone  who  gets 
ideas  at  all,  says  Clarence,  is 
liable  to  get  a  good  one  some  day. 

(played   by  Roland  Winters) 

Conceived  and  produced  by  Frank  and 

Anne  Hummert,  Lorenzo  Jones  is  heard 

Monday  throogh  Fnday  on  NBC,  4:30  EST. 

. 
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FIlANCINf:  PEAnODY.  hnvinn  morrlcd 
llriiiy  Tlinyer,  finiU  ihol  »hr  can  no 
lonRcr  •jicnj  hir  conKidrrflblft  income  u 
llio  will— nol  with  cjiulioui  Henry  b1  iho 

heorl  oi  the  lioiinohold.  Hcnry'i  mn«im> 

oncourniiinii  ihrih  nrc  directed  oiler- 

nnloly  ouninut  lil«  wife  nnd  Loronio. 
(ploynd  by  Irene  Hubbord) 

Irouhir.  It 
hi<ii»|  «- 

(lOoyil 

•nlW 

ABBY  MATSON,  Belle's  niece,  has  learned 
a  thing  or  two  from  her  aunt  about  how  to 

be  happy  though  your  husband  is  an  imprac- 
licfll  visionary.  For  SANDY  MATSON  calls 
Lorenzo  "Mr.  Jonca",  and  thinks  of  him  as 
npproximaI<'ly  thi:  most  extraordinary  man 

in  the  world.  There  are  few  of  Lorenzo's 
ronlraptions  that  do  not  earn  from  Sandy 
complete,  absorbed  attention  and  a  breathj 

Icssly  admirine  "Terrific,  Mr.  Joncsl" (played  by  Jean  McCoy,  Joe  Julian) 

JIM  BARKER.  Lorenzo's  employer,  has 
troubles  with  Lorenzo  that  outweigh  his 

problems  ul  the  garage.  Why  he  continues 
lo  invest  in  Lorenzo's  schemes,  nobody  who 
has  heard  Jim  tear  them  apart  will  ever 
know — because  his  criticisms  are  always 

rijiht,  and  he  never  gets  his  money  back. 
(played   by   Frank   Behrens) 

CLARENCE  MUGGINS,  local  indus- 
trialist, has  done  business  wiih 

Lorenzo.  Bluff,  hearty— and  hope- ful— Clarence  Ls  one  who  will  nol 

lauph  at  Lorenzo.  Anyone  who  gets 
ideas  at  all,  says  Clarence,  is 
liable  lo  get  a  good  one  some  day. 

(played    by    Roland    Winters) 

Conceived  ind  produced  by  Frank  aad 

Anne  Humniart,  Lorcosa  Jonea  ii  heard 

MoDday  throalb  Pridav  oa  NBC,  4  JO  EST. 
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By  UICE  HEIOEART  TRENilYM 

THE  story  of  how  Les  Tremayne  and  I  met 
eind  married  is  a  zany  but  a  merry  one. 

And  our  marriage,  which  is  now  almost 

a  year  old,  is  equally  merry — and  equally 
zany.  Somehow  we  manage  to  have  the 
fullest  Uves  of  anyone  I  know  (in  the  smallest 

space — a  one-room  apartment!),  and  it 

promises  to  be  even  ftdler.  It's  even  re- 
sulted in  a  husband-wife  radio  show,  Ab- 

bott Mysteries,  in  which  I  play  Jean  Abbott 
and  Les  plays  Pat  Abbott.  And,  of  course, 

I'm  still  Chichi  in  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful, 
as  I  have  been  for  eight  years  now. 

But  let  me  begin  with  the  beginning.  I 
first  met  Les  two  years  ago,  right  here  in  my 

one-room  apartment  which  is  now  our  very 
crowded  mutual  home,  thanks  to  the  housing 

shortage.  A  friend  brought  him  to  call,  -and 
all  I  knew  ahead  of  time  about  him  was  that 

he  was  from  Chicago  and  had  been  in  radio 

as  long  as  I  had.  He'd  been  the  leading  man 
ft  First  Nighter  for  seven  years,  the  leading 

man  in  Grand  Hotel  for  five  years,  a  co-star 
with  Bob  Crosby  two  years  on  the  Old  Gold 

show,  and  Bob  in  Betty  and  Bob  for  four 

years.  But  I  didn't  have  the  faintest  idea 
he'd  turn  out  to  be  my  leading  man,  at  all! 

At  first  sight  I  liked  him.  To  thumbnail- 

sketch  him,  he  looks  like  the  hero  of  a  draw- 

ing room  comedy.  He's  sophisticated  look- 
ing, with  Ught  brown  hair,  blue  eyes,  a 

moustache,  and  he's  tall  and  slim,  with  big 
shoulders.  He  said  later-  that  he  liked  short, 
slim  brunettes  Uke  me  just  as  well  as  I  liked 
him.  But  at  the  time  neither  of  us  mentioned 

appearances. 
He  looked  around  my  apartment  for  clues 

as  to  what  I  was  like,  and  he  found  lots  of 

them.  My  grand  piano  had  the  star  position 
in  the  big  room,  and  my  walls  are  hvmg  with 
pictures  brought  back  to  me  by  friends  from 

Bali,  Japan,  China,  Mexico,  England,  Ger- 
many. On  one  table  I  have  a  marble  cos- 

metic jar  from  Cleopatra's  tomb.  And  my 
fox  terrier  "Weaf"  was  asleep  as  usual  on 
the  hving  room  couch.  Also  (though  I  hate 

to  admit  this!)  my  garden  hose  was  still 
strung  through  the  living  room,  begimiing  in 

the  bathroom  and  ending — via  the  living 
room  window — in  my  httle  terrace  garden! 
Even  in  New  York,  gardeners  must  garden. 
Furthermore,  I  was  in  the  middle  of  knitting 

a  baby  sweater  for  a  friend's  child — ^I'm  al- 
ways knitting  something. 

All  of  this  he  noticed — ^but  then,  oddly 
enough,  we  were  off  on  a  discussion  of  art 
and  music.  We  found  out  that  both  of  us 

were  museum  prowlers,  art  gallery  addicts, 

^/le  mem  m(it  a/>eA  wM.  mi^  iwrnri'  ̂   m6me  f4 

not  (H(4 —  a  n£{ir^=w€i/Mmjia  Iook  a/  fmo  Ae^^Afe  in  Icme 
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and  symphony  lovers.  So  that  was 
the  basis  on  which  he  asked  me  on 

a  first  date.  It  was  very  soon 

after  we  met — and  it  was  typical  of 

the  two  of  us.  "How'd  you  like  to 
go  up  to  the  museum  at  125th 

Street?"  he  suggested. 
I  said  yes.  The  first  thing  I  did 

the  .day  of  our  date  was  make  a 

beauty  shop  appointment — ^I  wanted 
to  look  my  best  for  him.  When  he 

phoned  to  arrange  where  we'd  meet, 
I  asked  him  to  meet  me  on  a  street 

corner  near  my  beauty  shop,  at 

three-thirty  in  the  afternoon.  He 

agreed. 

IITEILL,  at  three-thirty  I  emerged 

"from  the  beauty  shop,  shining 
with  grooming — ■!  had  carefully  put 
on  fresh  make-up,  and  my  nails 
were  manicured  and  my  hair  waved 

to  perfection.  I  walked  to  the  ap- 
pointed street  corner  and  began 

waiting  for  him.  I  didn't  yet  know 
that  he's  invariably  late  to  every- 

thing! While  I  was  waiting,  the 
New  York  weather  played  one  of 
its  famous  tricks  .  .  .  one  minute 

the  skies  were  bright,  the  next  they 

were    inky    black — and    then    came 

the  deluge — and  no  shelter  in  view! 
By  the  time  Les  arrived,  I  looked 

exactly  like  a  drowned  puppy.  Any 

traces  of  my  newly-acquired  beauty 
had  been  washed  down  the  nearest 
street  drain.  I  looked  out  through 

straggling,  wet  hair  from  a  water- 
soaked  face,  and  saw  him  ruiming  up 

the  street,  equally  drenched. 

Well,  even  though  our  shoes 
squoshed  every  time  we  took  a  step, 
we  went  through  the  downpour  up 

to  that  museum,  and  all  through  it. 

I  don't  think  either  of  us  really 
knew  how  wet  we  were  untU  we 

came  out  again.  Then  both  of  us 
sneezed  at  once,  emd  I  suggested  we 

repair  to  the  fireplace  at  my  apart- 
ment— ^which  we  did.  And  we 

talked,  over  a  delicious  dinner  my 

maid  Mary  Herman  got  us,  imtil 
ahnost  dawn.  Why  not?  There 

were  two  things  to  talk  about — 
each  other. 

I  learned  that  he  had  been  bom  in 

London,  and  that  his  mother  was  at 
that  time  a  British  actress  named 

Dolly  Tremayne.  He  had  acted  in 
ElngUsh  movies  until  he  was  four 
and  a  half  years  old.  Then  he  had 
lived  in  Oklahoma,  and  then  Chicago. 

^um£^y<ifna/n  ,^rsfmiune 

I  discovered  that  he  came  from  a 

sizable  family — he  has  a  brother  who 
runs  a  restaurant  in  Chicago;  a  sis- 

ter who  works  in  an  art  shop  in  San 

Francisco;  and  a  father  who  is  an 

electrical  engineer  wherever  needed. 

And,  of  course,  he  told  me  all  about 

his  highly  successful  radio  career — 
and  his  hopes  that  here  in  New  York 
he  could  change  over  to  the  theater. 
And  he  learned  that  I  came  from 

San  Francisco,  Cahfomia — ^and  that 
I  had  been  two  odious  things:  an 

only  child,  and  a  child  prodigy!  Yes, 
I  was  one  of  those  precocious 
twelve-year-old  concert  pianists;  I 

had  even  gone  to  Europe  to  live  and 

study  music  in  1924,  and  again  in 
1930.  I  moved  to  ̂ ew  York  follow- 

ing that  last  trip  and  gave  up  my 
music  in  favor  of  acting  in  many 

Broadway  plays,  several  movies,  and 
dozens  of  radio  shows.  At  various 
times  I  have  owned  a  number  of 

radio  shows,  too.  And  we  had 
something  else  in  common,  besides 

our  acting."  Each  of  us  had  had  a 

marriage  that  hadn't  worked  out. 
That  was  our  first  date,  and  we 

saw  each  other  steadily  from  then 

on.     We  saw  plays,  we  heard  con- 
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certs,  we  visited  every  museum,  and 
we  ate — how  we  ate!  We  ate  Mexi- 

can food  at  the  Mexican  Garden  in 

the  Village,  Tiirkish  food  at  the 

Golden  Horn,  Chinese  food  at 

Lum  Fung's  or  the  House  of 
Chan.  But  most  of  all  we  ate  daily 

roast  beef  at  Toots  Shor's  Restau- 
rant— and  once  in  a  while  we  danced 

at  the  Stork  Club. 

It  was  after  I'd  known  him  several 
months,  but  neither  of  us  had 

dreamed  of  marriage,  that  my 
mother  and  I  went  of?  on  my  annual 
two -weeks  vacation  to  Mexico. 

While  I  was  gone,  my  maid  Mary 
took  her  vacation  too,  so  Les  had 

promised  to  come  over  daily  and 
water  my  precious  terrace  garden. 
I  will  never  forget  my  return,  which 

was  about  eleven  in  the  morning. 

My  mother  and  I  got  off  the  plane, 
took  a  taxi  to  my  apartment,  opened 

the  door — and  there  was  Les,  wait- 
ing. 

And  he  hadn't  been  idle.  He'd  not 
only  watered  my  tiny  garden,  but 

he'd  painted  a  sign  for  it  and  posted 
it  over  the  flowers:  "Green  Thumb 

Reinheart  Botanical  Gardens,"  it 
said.  Most  of  aE,  he'd  collected  three 
presents  for  me  which  he  handed 

me  at  once.  One  was  a  gold  anklet 
which    I    never    take    off.      It    said 

"Chichi"  on  one  side  of  it,  ana 
"Love,  Les"  on  the  other.  The 
.other  two  presents  were  very  wel- 

come then  (during  shortages)  but 
nevertheless  made  me  laugh — they 
were  a  carton  of  cigarettes  and  a 
big  box  of  chewing  gum! 

I  had  presents  for  him,  too:  gold 
cufflinks  and  a  tie  pin  from  Mexico 

City.  Also,  because  I'm  a  sort  of 
shopping  service  for  my  friends  when 

I'm  in  Mexico,  I  had  brought  back  a 
serape  for  someone  else — ^by  order. 
But  when  Les  saw  it,  he  insisted  on 

keeping  it.  He  rushed  it  home, 
spread  it  on  his  bed,  and  ten  minutes 
later   his    (Continued   on  page  78) 

a^id  aaru&n£^  ^Jieinnea/yi  ca^^^md  oid  i}Aace  £m  nowie^  —  imnmom/ 

!'t.i^ 

.r^^^^al^ 2y^  am^ 
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CHRISTMAS   WISH 

Radio  Mirror's  Poem  of  «ie  Month 

May  you,  this  season,  find  your  happiness 

In  giving  more  than  getting,  for  if  ever 

There  were  receivers  one  may  cheer-and  bless 

With  gifts  the  time  is  now.    Though  it  was 
never 

More  blessed  to  receive  than  give,  today 
The  time  is  ripe  for  generosity 
As  it  has  seldom  been  before.    So  may 
You  kindle  Christmas-fires  across  the  sea. 

Or  put  a  Christmas  carol  into  hearts, 
Or  Christmas  bread  on  distant  tables  where 

They  would  not  dream  of  cake  and  jelly  tarts. 

Or  give  a  lovely  woolen  coat  to  wear. 
And  more, — and  find  your  Christmas  shining 

through 

Them,  brighter  than  in  gifts  that  come  to  you. 
— Elaine  V.  Emans 

Christmas  takes  first  place  on  these 

BRING  HOLLY  AND  MISTLETOE 

The  holly  is  a  heartening  tree; 

Its  blood-red  berries  glow 

To  cheer  the  path  of  Christmases 
Across  the  winter  snow. 

And  they  who  hang  the  holly  wreaths 

Against  the  window  pane 
Hold  fast  the  priceless  thread  of  joy 

As  Christmas  comes  again. 

But  mystic  is  the  memory 

Of  silvery  mistletoe, 

Recoiling  white-robed  Druids 
In  dim  forests  long  ago. 

And  they  who  fix  the  pole  green  branch 
Above  the  doorway,  seem 

To  walk  in  on  enchanted  wood. 

Still  following  a  dream. 

Each  Martha  brings  the  holly  wreath, 

Each  Mary,  mistletoe  .  .  . 
The  world  will  hove  both  bread  and  dreams 
While  Yuletides  come  ond  go. 

— B.  Y.  Williams 

RADIO  RHAPSODY  BY 
TRANSCRIPTION 

I  love  the  tunes  of  G.  Rossini, 
Bach  and  Mozart  and  Puccini; 
But  whereabouts,  in  fact  or  fiction. 
Can  you  find  this  guy,  Transcription? — Pauline  Saltman 

SOME  THINGS  WEAR  SUNLIGHT 
PROUDLY 

Some  things  wear  sunlight  proudly — ^hold it  high, 

Gather  it  dose,  and  find  it  warm  and 

good: Great,   lonely   peaks   stretched   up   agamst the  sky 

And  tall  trees,  rising  from  a  dim,  sweet 
wood. 

Some  things  wear  sunlight  briefly — ^let  it  go. 
As  though  to  fondle  it  were  secret  pain: 

Dewdrops  and  ripples^  These  will  lift  and 

glow In  instant  fire,  and  then  go  out  again. 

Some  hearts  wear  living  proudly:  length  of 

years Will  come  to  these,  and  they  will  garner 
much: 

Wisdom,  tranquility,  surcease  from  tears. 

Will  be  their  portion.    But  some  hearts 
will  touch 

Only  the  fringe  of  living,  and  will  break 

Swiftly  and  silently  for  beauty's  sake. — Helen  Frazee-Bowet 

RADIO   MIRROR  will  pay 

FIFTY  DOLLARS  each  month 

for  the  original  poem,  sent  in  by  a  reader,  se- 
lected by  Ted  Malone  as  the  best  of  that 

month's  poems  submitted  by  readers.  Five  dol- 
lars will  be  paid  for  each  other  original  poem 

submitted  and  printed  on  the  Between  the 

Bookends  page  in  Radio  Mirror.  Address  your 

poetry  to  Ted  Malone,  Radio  Mirror,  205  East 

42nd  Street,  New  York  17,  N.  Y.  Poetry  sob- 
mitted  should  be  limited  to  thirty  lines.  When 

postage  is  enclosed  every  efifort  will  be  made 
to  return  unused  manuscripts.  This  is  not  a 

contest,  but  an  offer  to"  purchase  poetry  for 
Radio  Mirror's  Between  the  Bookends  feature. 
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iges,  as  it  does  in  everyone's  heart  at  this  season 

MY  TRUE-LOVE  HATH  MY   HEART 

My  true-love  hath  my  heart,  and  I  have  his, 
By  just  exchange  one  for  the  other  given: 
I  hold  his  dear,  and  mine  he  cannot  miss; 
There  never  was  a  bargain  better  driven. 
His  heart  in  me  keeps  me  and  him  in  one, 
His   heart  in  me  his  thoughts  and  senses 

guides; 
He  loves  my  heart  for  once  it  was  his  own; 
I  cherish  his  because  in  me  it  abides. 
His  heart  his  wound  received  from  my  sight; 
My  heart  was  wounded  with  his  wounded 

heart; 

For  as  from  me  on  him  his  hurt  did  delight. 
So  still  metfaought  in  me  his  hurt  did  smart 
Both  equal  hurt,  in  this  change  sought  our bliss. 

My  true  love  hath  my  heart,  and  I  have  his. 
— ^WUliam  Shakespeare 

By  TED  mim 
Be  sure  to  listen  to  Ted 
Malone's  morning  program, 
Monday,  Wednesday,  Friday 
at    11:45    EST,    over   ABC. 

THE  SNOW-STORM 

Announced  by  all  the  trumpets  oi  the  sky. 

Arrives  the  snow,  and  driving  o'er  the  ii«Ids. 
Seems  nowhere  to  alight:  the  whited  <rir 
Hides   hills   and   woods,   the   river,   and   the 

heaven. 

And  veils  the  farm-house  at  the  goorden's  end. 
The  sled  and  traveller  stopped,  the  courier's feet 
Delayed,  all  fri^tds  shut  out,  the  hous^nates 

sit 

Around  the  radiant  fireplace,  enclosed 
In  a  tumultuous  privacy  of  st<»m. 

— ^Vmiiom  Shakespeare 

HE  SEES  THEM  WALKING  .  .  . 

He  sees  them  walking  slowly  by  this  stream. 
Their  brown  hands  holding  books  and  dioner- 

pail; They  are  awake  to  life;  they  do  not  dream  . .  . 
They  shout  to  wind;  they  mock  the  calling  quail 
With  laughter  ringing  through  the  thin  blue 

air  .  .  . 

As  each  runs  for  persimmon,  pawpaw  groves 
To  get  the  mellow  fruit  frost  ripened  there 
To  share  it  virith  the  rose-lipped  girl  he  loves 
Revives  the  old  man's  dreams  whose  memories 
Of  life  go  back  to  forty  years  and  more. 
When  coming  home  from  school  he  pillaged 

these 

Same  groves  for  the  lady  by  him  in  the  door 
Whose    hodr,   like    his,    is    white    as   moonlit 

snow  ... 
Each  mom  and  afternoon  they  watch  them 

pass. 
Remembering  youth  carefree  as  winds   that 

blow. 

And   steps   once   light   as   raindrops   on   the 
grass  .  .  . 

— Jesse  Stuart 

HE  MUST  HAVE  LAUGHED  ... 

He  must  have  laughed  when  Joseph  proudly 

placed  Him 
Against  a  door-jamb,  measuring  "how  tall;" He    must    have    laughed    along    with    other 

children 
Or  with  His  Mother  for  no  reason  at  all. 
He    must    have    laughed    when    one    of    His 

disciples 

Took  any  trifling  thing  too  seriously — 
And  I  am  sure  he  joked  with  troubled  Martha, 

Scolding  her  sister  there  in  Bethany — 
For  had  He  lacked  a  vital  sense  of  humor. 
How  had  He  been  the  Son  of  One  whose  mirth 
Created  tall  giraflFes  and  tiny  fireflies 
And  hid  bright  gems  so  deeply  in  dark  earth! 

— Violet  Alleyn  Storey 

AN  ANOB^T  PRAYER 

Give  me  a  good  digestion.  Lord,  and  also  something 
to  digest; 

Give  me  a  healthy  body.  Lord,  and  sense  to  keep  it 

at  its  best. 
Give  me  a  healthy  mind,  good  Lord,  to  keep  the 

good  and  pure  in  sight. 
Which,  seeing  sin,  is  not  appalled,  but  finds  a  way 

to  set  it  right. 

Give  me  a  mind  that  is  not  bound,  that  does  not 

whimper,  whine  or  sigh. 

Don't  let  me  worry  overmuch  about  the  fussy  thing 
called  I. 

Give  me  a  sense  of  humor.  Lord;  give  me  the  grace 
to  see  a  joke. 

To  get  some  happiness  from  life  and  pass  it  on  to 
other  folk. 

— Unknovni 
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THINGS  had  been  very  quiet  all 

day  at  Ltim  &  Abner's  Jot  'Em 
Down  Store  and  Library.  The 

party  line  phone  had  rung  three 

times  for  Mrs.  Ward,  down  the 
street,  but  the  first  two  times  it  had 

just  been  Mrs.  Ward's  eldest  daugh- 
ter, Annie  Miller,  asking  her  mother 

what  to  do  about  the  new  Miller 

baby's  habit  of  sucking  his  thumb. 

The  third  time,  Abner  didn't  even 
bother  to  listen  iii.  Lum  was  check- 

ing over  the  store's  stock  in  an  aim- 
less sort  of  way,  and  Abner  was 

thumbing  through  a  new  batch  of 

books  they'd  gotten  in  for  the  hbrary 
from  the  auction  up  at  the  old  Sum- 

ner place. 

"Here's  one  looks  pretty  good, 
Lum,"  he  announced,  holding  up  a 

brightly  colored  book.  "Still  got  the 
paper  cover  onto  it,  too.  Called 

'Sink  Or  Swim — Or,  Never  Too  Late 

To  Learn.'" 
"Uhuh,"  said  Lum  from  behind  a 

shelf.  "Who  wrote  it?" 

"How  do  I  know?  Oh,  yeah — ^it  says 
right  here.  Feller  by  the  name  of 

Alger — ^Horatio  Alger.  You  know 

him?" 
"I  heard  tell  of  him.  Pretty  good 

writer.  Likely  the  young  folks  will 

enjoy  the  book.  Put  it  out  in  front." 
"Yep,  I'll  do  that,"  said  Abner,  and 

went  on  sorting  books. 
It  was  about  that  time  that  the 

front  door  opened  and  a  yoimg  man 

walked  in,  a  little  uncertainly.  Ab- 
ner put  the  books  down  and  whis- 

pered hoarsely  to  Linn. 

"Psssst!  Lum!  Cash  customer!" 
Lum  hurriedly  made  a  check  mark 

Abner    (Norris  Goff)   and  Lum    (Chester  Lauck)    find  that  there's  not  mucH' 

story  written  especially  for  Radio  Mirror.    Lnm  'n'  Abner  are  heard  ever)  *« 
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They  couldn't  stay  out  of  a  love  a£Eair 

like  this  one:  not  when  Betty  and  Harry 

were  busy  making  a  sad  mess  of  their 

lives,  and  it  would  be  so  easy  to  help! 

y  can  really  do  for  two  stubborn  young  people  in  love,  in  this 
Jnday  through  Friday  at  8:00  P.M.  EST,  on  the  American  network. 

in  his  inventory  book,  indicating  that  the  store 

was  down  to  its  last  two  bags  of  rock  salt,  and 

joined  Abner  in  staring  at  the  newcomer.  Then 
he  straightened  up  and  began  to  smile. 

"By  grannies,  Abner,"  he  said,  "that  ain't  no 
customer — that's  Harry  Johnson,  home  from  ihe 

war.  How  you  doin',  Harry?" 
The  young  man's  handsome  face  brightened, 

and  he  stepped  toward  them  with  his  hand  out- 

stretched. "For  a  minute  there  I  was  afraid  you 
didn't  know  me,"  he  grirmed,  showing  a  dimple 

in  his  left  cheek.  "I'm  fine.  How're  you?" 
"Tolable,  Harry,"  said  Lum,  taking  his  hand 

and  pumping  it  vigorously,  "right  tolable.  I  swan 

to  goodness — it's  fine  to  see  you." 
"I  guess  we  kinda  expected  to  see  you  in  one 

of  them  there  Major's  uniforms,"  said  Abner, 
reaching  out  his  own  hand. 

"Oh,  I  got  rid  of  that,  first  thing,"  said  young' Harry. 

"You  ain't  even  wearin'  a  discharge  button," 

said  Abner,  looking  him  over  closely.  "I  thought 

you  had  to." 
"Nope,"  said  Harry.  "I'm  out  of  the  Army,  the 

war's  over,  and  nothing's  required  any  more. 
The  discharge  button  went  into  the  ashcan  along 
with  the  xiniform.  And  good  riddance,  too.  No 
more  of  that  military  junk  for  me.  From  now  on, 

I'm  just  plain  Harry  Johnson — and  darn  glad 

of  it." 

"Yeah,"  said  Abner,  puzzled,  "but  how  about 
all  them  medals— that  DEXII  and  the  Silver  Star 
we  heard  about,  and  all  them  locust  leaf  clusters? 

Ain't  you  goin'  to  wear  'em?" 
"Oak  leaf  clusters,"  amended  Lum  and  then, 

as  he  noticed  the  dark  grimness  that  was  gather- 

ing on  the  young  man's  face,  he  went  on  hurried- 
ly. "Leave  him  be,  Abner.  Maybe  he  don't  want  to 

talk  about  it.  Maybe  he's  just  glad  to  be  home." 
The  dark  look  lifted  from  Harry's  face,  and  he 

turned  to  Lum  gratefully.  "That's  right,  Lum.  I'm 
just  glad  to  be  home.   {Continued  on  page  71) 
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THINGS  had  been  very  quiet  all 

day  at  Lum  &  Abner's  Jot  'Em 
Down  Store  and  Library.  The 

party  line  phone  had  rung  three 
limes  for  Mrs.  Ward,  down  the 
street,  but  the  first  tw:Q  times  it  had 

just  been  Mrs.  Ward's  eldest  daugh- 
ter, Annie  Miller,  asking  her  mother 

what  to  do  about  the  new  Miller 

baby's  habit  of  sucking  his  thumb. 
The  third  time,  Abner  didn't  even 
bother  to  listen  in.  Lum  was  check- 

ing over  the  store's  stock  in  an  aim- 
less sort  of  way,  and  Abner  was 

thumbing  through  a  new  batch  of 

books  they'd  gotten  in  for  the  library 
from  the  auction  up  at  the  old  Sum- 

ner place. 

"Here's  one  looks  pretty  good, 
Lum,"  he  announced,  holding  up  a 
brightly  colored  book.  "Still  got  the 
paper  cover  onto  it,  too.  Called 

'Sink  Or  Swim — Or,  Never  Too  Late 

To  Learn.' " 

"Uhuh,"  said  Lum  from  behind  a 
shelf.  "Who  wrote  it?" 
"How  do  I  know?  Oh,  yeah — it  says 

right  here.  Feller  by  the  name  of 

Alger — Horatio  Alger.  You  know 

him?" 
"I  heard  tell  of  him.  Pretty  good 

writer.  Likely  the  young  folks  will 

enjoy  the  book.  Put  it  out  in  fi-ont." 
"Yep,  I'll  do  thai,"  said  Abner,  and 

went  on  sorting  books. 
It  was  about  tliat  time  that  the 

front  door  opened  and  a  young  man 

walked  in,  a  little  uncertainly.  Ab- 
ner put  the  books  down  and  whis- 

pered hoarsely  to  Lum. 

"Psssst!  Lum!  Cash  customer!" 
Lum  hurriedly  made  a  check  mark 
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Abnur   (Norris  Goff)  and   Lum    (Chester  Lanck)    find  that  there's  not  i 
story  written  especially  for  Radio   Mirror.    Lum  V  Abner  are  heard  < 

py  can  really  do  for  two  stobborn  young  people  in  love,  in  this 
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They  couldn^t  slay  out  of  u  love  affair 

like  this  one:  not  when  Betty  and  Harry 

were  busy  making  a  »ad  mess  of  their 

lives,  »ud  it  would  be  so  easy  to  help! 

m  his  inventory  book,  indicating  that  the  store 
was  down  to  its  last  two  bags  of  rock  salt,  and 
joined  Abner  in  staring  at  the  newcomer.  Then 
he  straightened  up  and  began  to  smile. 

"By  grannies,  Abner,"  he  said,  "that  ain't  no 
customer — that's  Harry  Johnson,  home  from  the 

war.  How  you  doin*.  Harry?" 
The  young  man's  handsome  face  brightened, 

and  he  stepped  toward  them  with  his  hand  out- 
stretched. "For  a  minute  thf^re  I  was  afraid  you 

didn't  know  me,"  he  grinned,  showing  a  dimple 

in  his  left  cheek.  "I'm  fine.  How'ro  you?" 
"Tolable,  Harry,"  said  Lum,  taking  his  hand 

and  pumping  it  vigorously,  "right  tolable.  I  .swan 

to  goodness — it's  fine  to  see  you." 
"I  guess  we  kinda  expected  to  see  you  in  one 

of  them  there  Major's  uniforms,"  said  Abner, 
reaching  out  his  own  hand. 

"Oh,  I  got  rid  of  that,  first  thing,"  said  young 

Harry. 

"You  ain't  even  wearin'  a  discharge  button," 

said  Abner,  looking  him  over  closely.  "I  thought 

you  had  to." 

"Nope,"  said  Harry.  "I'm  out  of  the  Army,  the 

war's  over,  and  nothing's  required  any  more. 
The  discharge  button  went  into  the  ashcan  along 
with  the  imifonn.  And  good  riddance,  too.  No 
more  of  that  military  junk  for  me.  From  now  on, 

I'm  just  plain  Harry  Johnson — and  darn  glad 

of  it." 

"Yeah,"  said  Abner,  puzzled,  "but  how  about 
all  them  medals— that  DFC  and  the  Silver  Star 
we  heard  about,  and  all  them  locust  leaf  clusters? 

Ain't  you  goin'  to  wear  'em?" "Oak  leaf  clusters,"  amended  Lum  and  then, 
as  he  noticed  the  dark  grimness  that  was  gather- 

ing on  the  young  man's  face,  he  went  on  hurried- 
ly. "Leave  him  be,  Abner.  Maybe  he  don't  want  to 

talk  about  it.  Maybe  he's  just  glad  to  be  home." 
The  dark  look  lifted  from  Harry's  face,  and  he 

turned  to  Lum  gratefully.  "That's  right,  Lum.  I'm 
just  glad  to  be  home.   (Conliuued  on  page  71) 
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Nobody  expects  it,  least  of  all  Bill 
(Eliot  Lewis),  but  he  comes  out  the  hero! 

I fT'S  NOT  that  I  don't  like  work,  Maisie," 
blithely  explained  the  tall,  good-looking 
young  man  lounging  on  the  comer  of  the 

desk,  "it's  just  that  I'm  allergic  to  it."  For 

all  his  blitheness,  however,  his  eyes  didn't 
leave  Maisie's  face. 

The  girl  ran  her  hands  through  her  golden 

curls,  and  one  shapely  foot  tapped  the  floor . 

in  exasperation.  "You  are  so  right,"  she 
sighed.  "Every  time  a  job  comes  your  way 
you  break  out  in  a  rash  of  excuses  and — 

brother! — can  you  run  up  a  fever  just  dodg- 

ing the  boss!  It  wouldn't  matter.  Bill,  but  I 
dotft  see  how  we  can  get  married  on  what 

you  make  collecting  deposits  on  old  milk 

bottles  you  find." 
Bill  squirmed.  It  was  a  lovely  day  and 

sunUght  streamed  in  through  the  partly- 
open  window  of  the  Middleton  Beacon  news- 

paper office,  glanced  off  the  frosty  panes  to 

make  dancing  highlights  in  Maisie's  blond 
^air.  On  such  a  day  as  this,  why  bring  up 

such  unpleasant  things  as  work?  "Maisie, 
darling — did  I  ever  tell  you  how  adorable 
you  sire?  How  your  lips  are  like  ripe  cherries 

and  your  hair  so  butter-yellow  and  how  your 
cheeks  glow  with  that  apricot  color  and  your 

eyes  sparkle  like  dew  on  ripe  blueberries?" 
Regretfully  she  dodged  his  kiss  by  shoving 

the  typewriter  between  them.  "I  sound  like 
the  Farmer's  Market  .  .  .  and  that  reminds 

me,  what  do  we  eat,  if  you  don't  have  a  job 
after  we're  married?" 

It  was  no  use.  They  were  back  at  the 

sixty-four  dollar  question. 

But  now  it  was  Bill's  turn.  "For  your 

sake,  darling,  I'd  take  a  job.  But  you  know 
what    it's    like    in    Middleton    now — ^I'm    a 

marked  man.  I've  been  hired  and  fired  from 
every  job  in  town  and  for  some  reason  no 

one  seems  anxious  to  take  me  bac^.  The 

only  ofJer  I've  had  is  for  the  doorman's  job 

down  at  the  burlesque  show — " 
" — over  my  dead  body!" 

" — so  you  see  how  it  is.  I'd  do  anything," 
and  now  he  really  warmed  up,  secure  in  the 
comfortable  knowledge  there  was  no  danger 

of  his  promise  being  taken  up — "anything 

at  all,  jtist  to  make  you  happy,  Maisie.  I'd 

take  a  job — " 
The  desk  phone  trilled  and  the  petite 

editor-owner  grabbed  it. 

"Middleton  Beacon — oh,  hello,  Mr.  Elspeth 

— now,  you  know  I'm  not  that  beautiful — 
wellj  if  you  say  so — what! — ^you  have — ^he 

did? — he  didn't?. — ^he  said  that? — ^he  went — 

he  is—?  Oh,  my.  Oh!  Thanks,  Mr.  Elspeth." 
She  replaced  the  receiver  quickly,  and  when 
she  looked  at  Bill  again  there  was  a  gUnt  in 
her  eye. 

"Who  was  it,  Maisie?" 

"My  secret  agent.  Operator  No.  7  .  .  .  Mr. 
Elspeth,  the  room  clerk  at  the  Middleton 

Hotel."  But  she  spoke  abstractedly  and  her 
eyes  still  held  that  thoughtful  glint.  For  some 

reason  a  cold  shiver  went  up  Bill's  spine. 
"So  you'd  do  anything — anything  at  all, 

for  me.  Bill?  You'd  take  a  job  if  it  was 
.  offered  you?  Darling,  never  let  it  be  said 

that  I  stood  in  your  way  .  .  .  you've  got  a 
job!"  She  rushed  on  before  Bill  could  pro- 

test. "Mr.  Elspeth  says  there's  a  mysterious 
character  acting  very  mysteriously  who  just 
registered  at  the  hotel  and  Mr.  Elspeth  is 
sure  this  said  mysterious  character  is  sailing 
under  false  colors.  (Continued  on  page  91) 
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Editor  Maisie  (Ann  Soihcrn) 

at    work    in    this    story    wriiien especially  for  Radio  Mirror. 
Maisie   is    heard    on   CBS  every 

Friday  night  at  10:30,  EST. 

IT'S  NOT  that  I  don't  like  work,  Maisie," blithely  explained  the  tall,  good-looking 

young  man  lounging  on  the  comer  of  the 

desk,  "it's  just  that  I'm  allergic  to  it"  For 
all  his  blitheness,  however,  his  eyes  didn't 

leave  Maisie's  face. 
The  girl  ran  her  hands  through  her  golden 

curb,  and  one  shapely  foot  tapped  the  floor 

in  exasperation.  "You  are  so  right,"  she 
sighed.  "Every  time  a  30b  comes  your  way 
you  break  out  in  a  rash  of  excuses  and — 
brother! — can  you  run  up  a  fever  just  dodg- 

ing the  boss!  It  wouldn't  matter,  Bill,  but  I 
don''t  see  how  we  can  get  married  on  what 
you  make  collecting  deposits  on  old  milk 

bottles  you  find." Bill  squirmed.  It  was  a  lovely  day  and 

sunlight  streamed  in  through  the  partly- 

open  window  of  the  Middleton  Beacon  news- 
paper office,  glanced  off  the  frosty  panes  to 

make  dancing  highlights  in  Maisie's  blond 
Rair.  On  such  a  day  as  this,  why  bring  up 

such  tmpleasant  things  as  work?  "Maisie, 
darling — did  I  ever  tell  you  how  adorable 
you  are?  How  yotir  lips  are  like  ripe  cherries 
and  your  hair  so  butter-yellow  and  how  your 
cheeks  glow  with  that  apricot  color  and  your 

eyes  sparkle  like  dew  on  ripe  blueberries?" Regretfully  she  dodged  his  kiss  by  shoving 

the  typewriter  between  them.  "I  sound  like 
the  Farmer's  Market  .  .  .  and  that  reminds 

me,  what  do  we  eat,  if  you  don't  have  a  job 

after  we're  married?" It_  was  no  use.  They  were  back  at  the 
sixty-four  dollar  question. 

But  now  it  was  Bill's  turn.  "For  your 
sake,  darling,  Td  take  a  job.  But  you  know 

what    it's    like    in    Middleton    now — ^I'm    a 

Nobody  expecu  it,  least  of  all  Bill 
(Eliot  Lewis),  but  he  comes  out  the  hero! 

marked  man.  I've  been  hired  and  fired  from 
every  job  in  town  and  for  some  reason  no 
one  seems  anxious  to  take  me  bac^:.  The 

only  offer  I've  had  is  for  the  doorman's  job 

down  at  the  burlesque  show — *' 
" — over  my  dead  body!" 

" — so  you  see  how  it  is.  I'd  do  anything," 
and  now  he  really  warmed  up,  secure  in  the 
comfortable  knowledge  there  was  no  danger 

of  his  promise  being  taken  up — "anything 

at  all,  just  to  make  you  happy,  Maisie.  I'd 

take  a  job — " 

The  desk  phone  trilled  and  the  petite 
editor-owner  grabbed  it. 

"Middleton  Beacon— oh,  hello,  Mr.  Elspeth 

— now,  you  know  I'm  not  that  beautiful — 
well,  if  you  say  so — what! — you  have — he 
did?— he  didn't?— he  said  that?— he  went— 

he  is—?  Oh,  my.  OKI  Thanks,  Mr.  Elspeth." 
She  replaced  the  receiver  quickly,  and  when 
she  looked  at  Bill  again  there  was  a  glint  in her  eye. 

"Who  was  it,  Maisie?" 

"My  secret  agent,  Operator  No.  7  .  .  .  Mr. 
Elspeth,  the  room  clerk  at  the  Middleton 

Hotel."  But  she  spoke  abstractedly  and  her 
eyes  still  held  that  thoughtful  glint.  For  some 

reason  a  cold  shiver  went  up  Bill's  spine. 
"So  you'd  do  anything — anything  at  all, 

for  me,  Bill?  You'd  take  a  job  if  it  was 
offered  you?  Darling,  never  let  it  be  said 

that  I  stood  in  your  way  .  .  .  you't;e  got  a 
job/"  She  rushed  on  before  Bill  could  pro- 

test "Mr.  Elspeth  says  there's  a  mysterious 
character  acting  very  mysteriously  who  just 

registered  at  the  hotel  and  Mr.  ELIspeth  is 
sure  this  said  mysterious  character  is  sailing 
under  false  colors.  {Continued  on  page  91) 
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Alice  Trimble  (Irene  Tedrow)  tells  a  little  lesB  than  the 
tmth  as  she  presents  her  cousin  Adelaide  to  Jonathan 
(Cole  Gordon)   and  yonng  Mildred    (Jean  Gillespie). 
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JONATHAN  TRIMBLE,  Esquire,  tossed  down  his 
pen,  cast  an  appreciative  eye  over  what  he  had 

just  written,  and  roared,  "Martinson!" 
Then,  while  he  waited  for  his  harassed  assistant 

to  come  running  from  the  printing  press,  he  looked 

contentedly  out  the  window  of  his  office.  Through 

its  gold  lettering,  spelling  out  the  words  "Bellport 
Inquirer,"  he  surveyed  the  compact  town  of  Bell- 
port,  and  contemplated  again  his  endless  work  as 

editor  and  publisher  of  Bellport's  most  Republican 
newspaper.  It  was  the  year  1905,  and  he  felt  that 

he  had  contributed  much  to  1905's  welfare  in  his 
part  of  the  world. 

But  now  Martinson  stood  patiently  in  the  door- 

way.    "Yes,  sir,"  he  said. 
Jonathan  said  with  gruff  trivunph,  "Just  finished 

my  editorial  against  that  benighted  company  of 

actors  coming  to  our  neighboring  town  of  Flower- 
dale  this  weekend.  Thought  you  might  like  to 

hear  it." 
"Yes,  sir,"  said  Martinson. 
Jonathan  rose  to  his  feet,  settled  his  gold  watch- 

chain  over  his  slight  paunch,  ran  a  hand  over  his 

thick  graying  hair — and  began  roaring  out  his 
editorial  as  if  to  a  packed  audience.  It  was  a  typi- 

cally quiet  afternoon,  and  snatches  of  his  editorial 
carried  as  far  down  Main  Street  as  the  livery 

stable,  two  blocks  away. 

"Actors  and  actresses  are  of  such  low  character, 
morale  and  influence  that  (Contmued,  on  page  54) 

Listen  tO' Jonathan  Trimble,  Esq.,  over  sta- 
•  tions  of  the  Mutual  Broadcasting  System. 
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Alice  Trimble  (Irene  Tedrow)  lells  a  litde  less  iha„  ̂  
Irnlh  ae  she  presents  her  cousin  Adelaide  lo  Jonatha 
(GaJe  Gordon)   and  yonng  Mildred   (Jean  Gillespie) 
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JONATHAN  TRIMBLE,  Esquire,  tossed  down  his pen,  cast  an  appreciative  eye  over  what  he  had 
just  written,  and  roared,  "Martinson!" 

Then,  while  he  waited  for  his  harassed  assistant 
to  come  running  from  the  printing  press,  he  looked 
contentedly  out  the  window  of  his  office.  Through 
its  gold  lettering,  spelling  out  the  words  "Bellport 
Inquirer,"  he  surveyed  the  compact  town  of  Bell- 
port,  and  contemplated  again  his  endless  work  as 
editor  and  publisher  of  Heliport's  most  Republican 
newspaper.  It  was  the  year  1905,  and  he  felt  that 
he  had  contributed  much  to  1905's  welfare  in  his 
part  of  the  world. 

But  now  Martinson  stood  patiently  in  the  door- 

way.   "Yes,  sir,"  he  said. 
Jonathan  said  with  gruff  triiunph,  "Just  finished 

my  editorial  against  that  benighted  company  of 

actors  coming  to  our  neighboring  town  of  Flower- 
dale  this  weekend.  Thought  you  might  like  to 

hear  it." 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  Martinson. 

Jonathan  rose  to  his  feet,  settled  his  gold  watch- 
chain  over  his  slight  paunch,  ran  a  hand  over  his 

thick  graying  hair — and  began  roaring  out  his 
editorial  as  if  to  a  packed  audience.  It  was  a  typi- 

cally quiet  afternoon,  and  snatches  of  his  editorial 
carried  as  far  down  Main  Street  as  the  livery 

stable,  two  blocks  away. 
"Actors  and  actresses  are  of  such  low  character, 

morale  and  influence  that  {CGniinuzd  tyn  page  54) 

Listen  to  Jonathan  Trimble,  Esq^  over  sln- 
.  lions  of  ibe  Mutnal  Broadcasting  System. 
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1.  Henry  and  Homer  are  ready  to  take  off.  Henry  has 
autocratically  put  himself  in  charge  of  everything, 

even  Homer's  money  and  raUroad  ticket,  to  guard 
against  all  mishaps.  The  boys  are  too  busy  checking 
up  on  all  the  details  of  their  trip  to  pay  proper  attention 

to  Mr.  Aldrich's  repeated  instructions  to  go  straight 
to  the  Abbot  City  Hotel  when  they  reach  Abbot  City. 

2.  As  the  train  pulls  out,  Mrs.  Aldrich  gives  way  to 

tears  and  doubts,  'but'  Mr.  Aldrich  reassures  her.  Henry 
may  think  he's  on  his  own,  but  reaUy  everything's 
arranged.  The  Abbot  City  Hotel's  manager  is  a  friend Who  will  watch  over  the  boys.  Henry  has  four  tickets 
to  a  basketball  game  and  the  boys  have  a  date  with 
two   Abbot   City  girls.  What   can   possibly   go   wrong? 

40 The  Aldrich  Family  is  beard  Thursday  nights,  8:00  P.M.,  EST,  over  stations  of  the  National  Broadcasting  Company. 



THE  Aldrich  Family  could  be  any  American 

family  whose  life  is  complicated  by  the  trials 

and  frenzies  of  adolescents.  For  years, 
Henry  Aldrich  has  been  getting  himself  and 
his  family  into  and  out  of  scrapes  which  have 
an  all  too  famihar  ring  to  delighted  listeners. 
Henry  is  suffering  through  the  pangs  of 

growing  up.  He's  driven  by  a  strong  urge  to 
prove  himself  a  self-sufficient,  independent 

"man."  For  a  long  time,  Henry's  been  heckling 
his  parents  to  let  him  put  himself  to  the  real 

test — ^namely,  to  be  allowed  to  go  for  an  out- 
of-town  weekend  with  his  friend,  Homer 
Brown.  Finally,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Aldrich  have 

given  in,  although  they  have  many  doubts  as 
to  the  wisdom  of  the  whole  thing. 

(Henry  is  played  by  Ezra  Stone;  Homer  by 
Jackie  KeUc;  Mr.  Aldrich  by  House  Jameson; 
Mrs.  Aldrich  by  Katherine  Raht.) 

3.  Henry  is  conscientious  about  his  responsibilities.  He's  duty- bound  to  upbraid  Homer  for  letting  his  coat  be  brushed  off.  That 
cost  a  whole  nickel  tip!  They're  not  traveling  businessmen! 
But  Homer  ignores  the  lecture.  He's  way  ahead  of  Henry.  As  soon 
as  they  get  into  their  hotel  room,  Homer's  going  to  call  room service  and  order  as  much  food  as  he  can  hold,  just  as  a  starter. 

4.  Henry's  economies  suffer  another  threat.  There's  a  doorman 
at  the  Abbot  City  Hotel.  And  doormen  also  have  to  be  tipped! 
The  doorman  won't  let  Henry  and  Homer  carry  in  their  own  bags 
and  Henry  is  determined  to  avoid  shelling  out  any  more  money 

in  tips.  In  desperation,  Henry  decides  they'll  go  across  the 
street  to  the  Queen's  Hotel.   There's  no  doorman  there — no  tip. 
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5.  Evening  and  the  end  of  Mr.  Aldrich's  peace  of  mind. 
All  day,  Henry's  been  pursuing  l^m  by  phone.  Henry 
has  lost  his  wallet  and  the  boys  have  no  cash  and  no 
■ball  game  tickets.  Henry  is  frantic,  but  his  father 
wants  him  to  solve  his  own  problem.  Anyway,  the 
boys  are  at  the  Abbot  City  Hotel,  Mr.  Aldrich  thinks, 

and  can  charge  their  meals.    At  least  they  won't  starve. 

6.  As  per  Mr.  Aldrich's  instructions,  the  boj 
But  they  still  have  to  buy  the  tickets  for  the: 
of  brilliance.  Why  not  invite  the  girls  to  dinn« 
the  check  and  collect  the  cash  the  girl  will  bring 

8.  Homer's  had  another  brain  wave.  They  will  have  to 
earn  the  ticket  money.  So,  while  Ruth  and  Doris  wait  at 
the  box  office.  Homer  and  Henry  are  trying  to  rustle  up 
the  needed  green  stuff  by  selling  hot  dogs,  said  hot  dogs 

also  having  been  charged  to  their  account  at  the  Queen's 
Hotel.    But  Homer's  appetite  interferes  with  their  sales. 

9.  Comes  the  awakening!  Not  only  did  their 

girls  find  other  escorts,  but  the  manager  of 
the  Queen's  Hotel  has  caught  up  with  Henry 
and  Homer.  It  comes  as  a  great  blow  to  the 

boys  that  the  manager  has  never  heard  of 
Mr.  Aldrich  and  wants  the  charge  account 

paid— but  now!     This  looks  like   the   end! 
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.  e  s     a     Trip 

jharged  a  big  meal. 
'Homer  has  a  spasm 
hotel — Dutch — sign 
needs    is    deftness. 

7.  So  far,  everything  has  gone  according  to  that  genius  Homer's  plan.  Ruth 
and  Doris  not  only  agreed  to  have  dinner — ^Dutch — but  they  have  even  accepted 

all  Henry's  and  Homer's  suggestions  and  chosen  the  most  expensive  items  on 
the  menu.  But  now,  while  Henry  is  secretly  signing  the  check  for  all  their  meals, 
the  girls  have  put  their  cash  on  the  small  silver  tray  presented  by  the  waiter  and 
that  worthy  is  walking  off  with  the  money,  in  addition,  thanking  them  for  the 

generous    tip.     The    boys    don't    know    it    yet,    still    think    they're    pretty    sharp. 

10.  Henry's  parents, 
alarmed  on  learning 
that  the  boys  never 
turned  up  at  the  Ab- 

bot City  Hotel,  arrive 
in  time  to  see  Henry 
and  Homer  taking  their 
first  bitter  pUl.  The 
boys  are  learning  the 
first  lesson  of  maturity 
— that  independence  is 
a  hard  won  thing  and 
frequently  gained  only 
by   very   hard    work. 



ana  noinci.  it  oomoa  ao  a  e^cai.  mow  to  i"« 

boys  that  the  manager  has  never  heard  ot 
Mr.  Aldrich  and  wants  the  charge  account 

paid— but  now!     This  looks  like   the   end! 
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5.  Evening  and  the  end  of  Mr.  Aldrich's  peace  of  mind. 
All  day,  Henry's  been  pursuing  him  by  phone.  Henry 
has  lost  his  wallet  and  the  boys  have  no  cash  and  no 
■ball  game  tickets.  Henry  is  frantic,  birt  his  father 
wants  him  to  solve  his  own  problem.  Anyway,  the 
boys  are  at  the  Abbot  City  Hotel,  Mr.  Aldrich  thinks, 

and  can  charge  iheir  meals.    At  least  they  won't  starve. 

6.  As  per  Mr.  Aldrich's  instructions,  the  boys 
But  they  still  have  to  buy  the  tickets  for  theii 
of  brilliance.  Why  not  invite  the  girls  to  dinnei 

the  check  and  collect  the  cash  the  girl  will  bring' 

ve  charged  a  big  meal, 
lie.  Homer  has  a  spasm 
the  hotel — Dutch — sign 
I  il  needs    is    deftness. 

8.  Homer's  had  another  brain  wave.  They  will  have  to 
earn  the  ticket  money.  So,  while  Ruth  and  Doris  wait  at 
the  box  office,  Homer  and  Henry  are  trying  to  rustle  up 
the  needed  green  stuff  by  selling  hot  dogs,  said  hot  dogs 

also  having  been  charged  to  their  account  at  the  Queen's 
Hotel.    But  Homer's  appetite  interferes  with  their  sales. 

9.  Comes  the  awakening!  Not  only  did  their 

girls  find  other  escorts,  but  the  manager  oi 
the  Queen's  Hotel  has  caught  up  with  Henry 
and  Homer.  It  comes  as  a  great  blow  to  the 

boys  that  the  manager  has  never  heard  oi 

Mr.  Aldrich  and  wants,  the  charge  account 

paid— but   now!    This  looks  like   the  end- 

I'JnlT  T^^f'"^  ̂ '^j  ̂°"^  according  to  that  genius  Homer's  plan.  Ruth 
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that  worthy  is  walking  off  with  the  money,  in  addition,  thanking  them  for  the 
generous    tip.    The    boys    don't    know    it   yet.    still    think    they're^  preUy    sharp! 

10.  Henry's  parents, alarmed  on  learning 
that  the  boys  never 
lurned  up  at  the  Ab- 

bot City  Hotel,  arrive I"  time  to  see  Henry 
and  Homer  taking  their 

frst  bitter  pill.  The TOys  are  learning  the "'■St  lesson  of  maturity 
—that  independence  is 
a  hard  won  thing  and requently  gained  only 

"y  very   hard   work. 



What  color  is  ivy?  Browu,  if  it's  on  the  waUpaper  in  the  Sparks's  well-blended  dining  room. 

J/c€im  me/^  m 
Uim 

J/ou  //  /me  fie^^  e^m 0W.n 

Settet^  in  /u I  fiej^  m{>»^ 

ITISITORS  to  California  who  take 
1/  the  bus  tour  of  fashionable  West 

■  Los  Angeles  to  see  the  movie  stars' 
homes  look  in  vain  among  the  im- 

posing Georgian  town  houses  and 

the  pillared  colonials  for  "the  house 

that  Blondie  built." 
For  the  unpretentious  Spanish 

bungalow  where  Penny  Singleton, 

her  husband,  RKO  Executive  Pro- 
ducer Robert  Spsirks,  arid  their  two 

daughters  Hve  the  most  relaxed  life 
in  movietown  is  far  off  the  beat  of 

the  sight-seers. 

If  there  is  anything  "diflEerait" 
about  the  house.  Penny  is  w^ont  to 
explain,  it  is  that  there  are  a  million 
more  in  Southern  California  just 
like  it. 

Like  all  the  other  houses  on  its 

particular  block  in  the  flat,  suburban 
San  Fernando  Valley,  the  house  is 

one-story,  U-shaped,  its  red  tile  roof 
and  open  patios  borrowed  from  the 

Spanish  settlers,  its  comp>act  arrange- 

ment of  bedi-ooms,  bathrooms  and 
living  quarters  the  contribution  of 
more  recent  migrants  to  California 
who  built  their  houses  for  comfort 
and  not  for  show. 

"We've  been  through  all  that," 
Penny  and  Robert  will  tell  you  if  you 

wonder  that  one  of  the  most  success- 

ful young  actresses  in  pictures  and 
radio  is  content  with  less  than  an 

c omo  and  Visit dVi 

Enghsh  manor  house  complete  to  its 

pair  of  Dalmatians.   "It's  the  bunk." 
Penny's  house  expresses  Penny — 

which  is  a  nice  thing  to  express.  It's 
a  friendly,  down-to-earth  house 
with  no  pretentions.  Just  as  in  all 
the  other  bungalows  in  the  block, 
the  "den"  rather  than  the  hving 

room  is  the  heart  of  the  family's  life. 
Just  as  in  all  the  other  bungalows 

in  the  block,  the  bronzed  baby  shoes 
warrant  a  place  of  honor  among  the 

objets  d'  art.  Just  as  in  aU  the  other 
bxingalows  in  the  block,  the  brand 

new  "post-war  special"  washing  ma- 
chine is  the  most  prized — and  prob- 

ably most  expensive — ^possession. 
It  could  be — ^wait,  it  is — ^the  home 

of  Blondie  herself. 

The  people  who  live  there  like  it. 
If  you  drop  in  early  on  any  warm 

evening,  the  family  is  apt  to  be  sit- 
ting together  in  the  little  outdoor  pa- 

tio, Penny  and  Robert  relaxing  after 
a  rugged  day  in  the  studio,  comfy 
in  slacks  and  soft  shoes,  waiting  for 

Sally,  the  Negro  cook,  to  call  them 
in  to  dinner.  Dorothy  Grace,  their 

eleven-year-old  daughter,  and  Suzie, 

who  is  three  and  one-half — ^who 

have  their  supper  earlier — ^will  be 
waiting  with  much  less  patience  for 
the  sound  of  the  Good  Humor  bell, 
which  heralds  ice  cream  cones  for 

everybody.    On    cooler    nights,    the 
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This  is  as  close  to  a  formal  family  portrait  as  the  Sparkses   will  ever  get,  tor  they're  a  happily  informal  family. 
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grown-ups  plop  into  the  squashy  green 
leather  chairs  in  the  den,  listening  to  a  re-cap 

of  the  races  or  glancing  at  the  evening's  head- 
lines in  the  paper,  while  the  girls  hold  forth 

in  their  own  rooms — where  each  has  her  own 

radio-phonograph,  her  own  books  and  records, 
her  own  clutter. 

The  visitor  is  expected,  of  course,  to  look 
in  on  Dorothy  Grace  and  Suzie  before  settling 
down  to  more  adult  relaxing.  There  is  always 

a  project  of  some  proportions  in  work  which 
merits  serious  attention. 

Suzie  is  likely  to  be  re-arranging  her  record 
collection  which  is  her  particular  pride  despite 

the  fact  that  most  of  the  discs  are  hand-me- 
downs  from  Dorothy  Grace  and  on  the 

scratchy  side.  Dorothy  Grace,  sprawled  on 

the  counterpane  of  her  frilly  (even  mono- 
grammed!)  bed,  the  radio  blasting  out  swing 
music   in  her   ears,   can   often  be   caugnt  in 

the  act  of  pasting  new  clippings  in  her  Cornel 

Wilde  scrap  book.  She  has  a  collection  of 

photographs  and  news- clips  about  Guy  Mad- 
ison, too,  but  Cornel  is  top-favorite. 

Sometimes  Dorothy's  friend  Gretchen  comes 
over  and  they  cut  up  movie  magazines  to- 

gether. ('1  have  to  hide  them,"  Penny  will 
tell  you,  "or  they  don't  last  an  hovir  in  one 
piece.")  The  conversation  that  blows  down  the 
hall  from  that  twosome  is  more  fun  than  gin- 
rummy.  Penny  and  Bob  say  eavesdropping  is 
their  favorite  indoor  sport. 

"What  phase  are  you  going  through  now, 

Gretchen?"  Dorothy  Grace  was  heard  to  in- 

qviire  one  night,  adding  "I'm  going  through 
the  motion  picture  phase  myself.  Mummie 

took  me  to  Lucey's  yesterday  for  lunch  and  I 

saw  Randy  Scott.   He's  really  dreamy." 
Gretchen  and  Dorothy  Grace  devote  a  lot 

of  time  to  the  Little  {Continued  on  page  61) 
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For    efficiency — and    for    exercise — Penny 
often  handles  household  delivery  herself. 

Penny  Singleton,  as  BlontUe, 

is  heard  Sunday  nights  at  7:30  EST,  over  CBS.- 

Dorothy  Grace,  eleven,  and  Suzie,  almost  four,  have  a  spe- 
cialist right  on  hand  when  questions  of  beauty  come  up. 
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Landscaping  detaU:  Penny  and  Bob  and  an  infant 
tree  go  to  work  on  a  bare  bit  of  the  Sparks  acre. 

Minor  repair?   Mr?.  S.  is  equal  to  it. 

She  does  her  own  wash  in  her  own  washing  machine 

Jew    7 J'  ""u    "'^'"^  '"'''•     ̂ '"^"  ̂ "^'«  is  somewhat  confused. Below,   Sally   calls   a   conference,   and   gets   a   blue-ribbon    opinion. 
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grown-ups  plop  into  the  squashy  green 
leather  chairs  m  the  den,  listening  to  a  re-cap 
of  the  races  or  glancing  at  the  evening's  head- 

lines in  the  paper,  while  the  girls  hold  forth 
in  their  own  rooms — where  each  has  her  own 
radio-phonograph,  her  own  books  and  records, her  own  clutter. 

The  visitor  is  expected,  of  course,  to  look 
in  on  Dorothy  Grace  and  Suzie  before  settling 
down  to  more  adult  relaxing.  There  is  always 
a  project  of  some  proportions  in  work  which 
merits  serious  attention. 

Suzie  is  likely  to  be  re-arranging  her  record 
collection  which  is  her  particular  pride  despite 
the  fact  that  most  of  the  discs  are  hand-me- 
downs  from  Dorothy  Grace  and  on  the 
scratchy  side.  Dorothy  Grace,  sprawled  on 
the  counterpane  of  her  frilly  (even  mono- 
grammed!)  bed,  the  radio  blasting  out  swing 
music  in  her  ears,   can   often  be  caugiit  in 

For    efficiency  —  and    for    exercise  — Penny 
often  handles  household  delivery  herself. 

Pentiy  Singlctorit  as  Blondie, 

IS  heard  Sunday  nights  at  7:30  EST,  over  CBS. 

the  act  of  pasting  new  clippings  in  her  Cornel 
Wilde  scrap  book.  She  has  a  collection  of 

photographs  and  news-dips  about  Guy  Mad- 
ison, too,  but  Cornel  is  top-favorite. 

Sometimes  Dorothy's  friend  Gretchen  comes 
over  and  they  cut  up  movie  magazines  to- 

gether. ("I  have  to  hide  them,"  Penny-  will 
tell  you,  "or  they  don't  last  an  hour  in.  one 
piece.")  The  conversation  that  blows  down  the 
hall  from  that  twosome  is  more  fun  than  gin- 
rummy.  Penny  and  Bob  say  eavesdropping  is 
their  favorite  indoor  sport. 

"What  phase  are  you  going  through  now, 
Gretchen?"  Dorothy  Grace  Tvas  heard  to  in- 

quire one  night,  adding  "I'm  going  through 
the  motion  picture  phase  myself.  Mummie 

took  me  to  Lucey's  yesterday  for  lunch  and  I 
saw  Randy  Scott.   He's  really  dreamy." 
Gretchen  and  Dorothy  Grace  devote  a  lot 

of  time  to  the  Little  (Continued  on  page  61) 

She  does  her  own  wash  in  her  own  washing  mndii, 

Dorothy  Grace,  eleven,  and  Snzie,  almost  four,  have  a  spe- 
cialist right  on  hand  when  questions  of  beauty  come  up. 

Which  cat  is  real,  which  fake?    Small  Snzie  is  somewhat  confused. 
Below,   Sally   calls  a   conference,   and   geu   a   blue-ribbon    opinion. 
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I  HIS  is  the  season  of  the  year  when  a  mood  of 
gaiety,  of  good  will,  of  kindliness,  settles  over 

m.  our  land.  It  is  an  infectioios  spirit,  passing  from 
heart  to  heart  in  all  peoples— not  only  among  those 
whose  chief  religious  holiday  it  is,  but  in  th€  he^l 

of  everyone.    For  the  thing  which  is  called    'the!  i 
Christmas  spirit"  seems  to  transcend  the  boun-* daries  of  race   and  creed  to  include   all  people 

whose    faith   leads   them   to   trust   in   a   wisdom 

higher  than  mortal  wisdom,  a  guidance  more  sure 
than  man  alone  can  devise. 

In  reading  this  first  letter,  the  true  beauty  of 
that  Christmas  spirit,  the  true  meaning  of  the 

phrase,  "men  of  good  will,"  came  clearly  into  my mind— as  it  will  into  yours,  I  think,  when  you 

read  it.  The  writer  will  receive  this  months 
Radio  Mibror  check  for  one  himdred  dollars. 

.jfi^'enf/  01  ̂ 'Mfe  ̂ mmren 

\ 

veC 
Dear  Papa  David:  , 

My  parents  were  always  very  poor.    We  liv 

on  a  rim  down  farm  and  had  no  money  for  tools 

or  much  of  anything  else.    My  parents  worked 

hard  but  with   a  family   of  nme  children  there 
never  was  money  to  go  around.  ^ 

The  year  of  1920  seemed  to  be  the  blackest  of 

all  years.  That  sxunmer  our  fields  dried  up  and 

crops  died  because  of  no  rain.  Our  pigs  giA 
cholera  and  died. 

My  folks's  farm  was  right  close  to  the  raikoaf 

tracks.  Daily  trains  passed  and  we  children  loved 

to  run  out  and  wave  to  the  railroad  men.  Soon 

they  began  watching  for  us  and  would  give  thp 

whistle  a  tug  as  they  passed  and  wave  to  the 

nine  little  urchins  lined  up  on  an  old  wooden| 

gate.  We  tried  never  to  miss  a  train.  At  night 

stormy  days  we  took  an  old  lantern  and  swunp 

it  so  they  would  know  we  were  there. 
I've  already  told  you  how  oxir  crops  and  pigs 

died  that  summer  and  taxes  were  due  or  we'c 
lose  the  farm.    Poor  as  it  was,  that  farm  repre- 

"vu- 

fih 

Life  Can  Be  Beautiful,  which  is  written  by  Carl  Bixby  ano! 
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W  o/  me  ̂ Hi€^  ̂ n/yi^lmaA  dAlM:  iiie  dAorif  c/  aimna 

sented  everything  we  owned,  and  we  couldn't 
lose  it.  So  my  father  took  a  job  in  a  town  twenty 
miles  away.  He  made  the  trip  daily.  One  day 

they  had  a  flat  tire  and  as  my  father  crawled 
under  the  car  to  adjust  the  jack,  the  man  he  rode 

with  accidentally  hit  the  gear  shift  and  the  wheel 
ran  over  my  father.  Crushing  his.  chest  and 

breaking  some  ribs.  That  laid  him  up  for  three 

months  and  we  had  no  money  to  buy  anything. 
But  it  seemed  our  bad  luck  was  not  at  an  end. 

For  my  Dad  had  only  been  back  at  work  three 
weeks  when  he  fell  and  broke  his  right  arm 
and  hand.  That  was  bad  enough  but  that  same 
fall,  my  Dad  contracted  strep  throat  and  was  so 
ill  that  we  were  sure  he  would  die.  And  there 

was  no  money  for  doctor  bills  or  anything  else. 

No  coal,  little  food  to  keep  going  and  no  money 
for  clothes  for  us  children  and  December  in  a 

Radio  Mirror  Offers 
Ooe  Hundred  Dollars 

each  fflOBth  for  yoor 

Have  you  sent  in  your  Life  Can  Be  Beaadfnl  let- 
ter yet?  If,  some  time  in  your  life,  there  was  a 

moment  when  the  meaning  of  happiness  became 

clear  to  yon,  won't  you  write,  your  story  to  Papa David?  For  the  letter  he  considers  best  each 

month.  Radio  Mirror  will  pay  one  hundred  dol- 
lars. For  each  of  the  other  letters  received  which 

we  have  space  enough  to  print.  Radio  Mirror 
Magazine .  will  pay  fifteen  dollars.  Address  your 

letters  to  I'apa  David,  care  of  Radio  Mirror  Mag- 
azine, 205  East  42,  New  York  17,  New  York. 

northern   town   means   continual   ice   and  snow. 

But  the  day  before  Christmas  is  a  day  we'll 
never  forget.  For  that  morning  the  train  pulled 

up  to  a  stop  at  our  very  gate.  Several  of  the 
crew  got  off  carrying  large  boxes  and  packages 
and  gave  them  to  my  mother  along  with  a  bxilging 

envelope.  Then  wishing  us  all  a  "Merry  Christ- 
mas," the  train  started  on  its  way  again. 

When  the  boxes  and  envelopes  were  opened 
we  all  learned  that  Life  can  truly  be  Beautiful 

For  there  was  money  for  doctor  bUls  and  medicine 

for  my  sick  father.  Money  for  coal  and  wood  and 

credit  at  a  nearby  store  for  one  hundred  dollars' 
worth  of  groceries.  And  in  the  boxes  were  clothes, 

including  underwear,  and  hose  and  shoes  for  out 
bare  feet  and  other  things.  And  one  box  brought 

happiness  to  tiny  tots  who  tjiought  Santa  would 
forget  them  this  year.  For  there  were  candy,  nuts, 

oranges,  fruit,  giim,  and  a  toy  for  each  child. 

Our  Christmas  that  year  was  one  we'll  always 
remember.  For  those  railroad  men  through  their 

great  kindness  gave  us  back  our  Daddy.  He  would 
have  died  without  medicine  and  care.  And  most 

of  all  they  proved  to  a  poor  family  that  "Life  can 
be  Beautiful"  and  we  should  never  give  up  hope 

and  our  faith  in  God  for  friends'  help  in  time 
of  n««<l-  Mrs.  N.  N.  H. 

The  following  letters  will  receive  Radio  Mirror's 
fifteen-dollar  checks: 

Decu:  Papa   David: 

Three  years  of  war,  six  months  of  which  I  spent 
convalescing  in  a  Hospital  Plant  in  England,  had 
so  embittered  me  that  I  had  lost  all  faith  in 

mankind.  The  hurt  inflicted  by  the  enemy  had 

been  far  deeper  than  my  flesh  wounds  indicated 
This-  insalubrious  state  of  mind  continued  long 

after  I  had  been  released  from  the  hospital.  I 
avoided  my  buddies  on  (S^onnixnued,  on  page  80) 

'^i^^ 
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J'a^  ̂ amd  chooieA 

LIFE  CAN  BE 

</  ̂  ̂''^^^^^'^^^^nut^  ̂ M:  /^^^  ̂  

THIS  is  the  season  of  the  year  when  a  mood  of 
gaiety,  of  good  will,  of  kindliness,  settles  over 
our  land.  It  is  an  infectious  spirit,  passing  from 

heart  to  heart  in  all  peoples — ^not  only  among  those 
whose  chief  religious  holiday  it  is,  but  in  the  heart 
of  everyone.  For  the  thing  which  is  called  "the 
Christmas  spirit"  seems  to  transcend  the  boun- 

daries of  race  and  creed  to  include  all  people 
whose  faith  leads  them  to  trust  in  a  wisdom 
higher  than  mortal  wisdom,  a  guidance  more  sure 
than  man  alone  can  devise. 

In  reading  this  first  letter,  the  true  ibeauty  of 
that  Christmas  spirit,  the  true  meaning  of  the 

phrase,  "men  of  good  will,"  came  clearly  into  my mind—as  it  will  into  yours,  I  think,  when  you 
read  it.  The  writer  will  receive  this  month's 
Radio  Mirror  check  for  one  hundred  dollars. 

Dear  Papa  David: 

My  parents  were  always  very  poor.  We  lived 

on  a  run  down  farm  and  had  no  money  for  tools 
or  much  of  anything  else.  My  parents  worked 
hard  but  with  a  family  of  nine  children  there 
never  was  money  to  go  around. 

The  year  of  1920  seemed  to  be  the  blackest  of 

all  years.  That  summer  our  fields  dried  up  and 
crops  died  because  of  no  rain.  Our  pigs  got 
cholera  and  died. 

My  folks's  farm  was  right  close  to  the  raibroad 
tracks.  Daily  trains  passed  and  we  children  loved 

to  run  out  and  wave  to  the  railroad  men.  Soon 

they  began  watching  for  us  and  would  give  the 
whistle  a  lug  as  they  passed  and  wave  to  the 
nine  little  urchins  lined  up  on  an  old  wooden 

gate.  We  tried  never  to  miss  a  train.  At  night  or 

stormy  days  we  look  an  old  lantern  and  swung 
it  so  they  would  know  we  were  there. 

I've  already  told  you  how  our  crops  and  pigs 
died  that  summer  and  taxes  were  due  or  we'd 
lose  the  farm.    Poor  as  it  was,  that  farm  repre- 

sented everything   we   owned,   and   we    couldn't 
I  lose  It.  So  my  father  took  a  job  in  a  town  twenty I  miles  away.    He  made  the  trip  daily.    One  day 
I  they  had  a  flat  ture  and  as  my  father  crawled under  the  car  to  adjust  the  jack,  the  man  he  rode with  accidentally  hit  the  gear  shift  and  the  wheel 
ran   over   my    father.    Crushing    his    chest    and breaking  some  ribs.    That  laid  him  up  for  three 

I  months  and  we  had  no  money  to  buy  anything But  it  seemed  our  bad  luck  was  not  at  an  end 
For  my  Dad  had  only  been  back  at  work  three 

I  weeks   when   he   fell   and   broke   his   right   arm 
r  and  hand.    That  was  bad  enough  but  that  same 

fall,  my  Dad  contracted  strep  fiu'oat  and  was  so 
ill  that  we  were  sure  he  would  die.    And  there was  no  money  for  doctor  bUls  or  anything  else 
No  coal,  little  food  to  keep  going  and  no  money 
for  clothes  for  us  children  and  December  in  a 

Radio  Hirror  Offers 
Ooe  HuDdred  Dellars 
each  noatb  for  year 

Have  yon  sent  in  your  Life  Can  Be  Beaaliful  let- Mr  yel?  If,  some  lime  in  your  life,  there  was  a moment  when  the  meaning  of  happiness  became 
wear  to  yon,  won't  you  write,  yoor  story  to  Papa David?  For  the  letter  he  considers  best  each 
monlh^  Radio  Mnmoa  will  pay  one  hundred  dol- lars, for  each  of  the  other  letters  received  which 
we  hove  space  enough  to  prim,  Radio  Mirhob 
Magazine  will  pay  fifteen  dollars.  Address  your 
lellers  to  r-apa  David,  care  of  Radio  Mirkor  Mag- 
Mme,  205  East  42,  New  York  17,  New  York. 

But  the  day  before  ChrUtmas  is  a  day  we'll 
never  forget    For  that  mormng  the  train^puXd 

^w  .ot?/  "  °"  r'  *"''■  ̂ -"'  ■"  ̂ 

crew  got  off  carrymg  large  boxes  and  packages and  gave  them  to  my  mother  along  with  a  bulgfng 

When  the  boxes  and  envelopes  were  opened we  all  learned  that  Life  can  truly  be  BeaS^ 
For  there  was  money  for  doctor  bills  and  medicine 

credit  at  a  nearby  store  for  one  hundred  doll«,' worth  of  groceries.  And  in  the  boxes  were  clothes, mcludmg  underwear,  and  hose  and  shoes  for  our 
bare  feet  and  other  thmgs.  And  one  box  brought happm^s  to  tiny  tots  who  thought  Santa  would forget  them  this  year.  For  there  were  candy,  nuts oranges,  fruit,  gum,  and  a  toy  for  each  child 
Our  Christmas  that  year  was  one  we'll  always remember.  For  those  raihoad  men  through  their 

great  kindness  gave  us  back  our  Daddy.  He  would 
have  died  without  medicine  and  care.  And  most 
of  all  they  proved  to  a  poor  tanuly  that  "Life  can be  Beautiful"  and  we  should  never  give  up  hope 
and  our  faith  in  God  for  friends'  help  in  time of  need. Mrs.  N.  N,  H. 

The  following  letters  will  receive  Radio  Mirror's fifteen-doUar  checks: 

Dear  Papa   David; 

Three  years  of  war,  six  months  of  which  I  spent 
convalescing  in  a  Hospital  Plant  in  England,  had 
so  embittered  me  that  I  had  lost  all  faith  in 
mankind.  The  hurt  inflicted  by  the  enemy  had 
been  far  deeper  than  my  flesh  wounds  indicated 

This,  insalubrious  state  of  mind  continued  long 
after  I  had  been  released  from  the  hospital.  I 
avoided  my  buddies  on  (CoiUinued  on  pojc  80) 

Life  Cm  Bo  ncimiful,  ,v|,j,,|, ■  Carl  Bixby  ;iiid  t 
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Let    setting    your    table    be    the    only    just-before-eating    task.     You    can,    if    you    follow 

Kate  Smith's  plan  which  allows  you,  as  well  as   the  family,  to   enjoy  Christmas   dinner. 

WHAT  shall  we  have  for  Christmas  dinner? 
What  shall  we  serve  to  celebrate  this  best- 
loved  of  holidays?  These  are  the  questions 

uppermost  in  our  minds  as  the  great  day  draws 
near  and  luckily  for  all  of  us  there  is  a  variety 
of  deliciously  satisfying  answers — chicken  or 
duck,  goose  or  that  favorite  of  favorites,  turkey. 
Whichever  you  prefer,  the  dressing  will  be  of 
major  importance  so  here  are  a  number  to 
choose  from  together  with  a  few  cooking  tips  to 
help  you  to  the  very  merriest  of  Christmases. 

Bread  and  Sausage  Dressing 
(for  chicken  or  turkey) 

2  cups  stale  bread  crumbs 
Vz  cup  hot  water 
2  or  3  sausage  links 
1  medium  onion  chopped  fine 

V4  cup  minced  celery  leaves 
Vi  cup  minced  parsley 
1/2  tsp.  salt 
Vz  tsp.  pepper 
Yt.tsp.  sage 

Cover  bread  crumbs  with  water  and  allow  to 
stand  about  10  minutes.  Break  sausage  with  a 
fork  and  add  to  crumbs.  Add  remaining  in- 

gredients and  mix  well.  This  is  sufficient  (about 
2  cups)  for  a  4-lb.  chicken.  Increase  proportions 
to  make  6  cups  for  turkey. 

Mashed  Potato  Dressing   (for  any  fowl) 

2  cups  hot  mashed  potato 1  tsp.  sage 
1  tsp.  salt 

1/2  tsp.  pepper 
1  tbl.  melted  shortening 
1  egg,  beaten 

Yi  cup  milk 

Add  seasonings,  shortening  and  beaten  egg 
to  milk.  Combine  mashed  potato  and  beat  well. 
About  2  cups.  (Continued  on  page  90) 

By 

KATE  SMITH 
RADIO    MIRROR 
FOOD  COUNSELOR 

Listen  to  Kate  Smith's  daily  talks  at  noon 
and  her  Sunday  night  variety  show,  heard 
over  the  Columbia  network  at  6:30  EST. 
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INSIDE  RADIO  -Telling  You  About  Programs  anl t  to  Hear 
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. <A 8:30 
a. O 8:30 

9:00 
8:00 9:00 
8:15 9:15 

6:15 8:15 9:15 
6:30 8:30 9:30 

9:30 

8:45 9:45 

7:00 9:00 10:00 
8:00 9:00 10:00 
7:00 9:00 10:00 

10:00 

7:30 9:30 10:30 
7:30 9:30 10:30 
7:30 10:30 
6:30 9:30 10:30 

11:00 

8:05 10:05 11:05 
11:15 

8:30 10:30 11:30 
8:30 10:30 11:30 

11:30 
10:45 11:45 

12:00 
9:00 11:00 12:00 
9:30 11:30 12:30 

12:30 
12:30 
1:00 
1:00 

10:00 12:00 1:00 
1:00 

12:15 1:15 
1:15 

10:15 12:30 1:30 
10:30 12:30 1:30 
10:30 12:30 1:30 

1:30 
1:45 

11:00 2:00 
11:00 1:00 2:00 
8:00 2:00 

2:00 
2:30 

11:30 2:30 

2:45 

12:00 3:00 
3:00 

12:00 2:05 3:00 

12:00 2:00 3:00 

3:30 
12:30 2:30 3:30 

3:30 
12:45 3:45 
1:00 3:00 4:00 

3:00 4:00 
4:00 
4:30 

1:30 3:30 4:30 
1:30 4:30 

4:30 
2:00 5:00 
2:00 4:00 5:00 
2:00 5:00 

5:00 
2:30 4:30 5:30 
2:30 5:30 

12:45 4:45 5:45 
3:00 5:00 6:00 

5:00 6:00 
6:00 

3:00 5:00 6:00 
6:30 
6:30 
6:30 
6:30 
7:00 

4:00 7:00 
4:00 6:00 7:00 
9:00 7:00 

7:30 
8:30 6:30 7:30 
4:30 6:30 7:30 
8:30 8:30 7:30 
5:00 7:00 8:00 

8:00 
8:00 
8:00 
8:30 

8:00 7:00 8:30 
5:30 7:30 8:30 
5:55 7:55 8:55 
6:00 8:00 9:00 
6:00 8:00 9:00 
6:00 8:00 9:00 
6:00 8:00 9:00 
6:15 8:15 9:15 
8:30 8:30 9:30 

9:30 
8:30 8:30 9:30 

6:30 8:30 9:30 
6:45 9:45 
7:00 9:00 10:00 
7:00 9:00 10:00 
7:00 9:00 10:00 

10:00 
7:30 9:30 10:30 

9:30 10:30 
10:30 

10:30 11:00 
10:30 11:30 11:30 

Su^Oif' 
Eastern  Standard  Time 

CBS:  Carolina  Calling 
ABC:  Earl  Wild,  pianist 

MBS:  Young  People's  Church ABC:  White  Rabbit  Line 

CBS:  Renfro  Valley  Folks 
NBC:  Story  to  Order 
NBC:  Words  and  Music 
MBS:  Tone  Tapestries 
CBS:  Choir  Practice 
CBS:  Church  of  the  Air 
ABC:'  Message  of  Israel 
NBC:  Highlights  of  the  Bible 
MBS:  Radio  Bible  Class 
CBS:  Church  of  the  Air 
ABC:  Southernaires 
NBC:  Circle  Arrow  Show 
MBS:  Voice  of  Prophecy 
MBS:  Bible  Institute 

CBS:  Wings  Over  Jordan 
MBS:  Pauline  Alport 
ABC:  Hour  of  Faith 

CBS:  Salt  Lake  City  Tabernacle 
Choir 

MBS:  Reviewing  Stand 

NBC:  Solitaire  Time,   Warde  Dono- van 
MBS:  Pilgrim  Hour 
CBS:  Invitation  to  Learning 
NBC:  Eternal  Light 
MBS:  Lutheran  Hour 
ABC:  String  Orchestra 
MBS:  George  Carson  Putnam 
ABC:  Johnny  Thompson 
CBS:  People's  Platform 
NBC:  America  United 
ABC:  Leo  Durocher 
MBS:  Opportunity  U.S.A. 
CBS:  Time  for  Reason 
ABC:  Sammy  Kaye's  Orchestra 
NBC:  Chicago  Round  Table 
MBS:  Singing  Sweethearts 
MBS:  Jimmy  Farreil 
NBC:  Frank  Black,  Robert  Merrill 
MBS:  Private  Showing 
ABC:  Warriors  of  Peace 
CBS:  Assignment  Home 
NBC:  Harvest  of  Stars,  James 

Melton 
ABC:  National  Vespers 
MBS:  What   the   Veteran    Wants   to 

Know 

ABC:  Danger,  Dr.  Danfield 
MBS:  Open  House 
CBS:  New  York  Philharmonic 

Symphony 
NBC:  Carmen  Cavallaro 
ABC:  A  Present  From  Hollywood 
NBC:  One  Man's  Family 
MBS:  Vera  Holly,  songs 
ABC:  Samuel  Pettingill 
NBC:  The  Quiz  Kids 
ABC:  Are  These  Our  Children? 
MBS:  Mysterious  Traveller 
NBC:  Lucky  Stars 
CBS:  Hour  of  Charm 
ABC:  Right  Down  Your  Alley 
MBS:  True  Detective  Mysteries 
MBC:  NBC  Symphony 
CBS:  The  Family  Hour 
ABC:  Darts  for  Dough 
MBS:  The  Shadow 
MBS:  Quick  as  a  Flash 
ABC:  David  Harding,  Counterspy 
CBS:  William  L.  Shirer 
CBS:  Adventure  of  Ozzie  & 

Harriet 
ABC:  Phil  Davis 
MBS:  Those  Websters 
NBC:  Catholic  Hour 
MBS:  Nick  Carter 
ABC:  The  O'Neils 
NBC:  Bob  Burns 
CBS:  Kate  Smith  Sings 
ABC:  Drew  Pearson 
MBS:  Let's  Go  to  the  Opera 
NBC:  Jack  Benny 
CBS:  Gene  Autry 
MBS:  Star  Show 
ABC:  Dark  Venture 
NBC:  Fitch  Bandwagon 
CBS:  Blondie 
NBC:  Edgar  Bergen,  Charlie 

McCarthy 
MBS:  Mediation  Board 
ABC:  Paul  Whiteman 
CBS:  Adventures  of  Sam  Spade 
MBS:  Special  investigator 
CBS:  Crime  Doctor 
NBC:  Fred  Allen 
CBS:  Ned  Calmer 
CBS:  Meet  Corliss  Archer 
MBS:  Exploring  the  Unknown 
ABC:  Walter  Winchell 
NBC:  Manhattan   Merry-Go-Round 
ABC:  Louella  Parson's  Show 
CBS:  Texaco    Star   Theater,    James 

Melton 
MBS:  Double  or  Nothing 
NBC:  American  Album  of  Familiar 

Music 
ABC:  Jimmie  Fidler 
ABC:  Policewoman,  drama 
CBS:  Take  it  or  Leave  it 
ABC:  Theatre  Guild 
NBC:  Don  Ameche  Variety  Show 
MBS:  Mystery  Is  My  Hobby 
NBC:  Meet  Me  at  Parky's CBS:  We  the  People 
MBS:  Serenade  for  Strings 
CBS:  Bill  Costello 
NBC:  Paeific  Story 

HEROINES    MAKE  THEMSELVES   .   .   . 

Bess  McCammon  would  be  the  last  per- 
son in  the  world  to  accept  herself  in  the 

role  of  a  heroine.  Bess,  who  plays  among 
other  radio  parts  the  one  of  Aunt  Agatha 
in  The  Romance  of  Helen  Trent  (CBS, 
Mondays  through  Fridays  at  12:30  P.M. 
EST)    is  calm,  grey-haired,  green-eyed. 

Yet,  in  her  gentle  way,  Bess  McCammon 
has  had  to  face  life  and  fight  for  it,  for 
herself  and  her  two  sons. 

Bess  was  born  and  raised  in  Cincinnati, 

Ohio.,  brought  up  in  the  American  tradi- 
tion that  the  greatest  career  for  a  woman 

was  that  of  being  a  good  wife  and  mother. 
For  seventeen  years,  she  acquitted  her- 

self very  well.  She  ran  her  home  effi- 
ciently and  happily.   She  had  two  sons. 

In  1932,  that  well  being  was  shattered 
by  the  untimely  death  of  Mr.  McCammon 
and  the  startling  realization  that  she  had  a 
seventeen-year-old  son  to  see  through  col- 

lege and  a  ten-year-old  son  to  help  through 
his  formative  years. 

Outside  of  her  home  making,  Bess  had 
training  for  only  one  thing,  the  theater. 
Bravely,  she  tackled  the  powers-that-were 
at  the  Schuster-Martin  School  of  the 
Drama  and,  with  no  trouble  at  all,  she  was 
hired  as  a  faculty  member  of  the  school 
and  shortly  made  the  director  of  the 
school's  children's  theater.  This  was  a  job 

and  hard  work,  but  it  didn't  quite  fulfill 
all  the  needs  of  her  little  family  in  terms 
of  salary.  It  was  this  need  for  more  money 
that  turned  Bess's  efforts  toward  radio, 
which  was  just  beginning  to  get  a  foothold 
on  the  nation  at  that  time. 

In  no  time  at  all,  Bess  was  appointed  to 
the  dramatic  staff  of  station  WLW.  For  the 

next  six  years,  she  handled  two  jobs — one 
at  the  dramatic  school,  the  other  at  the 
radio  station,  scrambling  a  bit  to  meet  all 
her  commitments  without  sacrificing  her 
children  to  her  career.  And  any  woman 
who  has  had  to  work  for  a  living  and  raise 
children  at  the  same  time,  knows  what  a 
strain  that  can  become  at  times. 
By  1940,  Bess  was  so  much  in  demand 

for  radio  work  that  she  was  able  to  give 
up  her  staff  work  at  the  school.  In  the 
early  spring  of  that  year,  she  moved  with 
her  sons  to  Chicago,  where  for  the  next 
four  years  she  was  one  of  the  busiest 
actresses  on  the  air.  In  1944,  she  moved  to 
New  York,  that  being  the  next  port  of  call 
in  her  career,  but  also  a  place  more  acces- 

sible for  her  sons,  who  were  both  in  the 
Armed  Forces  by  that  time.  The  war  years 
were  not  easy  for  Bess,  yet  worry  over  her 
boys  while  they  were  overseas  never  ruf- 

fled her  quiet,  cakn  nature.  She  would 
still  laugh,  if  anyone  called  her  heroic. 
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00  ABC:  Breakfast  Club 
00  NBC:  Honeymoon  in  New  York 
15  CBS:  This  Is  New  York 
15  MBS:  Shady  Valley  Folks 
00  CBS:  Joe  Powers  of  Oakville 
00  ABC:  My  True  Story 
00  NBC:  Jack  Berch 
00  MBS:  Once  Over  Lightly 

15  NBC:  Lora  Lawton 
IS  MBS:  Faith  In  Our  Time 

30  CBS:  Evelyn  Winters 
30  ABC:  Hymns  of  All  Churches 
30  NBC:  Road  of  Life 
30  MBS:  Say  It  With  Music 
:45ABC:  Club  Time 
:45CBS:  Bachelor's  Children 
:45NBC:  Joyce  Jordan 
:4S  MBS:  Jackie  Hill 

:00ABC:  Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast 
:00  NBC:  Fred  Waring  Show 
:00  CBS:  Arthur  Godfrey 

:15  MBS:  Tell  Your  Neighbor 
:30  CBS:  Time  to  Remember 
:30ABC:  Gilbert  Martyh 
:30  MBS:  Bill  Harrington  Sings 
:45  CBS:  Rosemary 
:45  ABC:  Ted  Malone 
:45  MBS:  Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
:45NBC:  David  Harum 
:00ABC:  Glamour  Manor 
:00  CBS:  Kate  Smith  Speaks 
:15  CBS:  Aunt  Jenny 
:15MBS:  Morton  Downey 
:30  CBS:  Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
:30  ABC:  At  Your  Request 
:30MBS:  Holiday  On  Wings 
:45  CBS:  Our  Gal  Sunday 

:45  NBC:  Maggl's  Private  Wire :45  MBS:  Naval  Academy  Band 
:00  MBS:  Editor's  Diary 
:00  CBS:  Big  Sister 
:15  CBS:  Ma  Perkins 
:30  CBS:  Young  Dr.  Malone 
:30  MBS:  Tex  Fletcher's  Orchestra :45  MBS:  John  J.  Anthony 
:45  CBS:  Road  of  Life 
:OONBC:  The  Guiding  Light 
:00  CBS:  The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
:15  ABC:  Ethel  &  Albert 
15  NBC:  Today's  Children :15  CBS:  Perry  Mason 
:15  MBS:  Smile  Time 
:30  NBC:  Woman  in  White 
:30  ABC:  Bride  and  Groom 
30  MBS:  Queen  for  a  Day 
45  CBS:  Time  to  Remember 
45  NBC:  Masquerade 
:00  ABC:  Ladies  Be  Seated 
00  CBS:  Cinderella,  Inc 
00  NBC:  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
00  MBS:  Heart's  Desire :15  NBC:  Ma  Perkins 
:15  MBS:  Judy  Lang,  songs 
:30  ABC:  Meet  Me  In  Manhattan 
30  CBS:  Winner  Take  All 

:30  NBC:  Pepper  Young's  Family :30  MBS:  Bobby  Norris 
:45NBC:  Right  to  Happiness 
:4S  MBS:.  Jackie  Hill 
:00  CBS:  House  Party 

:00  MBS:  Erskine  Johnson's  Hollywood :00  NBC:  Backstage  Wife 
:1SABC:  Jean  Colbert 
:15  NBC:  Stella  Dallas 
:15  MBS:  Johnson  Family 
:30  CBS:  Give  and  Take 
:30  MBS:  Adventures  of  the  Sea  Hound 
:30  NBC:  Lorenzo  Jones 
:4S  MBS:  Buck  Rogers 
:45ABC:  Cliff  Edwards 
:45  NBC:  Young  Widder  Brown 
:00  CBS:  Feature  Story 
00  ABC:  Terry  and  the  Pirates 
:00  NBC:  When  a  Girl  Marries 
:00  MBS:  Hop  Harrigan 
:15  NBC:  Portia  Faces  Life 
15  ABC:  Sky  King 
15  MBS:  Superman 
15  CBS:  Woman's  Club 30  MBS:  Captain  Midnight 
30  ABC:  Jack  Armstrong 

:30  NBC:  Just  Plain  Bill 
:30  NBC:  Front  Page  Farreil 
:45  ABC:  Tennessee  Jed 
:45  CBS:  Sparrow  and  the  Hawk 
:45  MBS:  Tom  Mix 
:15  NBC:  Sketches  In  Melodies 
:15  CBS:  in  My  Opinion 
:30  CbS:  Skyline  Roof,  Gordon  Macrae 
:00  CBS:  Mystery  of  the  Week 
:OONBC:  Chesterfield  Club 
:15  CBS:  Jack  Smith 
:30  CBS:  Bob  Hawk  Show 
:30  ABC:  The  Lone  Ranger 
:00  NBC:  Cavalcade  of  America 

8:00  CBS:  inner  Sanctum 
8:00  ABC:  Lum  &  Abner 
8:00  MBS:  Bulldog  Drummond 
8:30  ABC:  Fat  Man  Detective  Series 
8:30  CBS:  Fighting  Senator 
8:30  NBC:  Voice  of  Firestone 
8:30  MBS:  Case  Book  of  Gregory   Hood 
9:00  ABC:  i  Deal  in  Crime 
9:00  NBC:  The  Telephone  Hour 
9:00  CBS:  Lux  Radio  Theatre 
9:15  MBS:  Real  Stories 
9:30  NBC:  Benny  Goodman 
9:30  MBS:  Spotlight<Bands 
9:30  ABC:  Johnny  Olsen's  Rumpus Room 
9:55  ABC:  Harry  Wismer,  sports 

10:00  CBS:  Screen  Guild  Players 
10:00  NBC:  Contented  Program 
10:00  MBS:  Tommy  Dorsey's  Play  Shop 
10:00  ABC:  Doctors  Talk  It  Over 
10:30  CBS:  Tonight  on  Broadway 
10:30  NBC:  Dr.  i.  Q. 
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Eastern  Standard  Time 

I  ABC:  Breakfast  Club 
NBC:  Honeymoon  in  New  Yoric 

;  CBS:  This  Is  New  York 
MBS:  Shady  Valley  Folks 

I  NBC:  Daytime  Classics 
i  CBS:  Joe  Powers  of  Oakville 
i  ABC:  My  True  Story 
MBS:  Alan  Scott 

I  NBC:  Jack  Berch 
NBC:  Lora  Lawton 
MBS:  Faith  in  Our  Time 

I  CBS:  Evelyn  Winters 
ABC:  Hymns  of  All  Churches 
NBC:  Road  of  Life 
MBS:  Say  It  With  Music 
ABC:  The  Listening  Post 
NBC:  Joyce  Jordan 
NBC:  Fred  Waring  Show 

I  ABC:  Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast 
I  CBS:  Arthur  Godfrey 
MBS:  Tell  Your  Neighbor 

I  ABC:  Gilbert  Martin 
I  CBS:  Time  to  Remember 
MBS:  Bill  Harrington 

'  CBS:  Rosemary 
'  ABC:  Galen  Drake 
NBC:  David  Harum 
MBS:  Victor  H.  Lindlahr 

I  ABC:  Glamour  Manor 
I  CBS:  Kate  Smith  Speaks 
MBS:  Morton  Downey 

>  CBS:  Aunt  Jenny 
I  CBS:  Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
I  ABC:  At  Your  Request 
MBS:  Quaker  City  Serenade 

>  CBS:  Our  Gal  Sunday 
NBC:  Maggi's  Private  Wire 
MBS:  Editor's  Diary 

I  CBS:  Big  Sister 
NBC:  U.  S.  Navy  Band 

:  CBS:  Ma  Perkins 
MBS:  Luncneon  with  Lopez 

I  CBS:  Young  Dr.  Malone 
MBS:  Tex  Fletcher's  Orchestra 

;  CBS:  Road  of  Life 
MBS:  John  J.  Anthony 
NBC:  The  Guiding  Light 

I  ABC:  John  B.  Kennedy,  news 
I  CBS:  The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
;  ABC:  Ethel  &  Albert 
MBS:  Smile  Time 
NBC:  Today's  Children 

;  CBS:  Perry  Mason 
NBC:  Woman  in  White 
ABC;  Bride  and  Groom 
MBS:  Queen  for  a  Day 

;  CBS:  Time  to  Remember 
NBC:  Masquerade 

I  CBS:  Cinderella,  Inc. 
I  ABC:  Ladies  lie  Seated 
NBC:  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful. 
MBS:  Heart's  Desire 
NBC:  Ma  Perkins 

NBC:  Pepper  Young's  Famify MBS:  Bobby  Norris 
CBS:  Winner  Take  All 

I  ABC:  Meet  Me  In  Manhattan 
NBC:  Right  to  Happiness 
MBS:  Jackie  Hill 

I  ABC:  George  Barnes'  Orchestra 
I  CBS:  House  Party 
NBC:  Backstage  Wife 
MB,S:  Erskine  Johnson's  Hollywood NBC:  Stella  Dallas 

;  MBS:  The  Johnson  Family 
;C:  Jean  Colbert 

I  NBC:  Lorenzo  Jones 
I  CBSAl  GHMe  and  Take 

B^ 

MBS Adventures  of  the  Sea  Hound 
ABCV   Miff  Edwards 
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ng  Widder  Brown 
Buck  Rogers 
^^Cerry  and  the  Pirates 
When.^a  Girl  Marries 
Hop  Harrigan 
Portia  Faces  Life 
Sky  King 
Superman 
Jack  Armstrong 
Just  Plain  Bill 
Captain  Midnight 
Tennessee  Jed 
Front  Page  Farrell 
Sparrow  and  the  Hawk 
Tom  Mix 
Jose  Bethancourt,  marimba 
Frontiers  of  Science 
Skyline  Roof,  Gordon  Macrae 
Chesterfield  Supper  Club 
Mystery  of  the  Week 
Jack  Smith 
Blue  Barron's  Orchestra 
American  Melody  Hour 
Songs  by  Warde  Donovan 
Big  Town 
Lum  'n'  Abner 
Rudy  Vallee 
Under  Arrest 
Inside  Sports 
Henry  Morgan 
A  Date  With  Judy 
Mel  Blanc  Show 
Adventures  of  the  Falcon 
Bill  Henry 
Amos  'n'  Andy 
Vox  Pop 
Real  Stories 
Boston  Symphony 
Fibber  McGee  &  Molly 
American  Forum  of  the  Air 
Hollywood  Players 
Bob  Hope 
Talent  Scouts 
Open  Hearing 
Dance  Orchestra 
Red  Skelton 
Frontiers  of  Science 

FROM    THE     HORSE'S     MOUTH 

When  a  radio  producer  in  Chicago  needs 
a  mad  cockatoo,  a  pink  elephant,  an  over- 

worked and  complaining  horse,  or  an  alli- 
gator noise,  his  automatic  choice  for  an 

authentic  portrayal  is  Wilms  Herbert. 
Wilms  is  also  greatly  in  demand  as  a  lead- 

ing man  and  character  actor,  being  heard 
daily  and  weekly  in  many  shows.  He  plays 

Keith  Armour  in  NBC's  Today's  Children, 
Mr.  Garrett  in  NBC  and  CBS's  Ma  Perkins 
and  is  the  narrator  on  the  NBC  series,  Tales 
of  the  Foreign  Service.  In  addition,  he 
portrays  all  the  different  animal  characters 

that  turn  up  in  Mutual's  Those  Websters. 
All  this  versatility  isn't  just  a  knack. 

It's  the  result  of  research,  study  and  hard 
work.  Wilms  loves  all  animals  and  spends 
much  of  his  time  at  the  zoo,  watching  and 
listening  to  them  and  absorbing  every 

nuance  of  the  sounds  they  utter.  That's what  makes  his  animal  imitations  so 
authentic.  His  dialects  come  from  in- 

tensive reading  and  wandering  about  the 
city  listening  to  the  way  people  speak. 
Wilms,  an  attractive  bachelor  of  some 

thirty-odd  years,  was  born  in  Chicago.  He 
began  his  acting  career  early,  working  as 
a  professional  actor  while  he  was  still  a 
student  at  Lake  View  High  School.  He 

toured  during  the  summer  with  Chautau- 
qua  and  Toby   shows. 

The  restlessness  in  him,  which  is  now 
satisfied  by  wanderings  in  and  around  Chi- 

cago, was  always  with  him.  On  one  of  his 
tours  about  the  country,  he  stopped  off  in 
Hollywood  for  several  years.  There  he 
ran  a  dance  studio,  at  the  same  time  sing- 

ing in  the  Los  Angeles  Opera  Company 
and  the  Light  Opera  Company,  with  flyers 
in  musical  movies,  both  singing  and  danc- 

ing before  the  cameras.  During  his  spare 
time — what  there  was  of  it — he  wrote  dance 
reviews  for  the  l^os  Angeles  Daily  News. 
A  wanderer  at  heart,  Wilms  tired  of 

staying  in  Hollywood  and  began  traveling, 
arranging  and  booking  musical  units  for 
movie  theaters  throughout  the  country. 
He  finally  got  to  Milwaukee  and,  in  1940, 
took  over  the  stage  direction  of  the  Mil- 

waukee Opera.  He  still  commutes  to  Mil- 
waukee once  a  week,  where  he  is  narrating 

for  a  children's  opera  company. 
In  1942,  Wilms  decided  to  try  his  hand 

at  radio  and,  after  a  very  short  time,  he 
had  a  leading  part  in  Lonely  Women.  Since 
then,  he  has  developed  into  one  of  the 
busiest  actors  in  Chicago. 

He's  not  sure  how  long  it  will  last,  but 
for  the  moment,  Wilms  has  settled  down  in 
Evanston,  Illinois,  where  he  lives  with  his 
mother  and  brother.  One  of  the  things 
which  may  anchor  him  for  some  time  is 
his  fine  collection  of  rare  birds  and  the 
modern,  scientific  aviary  in  which  he  breeds 

them.  You  can't  just  walk  off  and  leave 
such  a  hobby  to  gather  dust,  while  you 
gallivant  about  the  country. 
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My  True  Story 
Once  Over  Lightly 

Lora  Lawton 
Faith  in  Our  Time 

Evelyn  Winters 
Road  of  Life 

Say  It  With  Music 
Bachelor's  Children 
The  Listening  Post 

Joyce  Jordan Jackie  Jill  Show 

Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast Fred  Waring  Show Arthur  Godfrey 

Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Gilbert  Martyn 
Time  to  Remember 
Bill  Harrington 

Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
Rosemary 

Ted  Malone 
David  Harum 

Glamour  Manor Kate  Smith  Speaks 
Morton  Downey Aunt  Jenny 

Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
At  Your  Request 
Quaker  City  Serenade Our  Gal  Sunday 

Maggi's  Private  Wire 
Big  Sister Editor's  Diary 
Ma  Perkins 
Luncheon  With  Lopez 
Young  Dr.  Malone 
Tex  Fletcher's  Orchestra 
Road  of  Life 
John  J.  Anthony 
The  Guiding  Light 
The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
Ethel  &  Albert 
Today's  Children 
Perry  Mason 
Smile  Time Bride  and  Groom 
Woman  in  White 
Queen  for  a  Day 
Time  to  Remember 

Masquerade Ladies  Be  Seated 
Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 
Heart's  Desire 
Cinderella,  Inc. 
Ma  Perkins 
Winner  Takes  All 

Pepper  Young's  Family Meet  Me  in  Manhattan 
Bobby  Norris 
Right  to  Happiness 
Jackie  Hill 
Backstage  Wife House  Party 

Erskine  Johnson  in  Holly  woo 
George  Barnes'  Orchestra Jean  Colbert 
The  Johnson  Family 
Stella  Dallas 
Adventures  of  the  Sea  Hound 
Give  and  Take 
Lorenzo  Jones 
Hop  Harrigan 
Buck  Rogers 

Young  Widder  Brown 
Terry  and  the  Pirates When  a  Girl  Marries 
Hop  Harrigan 
Portia  Faces  Life 
Sky  King 

Superman Jack  Armstrong 
Captain  Midnight 
Just  Plain  Bill Tennessee  Jed 
Front  Page  Farrell 
The  Sparrow  and  the  Hawk Tom  Mix 
Word  From  the  Country 
Jose  Bethancourt 

Skyline  Roof Headline  Edition 

Mystery  of  the  Week Chesterfield  Supper  Club 
Jack  Smith 
The  Korn  Kobblers 
Adventures  of  Ellery  Queen 
The  Lone  Ranger 
Battle  of  the  Commentators 
Carolyn  Gilbert Lum  'n'  Abner 
What's    the    Name    of    That 

. Song? 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  North 
Jack  Carson 
Listen  to  La  Guardia 
It's  Up  to  Youth 
Fishing  and  Hunting 
The  Great  Gildersleeve 
Court  of  Missing  Heirs 
Frank  Sinatra 
Duffy's  Tavern 
Real  Stories 
Pot  o'  Gold 

Spotlight  Bands Mr.  District  Attorney 
Dinah  Shore 
Academy  Award Frank  Morgan Bing  Crosby 

Concert  Hour 
Information  Please 
Author  Meets  Critics 
Fantasy  in  Melody 
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I  NBC: 

MBS: 
CBS: 
ABC: 
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NBC: 
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NBC: 
ABC: 
NBC: 
MBS: 
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Breakfast  Club 
Honeymoon  in  New  York 
This  Is  New  York 
Shady  Valley  Folks 
Daytime  Classics 
Joe  Powers  of  Oakville 
My  True  Story 
Jack  Berch 
Once  Over  Lightly 
Lora  Lawton 
Faith  in  Our  Time 

Roa'd  of  Life 
Evelyn  Winters 
Say  It  With  Music 

Bachelor's  Children 
The  Listening  Post 
Joyce  Jordan 
Jackie  Hill 

Arthur  Godfrey 
Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast 
Fred  Waring  Show 
Tell  Your  Neighbor 
Gilbert  Martyn 
Bill  Harrington 
Time  to  Remember 
Rosemary 
David  Harum 
Victor  H.  Lindlahr 
Glamour  Manor 
Kate  Smith  Speaks 
Aunt  Jenny 
Morton  Downey 
Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
At  Your  Request 
Quaker  City  Serenade 
Our  Gal  Sunday 
Maggi's  Private  Wire 
U.  S.  Navy  Band 

Big  Sister 
Editor's  Diary 
Ma  Perkins 
Luncheon  with  Lopez 
Young  Dr.  Malone 
Tex  Fletcher's  Orchestra 
John  J.  Anthony 
Road  of  Life 
The  Guiding  Light 
The  Second  Mrs.  Burton 
Ethel  &  Albert 
Today's  Children 
Perry  Mason 
Smile  Time 
Bride  and  Groom 
Woman  in  White 
Queen  for  a  Day 
Time  to  Remember 
Masquerade 
Ladies  Be  Seated 
Heart's  Desire 
Cinderella^  Inc. 
Ma  Perkins 

Pepper  Young's  Family Meet  Me  in  Manhattan 
Bobby  Norris 
Winner  Takes  All 
Right  to  Happiness 
Jackie  Hill 

George  Barnes'  Orchestra House  Party 
Backstage  Wife 
Erskine  Johnson  in  Hollywood 
Stella  Dallas 
Johnson  Family 
Jean  Colbert 
Give  and  Take 
Adventures  of  the  Sea  Hound 
Lorenzo  Jones 
Cliff  Edwards 
Buck  Rogers 
Young  Widder  Brown 
Terry  and  the  Pirates 
When  a  Girl  Marries 
Hop  Harrigan 
Portia  Faces  Life 
Sky  King 
Superman 
Jack  Armstrong 
Captain  Midnight 
Just  Plain  Bill 
Tennessee  Jed 
Front  Page  Farrell 
Sparrow  and  the  Hawk 
Tom  Mix 
In  My  Opinion 
Serenade  to  America 
Skyline  Roof,  Gordon  Macrae 
Clem  McCarthy 
Chesterfield  Supper  Club 
Jack  Smith 
Korn  Kobblers 
Mr.  Keen 
Professor  Quiz 
Dennis  Day 
Lum  'n'  Abner 
Suspense 
Aldrich  Family 
Elaine  Carrington  Playhouse 
America's  Town  Meeting 
Burns  and  Allen 
Vic  and  Sade 
F.B.i.  in  Peace  and  War 
Bill  Henry 
Dick  Haymes 
Gabriel  Heatter 
Eddie  Duchin,  Edward  Everett 

Horton 
Real  Stories 
Crime  Photographer 
Pot  o'  Gold 
Hobby  Lobby 
By  Popular  Demand 
Jack  Haley  with  Eve  Arden 
Sammy  Kaye 
Eddie   Dooley's   All   American 

Football  Roundup 
Abbott  and  Costello 
Ralph  Norman's  Orchestra Eddie  Cantor 
Crime,  Cause  and  Prevention 
Phone  Again  Finnegan 

^*UcCacfr 

CHATTERBOX 

Fran  Allison's  characterizations  of  genial, 
gossipy,  gauche  "Aunt  Fanny"  on  Tuesday, 
Wednesday  and  Thursday  broadcasts  of  the 
ABC  Breakfast  Club  (weekdays  8  A.M., 

CST),  are  so  realistic  that  Fran's  mother, 
back  in  Iowa,  is  in  a  constant  dither  for 
fear  that  kinfolk  might  be   offended. 

Fran  says  that  this  puzzles  her  because 
the  quaint  people  and  rural  events  she 
describes  a  la  Aunt  Fanny  are  purely  fic- 

titious. There  are  really  no  such  persons 
as  Lutie  Larson,  Bert  and  Birdie  Beer- 
bower,  Nether  Hennicut  and  the  rest  of 
the  rustics  that  pop  up  in  her  monologues. 
Fran  makes  them  up  out  of  her  own  head. 
When  challenged,  however,  she  does  admit 
that  certain  chAacters  are  composites  of 
actual  people  she  has  met  and  watched  and 

listened  to — but  that's  something  else  again. 
Where  else  should  an  artist  go  for  mate- 

rial, if  not  to  life  itself? 
Fran  was  born  in  La  Porte  City,  Iowa, 

and  spent  her  girlhood,  as  she  puts  it, 

".  .  .  in  the  shadows  of  the  tall  corn."  She 
went  to  Coe  College  in  Cedar  Rapids,  ma- 

joring in  music  and  education.  As  a  mem- 
ber of  the  college  glee  club,  she  discovered 

that  she  had  a  flair  for  putting  vitamins 
into  undernourished  ballads,  which  talent 
resulted  in  an  early  debut  as  a  singer  on 
a  local  radio  station. 

Like  so  many  successful  characteriza- 

tions, the  creation  of  "Aunt  Fanny"  was 
spontaneous.  Fran  had  strolled  casually 
into  the  studio  one  day  while  an  announcer 
was  giving  forth  on  the  air.  As  a  break, 
the  announcer  interrupted  his  program  to 

remark,  "Why,  here's  Aunt  Fanny — why 
don't  you  come  over  and  say  hello  to  the 
folks?"  The  "Aunt  Fanny"  clicked  in  Fran's 
inventive  brain  and  she  went  to  the  micro- 

phone and  for  five  minutes  ad-libbed  her 
first,  hilarious  Aunt  Fanny  routine. 

Once  born.  Aunt  Fanny  took  a  firm  hold 
on  listeners  who  kept  writing  in  for  more 
of  the  loquacious  lady.  From  that  mo- 

ment, Fran  led  a  dual  life,  singing  as  Fran 
Allison  and  chattering  as  Aunt  Fanny. 

In  1937,  Fran  moved  to  Chicago,  where 
she  and  Aunt  Fanny  became  fixtures  on 
the  Breakfast  Club. 

Fran  is  a  warm,  friendly  and  unaffected 

person,  who  prides  herself — as  well  she 
may — on  maintaining  an  even  temper  at 
all  times.  That  even  temper  is  being 
sorely  tried,  these  days,  too.  Through  the 
last  two  and  a  half  years  of  the  war,  while 
her  husband,  a  lieutenant  in  the  infantry, 
was  overseas,  Fran  spent  most  of  her  spare 
time  trying  to  locate  an  apartment  that  had 
a  lease  of  more  than  three  months.  Her 
efforts  were  valiant  but  not  very  fruitful. 
Fran  claims  that  she  spent  most  of  that 
time  changing  apartment  and  phone  list- 

ings. And  now  that  her  husband  is  back 

home  again,  she'd  like  to  settle  down  and 
cook  for  him — a  chore  she  loves — and  get 
an  efficient  person  to  keep  house. 
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Eastern  Standard  Time 

9:00  ABC:  Breakfast  Club 
9:00  NBC:  Honeymoon  in  New  York 
9:15  CBS:  This  is  New  York 
9:15  MBS:  Shady  Valley  Folks 
9:30  NBC:  Daytime  Classics 

10:00  CBS:  Joe  Powers  of  Oakville 
10:00  ABC:  My  True  Story 
10:00  NBC:  Jack  Berch 
10:00  MBS:  Once  Over  Lightly 
10:15  NBC:  Lora  Lawton 
10:15  MBS:  Faith  in  Our  Time 
10:30  CBS:  Evelyn  Winters 
10:30  ABC:  Betty  Crocker 
10:30  NBC:  Road  of  Life 
10:30  MBS:  Say  It  With  Music 

10:45  CBS:  Bachelor's  Children 10:45  NBC:  Joyce  Jordan 
10:45  ABC:  The  Listening  Post 
10:45  MBS:  The  Jackie  Hill  Show 

11:00  ABC:  Tom  Breneman's  Breakfast 
11:00  NBC:  Fred  Waring  Show 
11:00  CBS:  Arthur  Godfrey 

11:15  MBS:  Tell  Your  Neighbor 
11:30  ABC:  Gilbert  Martyn 
11:30  CBS:  Time  to  Remember 
11:30  MBS:  Bill  Harrington  Sings 
11:45  CBS:  Rosemary 
11:45  ABC:  Ted  Malone 
11:45  NBC:  David  Harum 
11:45  MBS:  Victor  H.  Lindlahr 

12:00  ABC:  Glamour  Manor 
12:00  CBS:  Kate  Smith  Speaks 
12:15  CBS:  Aunt  Jenny 
12:15  MBS:  Morton  Downey 
12:30  CBS:  Romance  of  Helen  Trent 
12:30  AIC:  At  Your  Request 
12:30  Mb:;:  Division  Diary 

12:45  NBC:  Maggi's  Private  Wire 
12:45  CBS:  Our  Gal  Sunday 
12:45  MBS:  Division  Diary 

1:00  CBS:  Big  Sister 
1:00  MBS:  The  Editor's  Diary 
1:15  CBS:  Ma  Perkins 1:15  MBS:  Luncheon  with  Lopez 

1:30  CBS:  Young  Dr.  Malone 
1:30  MBS.  Tex  Fletcher's  Orchestra 
1:45  CBS:  Road  of  Life 
1:45  MBS:  John  J.  Anthony 
2:00  NBC:  The  Guiding  Light 
2:00  ABC:  John  B.  Kennedy,  news 
2:00  CBS:  The  Second  Mrs.  Burtoq, 

2:15  ABC:  Ethel  &  Albert 
2:15  CBS:  Perry  Mason 
2:15  MBS:  Smile  Time 
2:30  ABC:  Bride  and  Groom 
2:30  NBC:  Woman  in  White 
2:30  MBS:  Queen  for  a  Day 
2:45  CBS:  Time  to  Remember 
2:45  NBC:  Masquerade 
3:00  ABC:  Ladies  Be  Seated 
3:00  CBS.-  Cinderella,  Inc. 
3:00  NBC:  Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

3:00  MBS:  Heart's  Desire 
3:15  NBC:  Ma  Perkins 
3:30  CBS:  Winner  Takes  All 
3:30  ABC:  Me^-.  iVte  In  Manhattan 
3:30  NBC:  Pepper  Young's  Kamily 
3:30  MBS:  Bo.,uy  Norris 
3:45  NBC:  Right  to  Happiness 
3:45  MBS:  Jackie  Hill 

4:00  ABC:  George  Barnes's  Orchestra 
4:00  CBS:  Kouse  Party 
4:00  MBS:  Erskine  Johnson 
4:00  NBC:  Backstage  Wife 
4:15  MBS:  Johnson  Family 
4:15  ABC:  Jean  Colbert 
4:15  NBC:  Stella  Dallas 

4:30  CBS:  Give  and  Take 
4:30  NBC:  Lorenzo  Jones 4:30  MBS:  Adventures  of  the  Sea  Hound 

4:45  MBS:  Buck  Rogers 
4:45  NBC:  Young  Widder  Brown 
5:00  ABC:  Terry  and  the  Pirates 
5:00  NBC:  When  a  Girl  Marries 
5:00  MBS:  Hop  Harrigan 
5:15  NBC:  Portia  Faces  Life 
5:15  ABC:  Sky  King 
5:15  MBS:  Superman 
5:30  MBS:  Captain  Midnight 
5:30  ABC:  Jack  Armstrong 
5:30  NBC:  Just  Plain  Bill 
5:45  NBC:  Front  Page  Farrell 
5:45  CBS:  Sparrow  and  the  Hawk 
5:45  ABC:  Tennessee  Jed 
5:45  MBS:  Tom  Mix 
6:00  ABC:  Kiernan's  News  Corner 6:15  CBS:  Report  From  Washington 
6:30  CBS:  Skyline  Roof,  Gordon  Macrae 
6:40  NBC:  Clem  McCarthy 
7:00  NBC:  Chesterfield  Supper  Club 
7:15  CBS:  Jack  Smith 
7:30  ABC:  The  Lone  Ranger 
8:00  CBS:  Baby  Snooks 
8:00  NBC:  Highways  in  Melody 

Paul  Lavalle 
8:00  MBS:  Voice  in  the  Night 
8:15  MBS:  Inside  of  Sports 
8:30  NBC:  Alan  Young  Show 
8:30  CBS:  Adventures  of  Thin  P^Tan 
8:30  MBS:  Endorsed  by  Dorsey 
8:30  ABC:  This  Is  Your  F.B.I. 
9:00  ABC:  Break  the  Bank 
9:00  NBC:  People  Are  Funny 
9:15  MBS:  Real  Stories 
9:30  ABC:  The  Sheriff 
9:30  MBS:  Spotlight  Bands 
9:30  NBC:  Waltz   lime 
9:30  CBS:  Durante  and  Moore 

10:00  ABC:  Boxing  Bouts 
10:00  MBS:  Spotlight  on  America 
10:00  NBC:  Molle  Mystery  Theater 
10:00  CBS:  It  Pays  to  Be  Ignorant 
10:30  MBS:  Meet  the  Press 
10:30  CBS:  Maisie 
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CBS:  Phil  Cook 
NBC:  Richard  Leibert,  Organist 

CBS:  Missus  Goes  A-Shopping 
ABC:  Musical  Novelty  Group 

CBS:  Margaret  Arlen 

ABC:  Wake  Up  and  Smile 
Percolator  Party 

CBS:  The  Garden  Gate 

CBS: 
NBC: 

Carolina  Calling 

Camp  Meetin'  Choir 

Jonathan  Trimble's  In-Law  Trouble 

NBC:  A  Miss  and  a  Male 

ABC:  Buddy  Weed.  Trio 
CBS:  Give  and  Take 
MBS:  Smilin'  Ed  McConnell 
NBC:  Adventures   of    Frank    Merri- 

well 

MBS:  Rainbow  House 
CBS:  Mary  Lee  Taylor 
NBC:  Adventures  of  Archie  Andrews 
ABC:  Junior  Junction 

ABC:  Elizabeth  Woodward 
NBC:  Teentimers  Club 

CBS:  Let's  Pretend 

/VBC:  Johnny  Thompson 
MBS:  Vacation  Symphonies 

ABC:  Tell  Me.  Doctor 
CB*^:  Give  and  Take 
NBC:  Smilin'  Ed  McConnell 
MBS:  Quaker  City  Serenade 

ABC:  Piano  Playhouse 

CBS: 
MBS: 

Theater  Today 
Saturday  Symphonies 

NBC:  Consumer  Time 

CBS:  Stars  Over  Hollywood 
ABC:  American  Farmer 
NBC:  Home  is  What  You  Make  It 
MBS:  Luncheon  With  Lopez 

NBC:  National  Farm  &  Home  Hour 
CBS:  Grand  Central  Station 
ABC:  To  Live  in  Peace 
MBS:  Checkerboard  Jamboree 
ABC:  To  Live  in  Peace 

ABC:  Football  Preview 
CBS:  County  Fair 
NBC:  The  Veteran's  Aid 

ABC:  Football  Game 

NBC: 
MBS: 

Your  Host  Is  Buffalo 
Sports  Parade 

CBS:     Adventures  in  Science 

CBS:     Of  Men  and  Books 
NBC:    The  Baxters 
MBS:    Palmer  House  Concert 

Orchestra 

MBS:    Game  of  the  Week 

MBS: 
CBS: 
NBC: 

Football 
Assignment  Home 
Saturday  Showcase 

3:45  CBS:     Cross  Section  AFL 

4:00INBC:    Doctors  at  Home 

S:0O|CBS: 
5:00lABC: 
S:iO|MBS: 

Matinee  at  Meadowbrook 
Saturday  Concert 
George  Towne's  Orchestra 

5:30  NBC:     Edward  Tomlinson 

S:Oo'mbS:    Paul  Schubert 
6:15 
S:15 
6:15 
S:30 
6:30 
6:30 

6:45 
6:45 
7:00 
7:00 
7:00 
7:00 
7:30 
7:30 
7:30 
7:45 
7:45 
8:00 
8:00 
8:00 
8:00 
8:30 
8:30 
8:30 
3:30 
8:55 

9:00 
9:00 
9:00 
9:00 

9:30 
9:30 
9:30 

10.00 
10:00 
10:00 

ABC: 
CBS: 
MBS: 
ABC: 
MBS: 
CBS: 
ABC: 
NBC: 

NBC: 
MBS: 
ABC: 
CBS: 
ABC: 
NBC: 
CBS: 
MBS: 
MBS: 

MBS: 
ABC: 
CBS: 
NBC: 
ABC: 
MBS: 
NBC: 
CBS: 
CBS:     Ned  Calmer 

MBS:  Gold  and  Silver  Minstrels 
CBS:  Your  Hit  Parade 
NBC:  Roy  Rogers 
ABC:  Gang  Busters 

NBC:    Can  You  Top  This? 
MBS:    Leave  It  to  the  Girls 
ABC:    Adventures  of  Sherlock 

Holmes 

CBS:     Saturday  Night  Serenade 

Jimmy  Blair 
Columbia  Workshop 
Lorenzo  Fuller 

Harry  Wismer,  sports 
Eddie  Howard 
American  Portrait 

Labor,  U.  S.  A. 
Religion  in  the  News 

Our  Foreign  Policy 
Hawaii  Calls 
It's  Your  Business 
Sweeney  and  Marsh 
Green  Hornet 
Curtain  Time,  drama 
Tony  Martin 
Korn  Kobblers 
Crime  Doesn't  Pay 
20  Questions 
Stump  the  Authors 
Hollywood  Star  Time 
Life  of  Riley 

Famous  Jury  Trials 
Juvenile  Jury 
Truth  or  Consequences 
Mayor  of  the  Town 

ABC: 
MBS: 

NBC: 

American  Melodies 
Theater  of  the  Air 
Judy  Canova 
Grand  Old  Opry 
Hayloft  Hoedown 

{^Continued,  froTn  page   39) 

no  self-respecting  town  like  Bellport 
should  permit  itself  even  a  sidelong 
glance  at  a  neighboring  town  that  would 
harbor  a  repertory  company — a  town 
such  as  Bellport's  neighbor,  Flower- 
dale,"  the  loungers  around  the  stable 
heard.  "Therefore  ive  fully  expect  that 
all  the  refined  and  cultured  people  of 
Bellport  will  keep  away  from  Flower- 
dale  this  weekend,  when  'Uncle  Tom's 
Cabin'  will  be  exhibited  on  the  stage 
.  .  .  Women's  and  children's  innocent 
minds  can  be  warped  beyond  redeeming 
by  so  much  as  a  glimpse  of  the  charla- tans and  thieves  who  call  themselves 
actors  .  .  ."  ■  And  so  on. 

HE  wound  up  in  a  crescendo  of  shout- 
ing, and  Martinson  was  duly  appre- 
ciative. Jonathan  felt  fine.  Contentedly, 

he  clapped  his  bowler  hat  on  his 
head,  picked  up  his  gold-tipped  cane, 
snapped  it  against  his  gray  spats,  and 
barged  homeward  through  the  wide 
and  tree-lined  streets  of  Bellport.  As 
he  passed  the  livery  stable,  he  bowed 
warmly  to  his  unknown  audience  of 
loungers.  Only  one  thing  on  the  way 
home  wiped  the  happy  expression  off 
his  face — a  sign  advertising  the  acting 
troupe  coming  to  Flowerdale.  But  once 

past  that,  Jonathan's  face  resumed  its contented  set.  And  once  settled  at  the 
dinner  table  at  his  home,  he  was  more 
than  content — he  was  beaming. 

As  he  ate  his  way  through  soup,  fish, 
roast  beef,  creamed  chicken,  salad,  two 
vegetables,  potatoes  (sweet  and  Irish), 
and  a  chocolate  steamed  pudding,  he 
listened  pleasantly  to  the  conversation 
of  his  wife  Alice,  his  twelve-year-old 
son  Morgan,  and  his  attractive  almost- 
grown  daughter  Mildred.-  And  he 
roared  "A  fine  meal,  Norah!"  to  the 
Trimble  maid-of-all-work  as  she  car- 

ried in,  at  last,  the  coffee.  If  his  wife 
seemed  to  have  been  watching  him 
with  closer  attention  than  was  her  wont, 
he  didn't  notice  it.  And  if  she  seemed 
to  clear  her  throat  unduly  before  she 
asked  him  a  direct  question  over  cof- 

fee, that  too  missed  his  attention. 
"Dear,"  she  said  then,  "will  it  be 

all  right  if  we  have  a  house  guest  over 
the  weekend?  I  know  it's  rather  sud- 

den." 

Jonathan  turned  his  contented 

countehance  her  way.  "Depends  on  the 
house  guest,"  he  remarked  cheerfully. 
"A  man — no.  A  beautiful  woman — 

yes." 

Alice  looked  relieved.  "It's  a  woman, 
but  I  don't  know  how  beautiful  because 
I  haven't  seen  her  since  I  was  six,"  she 
'said.  "It's  my  cousin  Addie.  She's 
English,  and  this  is  her  first  trip  back 
to  America  since  then — I  received  a 

telegram  this  afternoon." 
'  "Fine  with  me,"  Jonathan  nodded. 
Then,  pouring  a  little  brandy  in  his 
coffee,  he  added,  "What's  she  doing 
in  Bellport  this  weekend — why  the  sud- 

den visit?" "Uh — I  don't  really  know,"  Alice 
stammered,  with  uncharacteristic 
vagueness. But  Jonathan  missed  this  too.  He 
picked  up  his  cup  and  headed  for  his 
library.  Over  his  shoulder  he  called 

back,  "Why,  I'd  be  delighted  to  show 
an  Englishwoman  a  real  American 
home.  She'll  find  out  we've  got  more 
breeding  and  culture  than  her  country 
ever  dreamed  of."  He  paused  in  the 
doorway  and  added,  "The  only  thing 
more  ignorant  than  a  Britisher  is — an 
actor!"     Then  he  made   a  triumphant 

exit,  on  the  wings  of  his  near-epigram. 
Behind  his  back,  Alice  jumped  as  it 

she'd  been  unexpectedly  pushed,  and 
a  guilty  expression  hurried  across  her 
face  and  disappeared  again.  But  she 
said  nothing  to  her  lord  and  master, 
who  was  now  roaring  out  a  song  from 
Gilbert  and  Sullivan  in  his  library  as  if 
he  had  forgotten  that  those  two  gentle- 

men were  English — and  also  tarred  with 
the  theatrical  brush. 

The  following  Thursday's  luncheon 
was  a  meal  Alice  was  sure  she'd  never 
forget.  It  was  the  day  her  cousin  Addie 
was  due  to  arrive,  and  she  had  spent  the 
morning  scouring  the  house  with 
Norah's  aid.  She  sat  down  breathlessly 
at  lunch  wearing  a  dust  cap  over  her 
hair — and  listened  in  mounting  horror 
to  the  news  Jonathan  had  brought  home. 

"Bellport,"  he  shouted,  as  if  he  were 
addressing  a  meeting  of  the  town 
council  instead  of  three  Trimbles,  "is  to 
be  honored  tomorrow  night  by  an  un- 

official campaign  visit  of  our  fine 
Governor!"  He  looked  around  for  ap- 

proval, reaped  awed  interest,  and  con- 
tinued. "He's  arriving  on  the  9:00 

P.M.  train,  and  the  town  council  had  an 
emergency  meeting  this  morning  to 
decide  how  to  introduce  him  to  all  his 
loyal  Republfcan  followers  in  Bellport. 
It  was  finally  decided  to  give  him  a 
garden  party  reception  at  a  leading  citi- 

zen's home." 
He  got  ready  for  his  punch  line.  "And 

now,  my  dears — guess  whose- home  was 
chosen  for  the  honor  of  giving  that 

party?" 

Alice  croaked  out  the  answer.  "Our 
home — and  I  think  I'm  going  to  faint." 

JONATHAN  said,  "Nonsense!    Take  a deep  breath."   Then  he  went  back  to 
his   triumph.     "Our  home   was  picked  ' 
for  two  reasons — one,  we  have  a  mag-   . 
nificent   garden;   two,   I   edit   the   most  | 
outspokenly  Republican  newspaper  in 

this  part  of  the  state!" "That's  fine,  dear,  and  I'm  proud  of 

you,"  his  wife  said  feebly.  "But  let's get  down  to  details  about  this  party. 

What  do  you  want  it  to  be  like?" Jonathan  wanted  it  to  be  tremen- 
dously successful,  that  was  all  .  .  .  with 

sixty  jack-o-lanterns  decorating  the 
grounds,  plenty  of  chairs  rented  from 
the  funeral  parlor,  a  small  stringed 
orchestra  rented  from  the  hotel,  and 
the  customary  refreshments — ice  cream, 
fruit  punch,  cake,  lemonade,  and  so  on. 
He  got  up  from  the  table,  ready  to 

head  back  toward  his  office  for  his 

afternoon's  work,  and  paused.  He  had 
just  recalled  that  their  house  guest  was 
due  that  afternoon. 

"I  hope  your  cousin  is  presentable 
enough  to  fit  into  the  party  tomorrow 
night,"  he  said.  "Being  British,  it's 
hard  to  say.  By  the  way,  Alice,  what's 
her  name?  Might  as  well  begin  mem- 

orizing it  so  I  can  introduce  her  around 

tomorrow  night." "Well  .  .  ."  his  wife  answered.  Then 
she  squared  her  shoulders,  seemed  to 
win  some  inner  struggle,  and  said 

firmly,  "Her  name  is  Adelaide  Sum- 
mer, just  as  it  always  was.  Miss 

Adelaide  Summer." Jonathan  looked  displeased.  "Oh, 
one  of  those  British  old  maids,"  he stated.  Then  he  added  with  a  shrug, 
"Still,  that's  a  pretty  name.  Easy  to 
remember  too.  Adelaide  Summer  .  .  . 

say,  haven't  I  heard  that  somewhere 
before?"      He    frowned,    concentrating. 

"I  don't  know  .  .  ."  (Con't'd  on  p.  56) 
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"My  Beauty  Facials 
bring  quick  new 
Loveliness 

FIGHT  WASTE 

Lux  Toilet  Soap  uses  vital 

materials.  Don't  waste  itl 

J-t  feels  like  smoothing  beauty  in 
when  you  cover  your  face  with  Lux 

Soap's  creamy  Active  lather,"  says 
Anne  Baxter.  "You'll  love  the  way 
these  beauty  facials  leave  skin 

softer,  smoother — give  it  fresh  new 
loveliness! 

Don't  let  neglect  cheat  you  of 
Romance.  This  gentle  complexion 
care  Anne  Baxter  recommends 

will  make  you  lovelier  tonight! 

In  recent  tests  of  Lux  Toilet  Soap 
facials  by  skin  specialists,  actually  3 
out  of  4  complexions  improved  in  a 
short  time. 

Screen  stars  are  right!  Just 
smooth  the  creamy  Lux  Soap 

lather  well  into  your  skin — 

Rinse  with  warm  water,  then 

splash  with  cold.  Pat  gently 
with  a  soft  towel  to  dry. 

Lux  Girls  know  that  lovely, 

appealing  skin  makes  pulses 
beat  faster — wins  Romance! 

9  out  of  10  Screen  Stars  use  Lux  Ibilet  Soap 
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THIS  WINTER  ̂ i'M 
give  your  hair 

SPARKIING  COLOR -let  Nestle  Colorins* 
take  away  that  dulUdrab  look.  You1l  be 

thrilled  when  you  see  how  NesHe  Colo- 
rinse  givei  your  hair  richer,  warmer  color. 

GLAMOROUS 
HIGHLIGHTS 
—  rinse  dancing 

highlights  into 
your  hair.  See  how 
these  sparkling 

highlights  make 
your  eyes  and  your 
whole  face  loek 

brighterl 

SILKfN  SHEEN- 
"He"  loves  hoir  thoff 
»ilken-soft„  £atiny> 
smooth  to  touch.  Let 

Nettle  Colorinie  give 

your  hair  this  won- 
derfui  sheen.  Try  it 

today  —  ajtfr  you 
;  shampoo! 

1^,^ — \  Ask  your  beautician  lor  on  Opalescent  Creme  Wave 

W^\3«  by  Nestle— Of i|)inolors  of  permanent  woving. 

COLORINSE 
/nlO/onefSS/sizes. 
At  beaut/  counters 

tYttryythart, 

D»li«>t«ly  perfwmsd  Nestle 
Hairlac  keep*  all  styles  of 

Kairdos  loekin9  well-groomed 
throughout  tht  day.  Alto  adds 
sheen  and  lustra  to  your  hair. 

tVi  e>.  bottio  t&i 

{Continued  -from  page  54)  Alice  an- swered faintly. 

"Oh,  well,"  Jonathan  dismissed  the 
subject.  In  the  doorway  he  turned  to 

deliver  a  final  speech.  "There's  only 
one  blot  on  the  Governor's  coming — 
those  disgusting  signs  along  Main 
Street  advertising  that  cheap  theatri- 

cal troupe." With  that  he  left  his  home  and  set  out 
to  walk  back  to  his  office.  On  the  way, 
he  passed  one  of  the  repugnant  signs 

advertising  the  arrival  of  "Uncle  Tom's 
Cabin."  He  read  it  absently  as  he  went 
past  it,  continued  walking  on  for  a  few 
feet — and  then  made  an  abrupt  U-turn 
and  hurried  back  to  study  it.  He  had 
not  been  wrong.  There  was  the  name 
"Adelaide  Summer"  listed  as  one  of 
the  troupe! 

HE  hastened  right  back  home,  trying 
to  hold  his  agitated  gait  down  to  a 

trot.  Once  at  his  own  house,  however, 
he  threw  dignity  to  the  winds  and  gal- 

loped across  the  lawn,  over  the  porch 
and  through  the  front  door.  As  he  went 

he  was  roaring,  "Alice!  What  is  this 
outrage!  Don't  tell  me  that  your  fine- feathered  British  cousin  is  a  vulgar 

member  .  .  ." He  got  that  far  in  his  speech,  and 
his  fiery  progress  had  led  him  into  the 
living  room,  when  he  came  upon  Alice. 
She  looked  as  horrified  as  he — but  for 
a  different  reason.  She  was  sitting 
talking  to  her  just-arrived  cousin, 
Adelaide  Summer  .  .  .  who  was  as  beau- 

tiful a  woman  as  Jonathan  could  have 
wished  for  a  house  guest. 
Jonathan  took  in  this  scene  and 

stopped  his  speech  in  full-stride.  Rut  if 
Adelaide  had  heard  his  denunciation 
— and  how  could  she  have  missed  hear- 

ing it? — she  gave  no  sign.  She  said,  "So 
this  is  your  handsome  husband!  You're 
so  kind  to  put  me  up!" "Er — ahem — of  course,"  stuttered 
Jonathan.  But  he  looked  like  a  man 
who  was  smothering.  Finally  he 
bowed  stiffly  to  her,  shouted  to  Alice, 
"I'll  see  you  upstairs!",  and  charged 
from  the  room.  On  his  way  through  the 

hall  he  couldn't  resist  stealing  a  look  at himself  in  the  mirror  to  check  on  his 
handsomeness. 

But  his  attitude  on  her  career  was 
unchanged,  as  he  roared  to  Alice  the 
minute  she  appeared  in  their  bedroom. 

"Of  course  I  cannot  refuse  to  put  up 
a  female  relative — no  gentleman  can  do 
that,"  he  shouted  at  her.  "But  I  can and  do  refuse  to  have  the  town  know 
I  am  putting  up  an  actress.  I  shall  have 

a  talk  with  her  about  it." 
Without  waiting  for  Alice's  answer, 

he  tore  open  the  bedroom  door,  ad- 
vanced down  the  hall  to  the  guest 

room  door,  and  gave  it  a  series  of  crash- 
ing knocks. 

"Come  in,"  called  Adelaide  sweetly. 
Once  inside,  he  found  his  daughter 
Mildred  watching  Adelaide  unpack  with 
her  eyes  starting  from  her  head. 

"Look,      Father,"      she      called      to 

Jonathan  the  second  he  entered.  She 
held  up  a  box  overflowing  with  lovely 

jewels.  "Look  at  Cousin  Adelaide's 
beautiful  gems — and  see,  some  of  them 
are  engraved  in  their  gold  settings: 
'With  love  from  Gilbert.'  " 
This  news  flabbergasted  Jonathan. 

With  his  last  breath,  he  said  shortly 
to  Mildred,  "Please  leave  so  that  I  can 
speak  to  my  wife's  cousin  alone."  He could  hardly  wait  for  the  door  to  close 
on  Mildred's  reluctant  back.  Then  he 
faced  Adelaide. 

Jonathan  explained  to  her  that  the 
immorality  of  theater  people  was  no 
secret  to  the  world,  although  he  was 

broadminded  about  it,  of  course.  "But as  a  father  and  husband,  I  must  ask  you 
to  stop  flinging  the  trophies  of  your 

romances  in  my  innocent  family's  face!" 
"Yes,  Jonathan,"  said  Adelaide.  Her 

lip  seemed  to  be  twitching  unduly,  and 
she  clamped  her  handkerchief  to  it. 

This  was  easier  than  he  could  have 

hoped  for.  He  went  on.  "Furthermore, based  on  the  fact  that  some  people  in 
Bellport  regard  all  theater  people  as 
beyond  the  pale — it  would  help  my 
standing  in  the  community  a  great  deal 
if  there  were  some  means  of  conceal- 

ing your  livelihood  from  Bellport.  You 
are  obviously  a  charming  woman  in 

yourself,"  he  added  graciously.  "But  as 
an  actress  you  might  be  misunderstood." 
IDELAIDE  settled  this  problem 
/I  promptly.  She  explained  that  the 

play  was  "Uncle  Tom's  Cabin,"  and  she 
would  be  playing  in  black-face;  no  one 
would  recognize  her. 

"But  there's  still  another  problem," 
she  added,  working  at  her  twitching 
mouth  with  her  handkerchief  again. 
"And  that  is  how  to  get^  me  to  the 
theater?  If  I  hire  a  carriage  in  Bellport, 
the  driver  might  spread  the  word 

around  ..." "Impossible!"  roared  Jonathan.  Then,  ' 
after  a  moment  of  fuming,  he  an- 

nounced that  he  himself  would  drive 

her  to  the  theater.  "I'll  have  time  to 
get  back  before  my  party  for  the 
Governor  begins;  and  by  the  time  I 
have  to  call  for  you  after  the  play,  the 

party  should  be  over  .  .  .  Too  bad  you'll 
miss  it,"  he  added  with  obvious  relief. 

Everything  was  settled  satisfactorily. 
He  started  for  the  door,  then  swung 
around.  "There's  the  problem  of  your 
name!  We'll  have  to  introduce  you 
occasionally  to  our  friends,  and  the 
name  Adelaide  Summer  is  obviously 

wrong  if  you  are  to  be  incognito." Thinking,  his  eye  lit  on  her  jewel  box. 

With  his  lips  tightened,  he  said,  "Now, 
if  we  could  call  you  Mrs.  Gilbert — er 

— something  .  .  ." Adelaide  choked  back  what  sounded 

like  a  giggle — probably  of  hysteria. 
But  she  said  demurely,  "Let's  call  me 
Mrs.  Gilbert  Reed.    How's  that?" "That's  fine!"  Jonathan  beamed. 
"You  are  a  good  sport,  Adelaide,  even 
if  you  are  British  and — er — an  actress," and  went  from  the  room  with  satisfac- 

i! 
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WALR-IF  m  WILL  HELP! 
Infantile  paralysis  struck  down  hundreds  last  year;  it  will  strike  down 
hundreds  more.  Formerly,  where  the  disease  did  not  bring  death,  it 
caused  tragic  deformity;  but  due  to  the  treatment  developed  by  Sister 
Elizabeth  Kenny,  crippling  is  no  longer  the  inevitable  aftermath  of  jn- 
fantile  paralysis.  Almost  all  the  children  properly  treated  by  Kenny  tech- 

nicians recover  fully  and  completely.  But  the  Kenny  Foundation  in  Minne- 
apolis cannot  go  on,  cannot  expand  without  your  help.  What  is  it  worth 

to  you  to  have  the  stricken  children  of  the  world  able  to  walk  and  play 
again?    Whatever  it  is  worth — give  to  the  Kenny  Foundation  Fund  Drive! 
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tion  in  every  line  of  his  black  broad- 
cloth suit.  Downstairs,  he  boomed  to 

the  assembled  Trimbles  that  for  reasons 
best  known  to  himself  and  Adelaide, 
she  would  be  known  as  Mrs.  Gilbert 
Reed  to  Bellport.  And  no  mention  of 
her  acting  would  be  breathed  outside 
the  house.  Alice  was  to  relay  this  news 
to   Norah    in   the   kitchen,    too. 
By  the  next  evening,  when  he  was 

due  to  drive  Adelaide  to  the  theater, 
Jonathan  arrived  home  to  find  his 
household  disrupted.  All  day  the 
women  had  been  getting  things  ready 

for  the  party  that  night — and  Adelaide's influence  was  marked.  Alice  took  him 
on  a  tour  to  show  him  the  wonders  her 
cousin  had  wrought — based  on  the 
British  way  of  doing  things.  Jonathan 
found  that  Norah  had  made  a  special 
kind  of  caviar  canape  that  was  deli- 

cious. But  the  cost!  Also,  Adelaide 
had  herself  mixed  a  champagne  punch 
that  was  sheer  nectar.  But  again  the 
cost!  She  had  also  arranged  Mildred's 
hair  in  a  new  way,  and  fitted  out  Alice 
in  one  of  her  own  fashionable  gowns. 

"Makes  you  look  like  a  London  hussy!" 
Jonathan  fumed,  but  he  couldn't  help 
admiring  his  wife's  appearance  never- theless. And  he  had  to  admit  that  the 
garden,  strung  with  jack-o-lanterns 
and  set  up  with  chairs  and  tables, 
looked  beautiful. 

BUT  meanwhile  he  had  made  his  bar- 
gain to  drive  the  upsetting  influence 

to  the  theater,  and  he  was  braced  to 
carry  it  out.  After  gulping  a  sandwich, 
he   helped  Adelaide   into   the   carriage 

I  — together  with  two  suitcases  of  cos- 
tumes and  a  make-up  kit — and  they 

were  off  for  Flowerdale. 
Once  started,  Jonathan  made  a  chill- 

ing discovery:   half  of  Bellport's  finest 
,  carriages  were  on  the  road  to  perdition 
— headed  for  the  theater  in  Flower- 
dale.  He  had  almost  turned  into  the 
main  road  to  Flowerdale  before  he 
observed  this  unexpected  turn  of  events. 

At  once  he  yelled,  "Whoa!"  to  his  horses, 
and  then,  after  a  moment's  thought,  he turned  resolutely  around  and  headed 
the  carriage  in  another  direction. 

I      "What  are  you  doing?"  Adelaide  de- 
I  manded  anxiously.  "We  haven't  any 
too  much  time,  you  know." 

1      "I'm   taking   you   to   Flowerdale,    all 
'  right,"  Jonathan  told  her.  "But  by 
the  back  roads.     I  don't  want  my  fel- 

I  low  townsmen  to  think  I  too  am  made 
I  of  clay!" 

Adelaide,  said  nothing  more.  But  as 
they  jounced  along  on  rutted  back 
roads  she  kept  glancing  at  the  tiny 
diamond-studded  watch  pinned  to  her 
shirt-front.  And  finally  she  told 
Jonathan  that  they  were  going  to  be 
so  late  that  she  would  have  to  begin 
putting  on  her  make-up  in  the  car- 

riage— she  wouldn't  have  time,  once they  reached  the  theater. 
"A  thousand  times  no!"  Jonathan 

roared  at  her,  outraged.  "You  might 
as  well  take  a  bath  in  public!" 

But  in  spite  of  him,  she  opened  her 
make-up  kit  and  began  smearing  char- 

coal on  her  face.  It  was  half-on,  and 
Jonathan  was  still  bellowing  his  dis- 

approval at  her,  when  the  unbelievably 
tragic  happened — while  they  raced 
down  a  narrow  back  road  lined  with 
high  hedges.  Jonathan,  still  shouting 
at  Adelaide,  galloped  his  horses  reck- 

lessly around  a  corner  and  ran  smack 
into  another  carriage!  And  even  as  the 

crash  sounded,  Jonathan's  carriage 
sagged  to  one  side— a  wheel  had  been 
torn  off. 
What  made  things  worse  was  that 

Jonathan  instantly  reco^niTed  the  face 
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that  poked  from  the  other  carriage.  It 

belonged  to  Dunny  Turner,  the  Mayor's 
son  .  .  .  and  Mildred's  most  ardent  beau. 
Right  now,  Dunny's  round  face  ex- 

pressed two  thoughts  in  quick  succes- 
sion: the  first  was  recognition  of 

Jonathan,  and  the  second  was  open- 
mouthed  astonishment  at  sight  of  Jona- 

than's beautiful  companion — whose 
beauty  was  still  evident,  even  if  the 
left  side  of  her  face  was  coated  with 
charcoal! 

Jonathan  sat  transfixed  in  his  lop- 
sided position  in  his  broken  carriage 

for  a  long  moment,  peering  at  Dunny. 
Then  he  opened  his  mouth  for  a  roar, 
changed  his  mind  and  sighed  instead. 

Very  quietly  he  said,  "Dunny,  will  you be  kind  enough  to  drive  this  lady  to 

the  theater  in  Flowerdale?" 
Dunny's  gaping  mouth  closed,  then 

widened  in  an  interested  grin.  "Surest 
thing  you  know,  Mr.  Trimble,"  he  said. 
"Fact  is,  I  was  sort  of  heading  that 
way  myself.    Quietly." 

THERE  was  something  about  the  way 
he  said  "quietly"  that  jolted  Jona- 

than back  into  his  customary  person- 
ality. He  began  roaring  that  yes,  this 

was  his  wife's  cousin;  yes,  she  was  an 
actress;  and  that  if  Dunny  could  keep 
his  mouth  shut  in  Bellport  about  her 

identity  and  the  errand,  Jonathan's 
answer  to  Dunny's  marital  hopes  to- 

ward Mildred  might  be  yes  too! 
"Yes,  sir,"  said  Dunny,  instantly 

respectful — and  instantly  active.  In  a 
second  he  had  helped  Adelaide  into  his 
carriage,  packed  her  suitcases  around 
her,  and  promised  to  drive  her  back 
again  after  the  theater.  His  carriage 
drove  off  in  a  sudden  flurry  of  dust 
and  excitement. 

It  took  Jonathan  an  hour  to  fix  the 
wheel  to  the  carriage  again.  He  finally 
drove  home  grimy,  boiling  with  pent-up 
emotion,  and  an  hour  late  to  his  own 
party.  From  his  bedroom  window,  as 
he  hastily  attired  himself  in  his  white 
tie  and  tails,  he  could  see  the  back 
garden  already  sparsely  dotted  with 
people  dressed  in  their  best,  and  lit  by 
the  bobbing  jack-o-lanterns  strung 
through  the  trees.  He  was  just  wres- 

tling his  tie  into  place  when  Alice  came 
rushing  in,  her  prettiness  a  little 
blurred  by  agitation. 

"Jonathan!"  she  wailed.  "It's  not 
going  well!  The  Governor  seems — 
well,  sort  of  listless.  He's  hard  to  talk 
to.  I'm  afraid  he's  hurt  because  the 
crowd  is  so  small.  Where  is  everyone, 
Jonathan?  Could  they  possibly  have 
gone  to  that — that  theater  in  Flower- 

dale?" 

"They  could  positively  have  gone  to 
that  theater  in  Flowerdale,"  said  Jona- 

than glumly.  He  followed  her  down 
to  the  garden  and  joined  In  her  efforts 
to  make  gay  conversation  with  the 
Governor.  But  it  was  indeed  an  up- 

hill task.  The  Governor  seemed  with- 
drawn and  indifferent.  Finally  he 

looked  openly  at  his  watch  and  asked 
a  flat  question  of  Jonathan. 

"Are  these  all  the  Republicans  in 
Bellport?"  he  demanded. "No — there  will  be  lots  of  others 
here,"  Jonathan  said  unhappily. 
"They're — detained  somewhere." 

The  Governor  made  his  decision.  "I 
too  shall  be  detained  somewhere,"  he 
said  with  finality.  "I  shall  be  detained 
in  my  hotel  room  bed."  He  added  that it  had  been  a  charming  party,  but  that 
he  had  to  get  up  to  catch  an  early  train 
— and  it  was  time  to  go.  With  Jona- 

than and  Alice  trailing  him  unhappily, 
he  started  for  the  front  garden. 

There,  just  for  a  moment,  it  looked  as 

if  the  party  might  yet  be  saved.  For 
just  as  the  Governor  reached  the  front 
driveway,  so  did  the  first  of  a  long 
string  of  carriages  that  began  pulling 
up  in  front  of  the  Trimble  home  ...  all 
of  them  splashed  with  the  mud  of 
Flowerdale,   Jonathan   noticed    grimly. 

But  even  this  new  rush  of  people 
couldn't  turn  the  tide  of  the  party. 
Despite  everyone  crowded  around  him, 
the  Governor  firmly  refused  to  be 
guided  back  toward  the  back  garden 

again.  "No,  I  have  to  get  to  bed,"  he said  truculently.  Then  Jonathan  saw 
further  disaster  headed  his  way! 

Out  of  the  corner  of  his  eye  he  ob- 
served Dunny's  carriage  driving  up- with  a  beautiful  Adelaide  inside  it.  As 

she  put  one  small  foot  on  the  carriage 
step,  Jonathan  said  pleadingly  to  the 
Governor,  "Please,  sir — back  to  the 

punch-bowl!" 
He  was  too  late — the  Governor's  eye 

had  caught  sight  of  Adelaide  too.  And 
once  sighted,  she  remained  sighted. 
The  Governor  stared  at  her  as  if  hypno- 

tized.  Then,  suddenly,  he  gave  a  shout. 
"Strike  me  if  it  isn't  Lady  Gilbert 

Reed!"  he  yelled  heartily.  "I  haven't 
seen  you  since  my  trip  to  London." Jonathan  felt  as  if  his  knees  were 
about  to  turn  to  jelly.  Amazed,  he 
stared  at  his  wife,  who  stared  amazed 
back  at  him.  Meanwhile,  the  Governor 

was  now  holding  Adelaide's  hand  and inquiring  how  dear  Lord  Gilbert  was. 
"Fine,"  said  she,  "and  so  are  my  two 

children." 

Jonathan  felt  a  slight  giddy  feeling 
in  his  head.  But  as  the  Governor  swept 
Adelaide  around  the  house  and  into 
the  back  garden,  talking  and  laughing 
to  her  and  followed  by  a  swarm  of 
guests,  Jonathan  tottered  after  them. 
He  got  there  just  in  time  to  hear  the 
Governor  say  that  he  must  drink  a 
toast  in  Adelaide's  honor.  With  which 
he  climbed  on  a  chair  and  waved  a 
glass  of  punch  in  her  direction. 

"I  WANT  to  introduce  everyone  in  Bell- 
1  port  to  Lady  Gilbert  Reed,  one  of 

England's  most  charming  hostesses,"  the Governor  announced  into  the  waiting 
silence  of  the  party.  He  bowed  toward 
Adelaide.  "She  is  also,  as  you  must 
know,  one  of  its  most  gifted  actresses, 
under  her  maiden  name  of  Adelaide 
Summer.  To  Adelaide  Summer,  then, 

alias  Lady  Gilbert  Reed!" A  mixture  of  astonishment  and 
fascination  held  every  face  at  the  party. 
Jonathan  still  felt  as  if  he  might  faint 

any  minute. 
"And  now  a  toast  to  our  host,  Jona- 

than Trimble,  Esquire!"  the  Governor 
boomed.  "A  man  so  broadminded  that 
while  he  denounces  the  stage  in  his 
newspaper,  he  cordially  receives  such 
relatives  of  his  who  act  into  his  own 

home!" 

Alice  nudged  Jonathan,  who  bowed 
suddenly  and  dizzily  to  his  guest  ofi 
honor  and  to  his  guests  in  general.  \ 
And  then,  suddenly,  he  was  playing 

a  new  role.  He  found  himself  on  a 
chair  drinking  a  toast  to  the  Governor 
— and  offering  to  take  His  Honor  and 
twelve  guests  to  the  theater  tomorrow 
night  to  see  Adelaide  play  ...  if  the 
Governor  would  stay  over  another  day 
in  Bellport. 

"It  might  be  arranged,"  the  Governor 
said,  gazing  with  pleasure  at  Adelaide. 
Young  Morgan  Trimble  elbowed  his 

sister  Mildred  knowingly.  "Definitely," 
he  whispered,  "the  old  man  has  landed 
on  his  size-twelves  again!" "Morgan!"  said  that  young  lady  re- 

provingly. But  she  had  to  admit  it  was 
true. 
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Come  and  Visit  Penny  Singleton 
(Continued  from  page  47) 

Sister  Problem.  Dorothy's  cross  is  the heavier  to  bear. 

"Your  sister  is  eight  and  you  are 
eleven,"  Dorothy  has  been  heard  to 
complain,  "and  that's  only  three  years 
difference.  But  my  sister  is  three  and 
a  half — not  even  four  yet.  That  is 
eight  years  difference.  Why,  that's  as old  as  your  sister  is!  Why,  I  just 

broil,  all  the  time." Suzie,  far  from  being  stung  by  this 
light  opinion  of  her  worth,  is  scornful 

right  back  at  her  big  sister.  "Movie 
stars!"  she  snorts. 

"But  you  like  movies  too,  Suzie," her  mother  will  remind  her  laughing. 

"Sure,"  Suzie  will  reply,  "Smoky. 
Black  Beauty.     Horses,  horses,  horses." Which,  in  turn,  reminds  her  that  there 
is  an  errand  she  wants  her  daddy  to  do 
for  her  the  next  time  he  is  near  the 

book  store.  "Have  him  bring  me 
Black  Beauty  and  the  Beast,"  she  de- 

mands.    She's  crazy  over  horses. 
Bob  Sparks  is  a  friendly  and  forth- 

right fellow  whose  relaxed  and  casual 
manner  in  the  family  environment  be- 

lies his  important  position  in  the  motion 
picture  business  as  an  Executive  Pro- 

ducer at  RKO. 
He  is  terribly  proud  of  Penny,  but 

insists  upon  staying  in  the  background 
in  so  far  as  her  career  is  concerned. 
He  would  never  tell  you — but  Penny 
would — that  she  might  never  have  been 
Blondie  were  it  not  for  Bob. 
He  was  the  first  producer  of  the 

"Blondie"  films,  and  it  was  he  who  con- 
ducted the  search  for  an  actress  to  play 

the  most  beguiling  young  matron  of 

the  comic  strips.  When  Penny's  mana- 
ger took  her  in  to  Columbia  studios 

for  an  interview  with  Bob,  she  looked 
anything  but  the  part  .  .  .  she  had  quite 
dark  hair,  and  a  look  that  was  anything 
but  young-matronly.  But  Bob  felt  that 
the  voice — the  personality — were  what 
he  was  looking  for.  Penny  was  sent 
out  for  a  peroxide  job,  made  tests — 
and  there  was  Blondie! 

He  has  had  a  comprehensive  career  in 
the  theater  and  films  which  covered  the 
departments  of  exploitation,  public  re- 

lations, writing,  stage  managing  and 
producing.  At  home,  however,  he  is 
anything  but  the  executive;  It  is  he 
whom  Suzie  calls  on  to  fix  her  radio 
when — as  often — it  breaks  down.  It  is 
he  who  must  take  both  kids  to  every 
circus,  carnival  and  side  show  which 
comes  to  town. 

The  recent  polio  epidemic  which, 

for  safety's  sake,  restricted  going-out 
activities  somewhat,  was  hard  on  the 
youngsters — and  on  Bob,  who  has  as 
much  fun  as  the  children  when  they're 
all  turned  loose  together.  But  he  tried 
to  make  up  for  it  by  arranging  shows 
of  his  own,  Mickey  Mouse  movies  and 
Donald  Ducks,  in  the  projection  room 
at  his  studio.  Suzie,  though  grateful, 
was  wistful  for  the  glamorous  past 
when  children  could  go  fearlessly  into 
crowds. 

"Donald  is  funnier-,"  she  said — her 
father  thought,  very  discerningly — 
"when  lots  of  people  are  laughing  at 

him." 

Still,  it's  the  horses  Suzie  prefers 
above  all  else.  She  wishes  the  maga- 

zines would  print  more  stories  about 
horse  movie  stars,  so  that  she  could 
have  a  clipping  book  of  her  favorite 

actor,'  just  like  her  sister's. If  you  insist.  Penny  will  show  you 
around  the  house,  although  she  warns 

you  that  it's  nothing  fancy.  Until  she 
can  build  her  post-war  dream  castle^ 
an  S-shaped  house  with  all  the  work- 
parts,  kitchen,  laundry,  pantry  separ- 

ated from  the  fun  parts,  living  rooms, 
bedrooms,  sun  space  by  a  long,  tactful 
hall — the  bungalow  in  the  valley  does 

just  fine. The  outdoors  is  the  best  part  of  the 
valley  house,  so  you  look  first  at  the 
vegetable  garden,  and  the  orchard  with 
walnut,  apricot,  peach,  avocado  and  fig 
trees — all  bearing  like  mad. 

Inside  you  start  with  the  living  room, 
which  is  cheerful  with  chintz — red 
mostly,  with  greyed  accents  of  blue  and 
yellow.  Your  eye  catches  tlie  glint  of 
Penny's  collection  of  old  pewter  mugs. 
The  handwoven  rag  rug  in  bright, 
primitive  colors  spills  over,  out  into  the 
hall  and  on  into  the  other  living  areas 
of  the  house. 
The  dining  room  is  early  American, 

but  not  self-conscious  about  its  an- 
tiques. Penny  chose  the  brown  and 

white  ivy  wall  paper  "just  to  be  dif- 

ferent." 
If  you  have  time,  you'll  come  upon 

some  of  Suzie's  handwork  in  the  linen 
drawers.  When  a  fan  sent  Penny  a  set 
of  hand-crocheted  lace  table  mats  in  a 
handsome  oak  leaf  pattern,  Suzie  deter- 

mined to  improve  upon  the  original. 
With  her  crayolas,  she  carefully  stained 
every  leaf  green. 

"A  leave  isn't  a  leave,"  she  protested, 

—Real  experiences   a  complete  one  dramatized 

for  you  every  day.  That's  what  makes  "MY  TRUE 
STORY"  one  of  America's  best-loved  morning  radio 

programs  among  women.  You'll  "see  your  neigh- 
bors"—you'll  "see  yourself  "—in  the  problems,  joys, 

experiences  of  the  people  from  the  "My  True 
Story"  programs,  from  the  files  of  True  Story 
magazine.  Don't  miss  this  different  morning  show! 
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"unless  it  is  green."  The  green  leaves 
look  very  nice  with  the  brown  and  white 

paper. 
Down  the  hall  from  the  dining  room 

is  a  little  room  which  the  Sparks  will 
tell  you  is  the  real  reason  they  bought 
the  house.  It  houses  the  stamp  collec- 

tion. Both  Penny  and  Bob  are  impas- 
.  sioned  philatelists,  and  not  all  the 
stamps  they  collect  are  from  Penny, 
Kentucky,  or  Singleton,  Texas,  either! 

Besides  the  big  green  leather  chairs, 
the  den  has  a  vast  and  comfortable 
glazed  chintz  sofa,  books  and  the  radio, 
a  red  leather  bar.  The  childrens'  rooms 
are  not  "decorated,"  except  by  the 
girls  themselves.  Penny  and  Bob,  how- 

ever, gave  some  thought  to  their  own 
room,  which  is  warm  and  inviting  with  ■ its  maroon  and  white  printed  wallpaper, 
the  soft  blue  chaise,  and  canopied  four 
poster  bed.  Most  important  among  the 
decorative  effects  is  the  collection  of 
family  daguerrotypes  with  all  the 
Sparkses  and  Singletons  framed  and  on 
display  from  Grandpa  Sparks,  through 
Penny  herself  prim  in  white  organdy 
for  her  first  Holy  Communion,  to  Suzie 
on  her  christening  day.  Other  decora- 

tions come  and  go.  Current  exhibit  is 

a  group  of  three  "paintings"  by  Dorothy 
Grace  Sparks:  one  of  Johnny  Tooth- 

brush, the  others  versions  of  Dorothy's own  invention,  the  Candy  Cane  Tree. 
Very  good  they  are,  too,  if  Penny  does 

say  so  as  shouldn't. The  house  isn't  complete  as  yet.  The 
Sparkses  bought  it  when  they  were 
evicted  from  a  rented  house  during  the 

war.  (As  who  in  California  wasn't?) They  had  to  make  a  fast  move.  They 
moved  in  with  three  beds — period — 
since  their  furniture  and  belongings 
were  stored  at  that  time  in  the  Navy 
warehouse  in  Quantico,  Virginia. 

Little  by  little  since  then  they  have 

got    together   the    essentials   for    living  ' — with  emphasis  on  that  new  washing 
machine,   which  Penny  loves  so  much 
she    won't   let    anybody    else    touch    it. 

The  war  years  were,  all  in  all,  fairly 
vigorous  ones  for  the  Sparks  family. 
Bob  was  called  into  the  service  early, 
in  the  Marine  Corps,  and  ordered  to 
Quantico  as  a  Major.  Penny  and 
Dorothy  Grace  joined  him  there  for  the 
only  thirteen-week  period  Blondie  has 
been  off  the  air  in  eight  years,  giving 
Suzie  the  distinction  of  being  the  only 
"movie"  child  to  be  born  in  a  Naval 
hospital. 
When  they  returned  to  Hollywood, 

they  went  in  for  ranching  on  a  big — 
and  patriotic — scale,  and  Penny  was 
A.W.O.L.  from  her  radio  program  for 
the  one  and  only  time  in  her  life  when 
they  were  snowbound  at  the  ranch  for 
nearly  a  week  in  the  spring  of  1944. 
The  ranch  now  has  gone  the  way  of 

the  big  and  lavish  houses  in  the  Sparks's 
past.  "Too  much  like  work," "  sighs 
Penny,  who  as  Blondie  of  films  and  ' radio  probably  does  more  solid,  hard 
work   than   any   actress   in   Hollywood. 
Penny  hopes  there  will  be  no  more 

moves  for  awhile.  It's  pleasant  in  the 
San  Fernando  valley — and  plenty  ritzy 
enough  for  the  Sparkses  and  all  their 
friends  who  will  continue  to  be  urged 

colloquially  to  "come  right  in  and 

make  yourself  to  home." "Home  is  where  you  can  let  your 
hair  down  and  relax,"  to  hard-working 
Blondie.  " 

There  should  be  more  such  homes —      w 
and     there    would     be     fewer    broken 
families — in  Hollywood. 

61 



n 
Divided  hearts  at  our  house  . . . 

n 

Somehow,  somewhere,  we'd  lost  our 

lovely,  thrilling  oneness.  I  didn't realize  that  I  was  at  fault.  Sure, 

I  knew  about  feminine  hygiene  .  .  . 
or  so  I  thought.  But  finally  I 
learned,  from  my  doctor,  that  the 

careless,  now-and-then  care  I'd 
trusted  to,  was  a  frequent  cause  of 
marriage  failure.  He  said  a  wife 

can't  afford  such  neglect .  .  .  advised 

my  using  "Lysol"  brand  disinfect- 
ant for  douching— always. 

it 

Now  it's  one  heart  again 
ii 

"Two  hearts  that  beat  as  one"— 

that's  us  again!  I  wouldn't  have  be- 
lieved careful  feminine  hygiene  was 

so  in^portant  in  married  happiness. 
But  my  doctor  was  right!  I  always 

■vise  "Lysol"  for  douching,  now,  and 

can  recommend  its  thorough  yet 

gentle  cleansing.  "Lysol"  is  thorough 
—far  more  so  than  salt,  soda  or  other 

homemade  solutions.  It's  a  proved 
germ-killer— it  works— and  it's 
so  easy  and  economical  to  use. 

More  women  use  "LYSOi"  for  Feminine  Hygiene  than  any 
other  germicide 

Reason  No.  4:  CLEAN  ODOR— "Lysol's" 
clean,  antiseptic  odor  disappears 

quickly  after  use.  Being  an  effective 

deodorant,  "Lysol"  helps  to  solve  an 

. for  6  reasons 

important  problem  of  personal 
daintiness. 

Note:  Douche  thoroughly  with  cor- 
rect  "Lysol"   solution  .  .  .  always! 
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Brand  PiainfecUnr 
auvnud  I 

If  Every  Day  Were 
Christinas 

(  Continued  from  page  21) 

phoning  to  ask  me  to  drop  in  at  her 
house  that  afternoon.  She  told  me  to 

bring  my  "little  black  bag"  because  the 
call  was  to  be  at  least  partly  profes- 

sional. That's  all  she  told  me  over  the 
phone,  but  when  I  arrived  at  her  house, 
she  pulled  me  gently  into  the  hall  and 
explained  in  a  whisper  that  she  wanted 
me  to  look  at  a  friend  of  hers  who  was 
in  the  guest  room  upstairs.  It  was  a 
girl,  she  said,  a  refugee  girl  who  had 
arrived  just  the  day  before  from Europe. 

"Not  Dorothy  Meyer?"  I  asked  in 
surprise.  I  knew  how  long  Whit  had 
been  working  on  getting  Dorothy  Meyer 
over  to  this  country.  Dorothy  had  been 
the  ward  of  Whit's  Polish  friend,  Marya 
Valenti.  Whit  had  evidently  forgotten 
how  much  she  had  told  me  about  Dor- 

othy in  the  past  few  months,  and  I 
could  see  relief  spreading  over  her  face 
now. 

"What's  the  trouble?"  I  asked. 

"CHE'S  so  thin  and  tired  looking.    And 
13  frightened.  She's  been  in  a  Dis- 

placed Persons  camp  in  Poland.  I  don't 
know  much  about  what  happened  be- 

fore that — she  won't  talk  about  it — but 
her  whole  family  is  dead.  Marya  Va- 

lenti told  me  that.  It  was  just  sheer  luck 
that  Dorothy  wasn't  killed,  too.  Her 
friends  managed  to  keep  her  hidden 
during  the  worst  of  the  war  years.  Poor 
thing.  We'll  probably  never  know  what 
she's  gone  through." 

I  don't  know  what  I  expected  to  see 
in  Whit's  big  canopied  bed  in  the  guest 
room,  but  as  we  went  in  and  Whit 
opened  the  window  curtains  to  let  in 
the  bright  sunshine,  I  was  aware  of  a 
sharp  emotion  of  pity  and  surprise.  The 
girl  on  the  bed  was  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  creatures  I'd  ever  seen — or 
would  be  with  a  few  weeks  of  proper 
food  and  care.  Shining  coal  black  hair 
framed  a  small  oval  face.  And  out  of 
that  face,  with  its  clear-cut,  almost 
transparent  structure  of  flesh  and  bone, 
stared  unwinkingly  two  huge  wells  of 
eyes — deep  brown,  they  were,  and 
looked  as  though  they'd  witnessed 
every  sorrow  on  earth. 
Whit  was  introducing  us  now,  and 

the  girl's  sensitive  mouth  shaped  itself 
into  a  faint  smile  as  she  said,  "How  do 
you  do,"  in  low  cultured  tones  with 
just  a  faint  hint  of  an  accent.  We  drew 
up  chairs,  and  as  I  came  closer  to  her, 
I  saw  the  fatigue  and  nervousness  that 
overlay  her  beauty  like  tarnish  on  a 
silver  goblet.  Her  small  hands  lay 
clenched  at  her  sides. 

I  knew  this  was  no  time  for  a  pro- 
longed question  and  answer  session  so 

I  merely  said  that  I  was  glad  she  was 

here  and  that  we'd  been  waiting  for  her 
for  a  long  time.  "And,"  I  went  on, 
"since  I'm  a  doctor,  I'm  also  going  to 
see  to  it  that  you  get  well  and  strong 
and  healthy  so  that  you  can  enjoy  life 

over  here." 
She  brightened  up  at  that.  "Oh,  you have  studied  medicine?  How  nice.  I 

had  a  friend  at  the  University.  .  .  ."  her voice  trailed  off  then,  and  she  turned 
her  face  away  for  a  moment.  When  she 
looked  back  at  me,  I  could  see  that  her 
lips  were  set  to  keep  them  from  trem- 

bling. With  a  visible  effort,  she  went 
on,  "But  she's  gone  now.  And  they  say 
I  mustn't  think  about  it  any  more.  She 
was — she  was — Jewish,  too." I  tried  to  hide  the  shiver  that  went 



through  me  as  the  import  of  her  words 
struck  me,  and  went  on  quickly  to  tell 
her  that  her  most  important  job  now 
was  to  get  lots  of  rest  and  good  food. 
Then,  when  she  felt  stronger,  there 
would  be  plenty  of  time  for  her  to  make 
some  friends,  and  figure  out  something 
to  occupy  her  time  and  mind. 

"Oh,  yes,"  she  responded  eagerly,  "I 
want  to  be  doing  something  useful.  I 

can't  just  sit  and  do  nothing." 
When  we  got  back  downstairs,  Whit 

said  anxiously,  "She's  going  to  be  all 
right,  isn't  she,  Joyce?" 

"Yes,"  I  said,  "it  won't  take  long  to 
get  her  back  on  her  feet  physically. 
She's  just  fatigued,  and  rest  and  food will  take  care  of  that.  But  I  think  the 
real  problem  is — well — her  soul  has 
been  hurt,  Whit.  Anyone  can  see  that. 

She's  been  hurt  so  badly  that  it'll  take a  long  time  for  those  inner  bruises  to 

heal.    We'll  all  have  to  help  her." 
Whit's  steady  eyes  looked  into  mine 

and  she  nodded  her  head  slowly.  "I 
know  what  you  mean,  Joyce.  We'll  do 
our  best,  won't  we?" 

I  saw  Dorothy  almost  every  day  for 
the  next  few  weeks,  and  grew  very 
fond  of  her.  Gradually,  as  the  rest  and 
quiet  and  good  food  and  sympathy  be- 

gan to  take  effect,  the  veil  of  fatigue 
and  terror  wore  away.  She  had  a  true 
little  voice,  without  a  great  deal  of 
volume,  and  I  used  to  love  to  sit  and 
listen  to  her.  She  really  knew  music — 
Whit  told  me  once  that  she  had 
studied  music  most  of  her  life — and  her 
repertoire  was  made  up  of  snatches  of 
the  great  symphonies  and  concertos, 
Pc)lish  folk  songs,  Hebrew  chants,  and 
even  bits  of  modern  music  that  had  been 
popular  in  Europe  before  the  war.  c3ne 
day  she  came  across  some  old  Church 

hymnals  in  Whit's  book-case  and  for 
the  next  few  days  all  we  heard  was 
familiar  Sunday-School  music. 

It  soon  became  evident  that  it  was 
time  for  Dorothy  to  broaden  her  hori- 

zons a  little.  She'd  had  enough  solitude 
and  convalescence  and  was  beginning 
to  get  a  little  restless.  I  felt  that  she 
was  strong  enough  now,  so  Whit  and  I 

arranged  a  sort  of  "coming  out"  party. 
People  had  heard  about  Miss  Whit- 

taker's  European  guest,  of  course,  and 
were  consumed  with  curiosity  about 
her.  And  I  must  say  that  Dorothy  ful- 

filled all  the  good  reports  that  had  gone 
around  about  her.  She  fairly  glowed 
with  excitement  and  subdued  happi- 

ness. And  she  wore  practically  no 
make-up  which,   I   could  see,  made   a 

in  magnificent 

FULL  COLOR 
in  Living  Portraits  and  pictures  of 

the  rest  of  the  cast  that  will  make 

them  more  real  to  you  than  ever  be- 

fore in  the  January,  1947,  issue  of 

RADIO    MIRROR    MAZAGINE 

LITTLE  LULU  Is  All  Ears U(  Vt<ui0a> 

Watch  for  Ppramount's  latest  LITTLE  LULU  cartoon  in  Technicolor  at  your  favorite  theatre. 
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IT'S  HERE! 

A  HAND  CREAM 

THAT  HELPS  KEEP 

HANDS  SOFTER, 

SMOOTHER...AND 

IS  NOT  STICKY— 

NOT  GREASY! 

Luxor  contains  Carbamide,  the  in- 
gredient long  familiar  to  surgeons, 

which  helps  relieve  the  tiny  cracks 
and  scratches  that  make  hands  look 

red,  feel  rough !  . 

HAND  CREAM 
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Benefits  begin  the  day  you  enter  a  hospital 
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Hospital  Expenses  paid,  up  to  .    .    .    .    $540.00 
(beginning  with  the  first  day) 

FORACCIDENT 
Doctor  Expense  paid,  up  to     ....    $135.00 
Loss  of  Wages  reimbursed  up  to    .    .    .    $300.00 
Loss  of  Ufe  by  Accident   $1000.00 

WAR  COVERAGE  and  EXTRA  BENEFITS 

Childbirth  Expense  paid,  up  to  • .  -  -  ̂^S-"" 
Sickness  or  accident  can  easily  wipe  out,  in  a 
few  weeks,  savings  it  may  have  taken  years  to 
accumulate.  Don't  let  this  happen  to  you.  With 
a  Family  Mutual  Hospitalization  policy,  you'll be  able  to  pay  your  hospital  bills.  In  case  of 
accident,  you  will  be  reimbursed  for  your  doctor 
expenses  and  for  loss  of  time  from  work.  You 
may  choose  any  hospital  in  the  United  States 
and  your  own  family  doctor  may  attend  you. 
Benefits  applying  to  children  ate  30%  of 
those  paid  adults. 
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tion  on  your  Economical  Hospitalization  Plan. 
NAME   
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good  impression  on  the  older  women. 
It  was  interesting  to  see  how  the 

various  people  reacted  to  her.  The 
young  men  were  obviously  attracted  to 
her— her  dark  beauty  and  queer  little 
foreign  tricks  of  speech  drew  them  like 
magnets.  I  particularly  noticed  young 
David  Barden's  eyes  lighting  up  when- 

ever she  came  near  him.  He  couldn't 
stop  staring  at  her.  The  girls  were  re- 

served at  first.  They  scented  a  rival — 
a  stranger  in  their  midst.  But  her 
friendliness  soon  broke  down  those 
barriers.  Most  of  the  older  people,  who 
understood  perhaps  a  little  more  of  her 
story  and  background,  were  curious 
about  her  and  at  the  same  time  sympa- 

thetic. I  could  see  that  some  of  them 
almost  had  an  impulse  to  pat  her  on 

the  head  and  say  "There,  there.  You're 

safe  now." I  say,  some  of  them.  There  were  a 
few  who  watched  her  with  hard  im- 

personal eyes,  as  though  she  were  a 
strange  specimen  in  a  zoo  or  a  museum 
— something  to  study  but  not  to  make 
friends  with.  There  will  always  be 
people  like  that,  I  thought  with  a  sigh. 
They're  so  afraid  of  anything  outside 
their-  own  circle  of  understanding  that 
they  can't  relax  and  be  at  ease.  Fear  of 
the  unknown,  that's  what  it  is — almost a  tribal  fear  that  probably  goes  back  to 
cave-man  days.  Well,  I  told  myself, 
they'll  get  used  to  her  after  a  while 
and  then  they'll  warm  up.  It  takes  time. 

DOROTHY  was  over  at  the  piano  now, 
with  the  young  people  clustered 

around  her.  She  was  playing  a  Cho- 
pin Etude.  David  Barden  was  leaning 

against  the  piano,  as  close  to  her  as  he 
could  get.  When  she  finished,  there 
was  a  scattered  clapping  of  hands,  and 
I  heard  one  of  the  boys  ask  her  if  she 
knew  "Sioux  City  Sue."  She  shook  her 
head  laughingly  and  some  of  the  others 
suggested  various  popular  songs.  She 
had  to  admit  that  she  didn't  know  any of  them.  Then,  on  an  impulse,  she 
struck  a  chord  and  asked  them  if  they 

knew  this  one.  It  was  "Rock  of  Ages." They  all  knew  it,  of  course,  and  after 
a  moment  or  two  of  surprise  that  she 
she  should  choose  a  hymn  to  play  at  a 
party,  they  began,  one  by  one,  to  sing. 

My  eyes  met  Whit's  from  across  the room  and  we  smiled  at  each  other. 
Things  were  going  well! 
While  all  this  was  going  on,  I  sat 

down  for  a  moment  next  to  Mrs.  Bar- 
den, David's  mother.  Mrs.  Barden  was one  of  our  close  neighbors.  She  was 

not  a  clubwoman,  but  was  considered 
a  Pillar  of  the  Church,  her  main  inter- 

est being  the  Church  choir  and  the  mu- 
sical arrangements  for  the  various  re- 

ligious holidays  and  special  Church 
entertainments.  She  was  a  plump  merry 
little  woman,  perhaps  a  little  hasty  in 
her  judgments  and  maybe  a  little  too 

domineering,  but  she'd  been  a  widow 
for  a  long  time  and  was  used  to  han- 

dling her  own  life  and  making  her 
own  decisions.  David  was  her  only  son. 

Mrs.  Barde:*  was  talking  now  about 
the  Church  organist,  Ellie  Danvers,  who 
was  leaving  town  in  a  week  or  so  to  be 
married.  Mrs.  Barden  was  very  upset 
about  it. 

"You'd  think,"  she  laughed  to  me  rue- 
fully, "that  I  begrudged  the  poor  girl 

a  husband!  I  don't.  I  think  it's  won- 
derful that  she  finally  got  one — after 

all,  she  must  be  at  least  thirty  by  now. 
But  I  don't  know  what  we're  going 
to  do  about  another  organist!" 
"How  about  Mrs.  Merryfield?"  I  sug- 

gested. Mrs.  Barden  shook  her  head.  "She 
can  read  the  notes  and  punch  the  keys, 
but  that's  about  all.    You  see,  one  of 

the  duties  of  the  organist  is  to  train 
the  children's  Christmas  chorus.  And 
that  requires  a  general  knowledge  of 
music — at  least  an  ability  to  carry  a 
tune.  I've  heard  Helen  Merryfield  sing!" 

I  smiled  at  her  and  sympathized  with 
her  predicament 

"Well,"  she  shrugged.  "It'll  probably 
work  itself  out.  Something's  got  to 
happen  soon,  though.  Christmas  is  com- 

ing and  the  children  haven't  even  been organized  yet.  They  usually  go  around 
singing  carols  on  Christmas  Eve,  you 
know,  and  then  come  to  the  Christmas 

party  and  sing  there." She  leaned  back  in  her  chair  and 
looked  over  to  the  corner  toward  the 
group  around  the  piano.  Dorothy  was 
playing  "When  the  Roll  is  Called  Up 
Yonder,"  and  the  young  voices  were 
booming  out  the  song  joyfully.  "My," 
said  Mrs.  Barden,  "it's  been  a  long  time 
since  I've  heard  that  one.  Where  do 

you  suppose  she  picked  that  up?" "Out  of  one  of  Miss  Whittaker's  old 
hymnals,"  I  told  her.  "She's  learned 
just  about  every  hymn  in  the  book." "That's  rather  odd,  isn't  it?"  mused 
Mrs.  Barden.  "A  girl  like  that — a 
foreigner,  you  know — learning  our 

hymns." 

"She  likes  them,"  I  assured  her,  "she 
says  some  of  them  are  very  like  the 

songs  her  mother  used  to  sing  to  her." 
"Very  odd,"  Mrs.  Barden  went  on. 

"She  plays  them  well,  though,  and  she 
has  a  nice  voice — what  you  can  hear 

of  it." 

And  then  I  had  my  inspiration.  "Why, 
Mrs.  Barden,"  I  exclaimed,  trying  not 
to  let  too  much  excitement  creep  into 
my  voice,  "that's  the  answer  to  your 

problem!" 

"What  problem?"  asked  Mrs.  Barden 
absently,  her  fingers  tapping  on  the 
chair  arm  in  time  to  the  music. 
"Your  children's  chorus!  Why 

couldn't  Dorothy  train  them?  She'd  be 
perfect,  and  I  know  she'd  love  to  do  it." Mrs.    Barden    stopped    tapping    her 

fingers  and  stared  at  me.    "Are  you  out . 

of  your  mind,  Joyce?" "No,  of  course  not.  I  think  it's  a  won- 

derful idea." "DUT — oh,  it's  ridiculous.  Nobody 
D  knows  her  or  who  she  is  or  where 

she  comes  from.  And  she's  not  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Church.  Why  .  .  .  no,  it's 

out  of  the  question." "Look,  Mrs.  Barden,"  I  said  eagerly, 
"this  is  the  best  way  in  the  world  for 
people  to  get  to  know  her  and  who  she 
is  and  where  she  comes  from.  And 

lots  of  regular  church-goers  aren't 
necessarily  members.'  Miss  Whittaker 
and  I  would  vouch  for  her  character." 

She  gave  me  a  troubled  look.  "You 
know  what  I'm  thinking,  Joyce.  Let's 
be  frank  about  it.  The  girl's  Jewish, 
isn't  she?"         -    • 

I'd  been  waiting  for  that.  "Yes,  she  is. 
And  when  I  think  of  the  terrible  things 
that  so-called  Christians  have  done  to 
her  and  to  the  rest  of  her  people  during 
the  war,  I  should  think  every  right- 
minded  person  in  the  world  would  try 
to  bend  over  backward  to  right  those 

wrongs.  I  don't  think  this  is  a  matter of  religion  or  what  Bible  you  happen 
to  read,  Mrs.  Barden.  Dorothy  believes 

in  God,  as  all  of  us  do.  It's  really  a 
matter  of  simple  kindliness  and  gen- 

erosity. She  wants  to  be  friends  with 
all  of  us  in  Centerfield.  That  doesn't seem  like  asking  too  much,  does  it? 
And  what  better  way  could  there  be 

than  to  let  her  help  train  the  children's 
chorus?    She  needs  you,  you  need  her." 

Mrs.  Barden  looked  thoughtful.  "It does  sound  simple  the  way  you  put  it/ 

Joyce.  But.  .  .  ."  Then  she  made  up  her 
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mind.  "Oh,  all  right— let's  try  it!  I'll 
get  the  children  together  some  after- 

noon next  week,  and  we'll  let  her  go  to 
work  on  them.    There — how's  that?" 

I  felt  limp  with  relief.  This  had  been 
Dorothy's  first  battle  and  it  had  been 
won  without  her  even  knowing  about 
it!  "You're  wonderful,  Mrs.  Barden," 
I  said,  and  felt  like  kissing  her  rigiit 
then  and  there.  "Let  me  know  what  day, 
and  Dorothy  will  be  there." 

It  was  getting  late  now  and  there 
were  signs  that  the  party  was  ready  to 
break  up.  Dorothy  and  Whit  and  I 
stood  near  the  door  to  say  goodnight 
to  the  guests.  Everyone  had  nice  things 
to  say  to  Dorothy,  and  her  face  was 

shining  with  pleasure.  "Don't  forget," 
one  of  the  girls  called  out  to  her,  "we're 
all  going  on  a  picnic  next  week  if  it's 
not  too  cold,"  and  Dorothy  nodded eagerly. 
,  When  David  and  his  mother  came  up 
■  to  say  goodnight,  I  noticed  that  he  held 
Dorothy's  hand  just  a  trifle  longer  than necessary  and  almost  stammered  as  he 
told  her  how  inuch  he  had  enjoyed 
meeting  her.  A  quick  flush  of  color  rose 
to  her  cheeks  and  she  shyly  said  she 
hoped  she  would  see  him  again  soon. 
I  saw  Mrs.  Barden  flash  a  penetrating 
glance  at  her  son. 

Finally,  after  everyone  had  gone, 
the  three  of  us  settled  down  for  one 
last  cup  of  tea  and  an  after-party  talk. 
I  told  Dorothy  what  Mrs.  Barden  had 
in   mind,    and   she   was   enthusiastic. 

"Oh,  I'm  so  happy,"  she  breathed 
ecstatically.  "I  never  thought  things 
could  be  like  this.  Everybody  is  so 
nice,  and  you  two  are  wonderful,  and 

I  know  I'll  adore  working  with  those 
children.  I  don't  know  how  I  can  ever 
repay  you." 

"Don't  try,"   said  Whit   gruffly,   try- 

ing to  hide  her  own  emotions,  "We're having  just  as  good  a  time  as  you  are. 
We  needed  someone  like  you  to  stir 
up  the  town  a  bit.  It  was  getting  stale. 
Now  the  folks  will  have  something  new 
to  think  about  and  discuss." 

I  couldn't  resist  a  little  teasing. 
"Especially  David  Barden,  eh?" 
Dorothy  burst  out,  "Oh,  my  goodness, 

was  it  that  obvious?"  Then,  as  she 
saw  our  delighted  grins,  she  flushed 
and  lowered   her   eyes. 

I  probably  wouldn't  have  felt  so  gay 
and  confident  about  things  if  I'd  had 
any  idea  of  some  of  the  results  and 
complications  that  were  to  arise  from 

that  simple  little  "debut"  of  Dorothy's. 
Perhaps  it's  just  as  v/ell  we  can't  see into  the  future!  As  it  was,  everything 
went  along  beautifully  for  a  while. 
Dorothy  began  the  training  of  her 
group  of  little  angel-devils,  as  she 
called  them,  and  from  the  few  rehears- 

als I  watched,  I  realized  that  she  was 
doing  an  excellent  job. 
The  children  were  fascinated.  After 

every  rehearsal,  they'd  all  gather around  the  piano  and  beg  her  to  sing 
some  of  the  little  old-country  folk 
songs  that  she  loved  so  much.  Good,  I 
thought,  when  I  saw  this  happening. 
She's  learned  their  songs,  now  let  them 
learn  some  of  hers. 

Whit's  old-fashioned  little  house  was 
becoming  quite  a  young  people's  ren- dezvous, too.  More  and  more  often  in 
the  evenings,  as  time  went  on,  the  win- 

dows would  be  ablaze  with  lights  and 
passersby  could  hear  the  happy  sounds 
of  music  and  laughter  from  inside. 
David  Barden,  Whit  said,  was  always 
there,  sometimes  with  the  rest  of  the 
group,  sometimes  just  he  alone,  gravely 
discussing  life  and  the  world  with  Dor- 

othy.   Whit  said  they  looked  charming 

together — David  so  blond  and  tall,  and 
Dorothy  so  dark  and  tiny,  and  both  of 
them  so  earnest  and  courteous  with 
each  other. 

It  wasn't  long  before  trouble  began  to 
brew.  Mrs.  Barden  couldn't  help  re- alizing, sooner  or  later,  what  was  going 
on,  and  when  she  finally  understood, 
she  must  have  gone  through  some  bad 
moments.  I  knew  how  she'd  feel  about 
it.  It  was  all  right  for  Dorothy  to  train 
the  children's  chorus.  Mrs.  Barden  felt 
she'd  been  very  big  and  understanding 
about  that.  But  her  only  son,  David 
— that  was  another  matter,  and  a  much 

more  important  one.  She'd  always thought  of  David  as  settling  down 
eventually  with  one  of  the  Centerfield 

girls  he'd  known  all  his  life — one  with 
a  good  solid  American  background, 
and  preferably  one  whose  family  at- tended the  same  Church  that  Mrs. 
Barden  did.  That  she  was  resigned  to. 
But  for  David  to  begin  to  show  too 
great  an  interest  in  this  little  nobody 
of  a  girl — this  foreigner  from  Lord 
knows  where  in  Europe — -this — this Jew!    It  was  intolerable! 

She  began  finding  excuses  to  keep 
David  home  in  the  evening  or  invent- 

ing errands  for  him  to  do  which  would 

prevent  him  from  dropping  in  at  Whit's. When  he  did  get  over  to  see  Dorothy, 
inevitably  there  would  be  a  phone  call 
from  Mrs.  Barden,  asking  him  to  go 
here  or  there  or  to  come  home  and  keep 
her  company  because  she  was  lonely. 
Lonely!  She  knew  everyone  in  town, 
and  I  don't  think  she'd  spent  a  lonely 
hour  in  her  whole  life.  But  David 
didn't  complain  or  criticize.  Maybe 
he  didn't  realize  what  she  was  trying 
to  do.  Anyway,  he  loved  his  mother, 
and  it  didn't  occur  to  him  to  defy  her. 

Then   she   began   to    show   her    dis- 
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pleasure  to  Dorothy.  She  would  drop 
in  at  the  chorus  rehearsals  and  just  sit 
there  disapprovingly  and  watch  with 
narrowed  eyes,  trying  to  find  something 
to  complain  about. 

It  was  after  one  of  these  rehearsals 
that  Dorothy  came  over  to  my  house, 
her  shoulders  sagging  with  discourage- 

ment, and  her  eyes  bright  with  unshed 
tears.  "I  think  she  hates  me,  Dr.  Jor- 

dan," she  burst  out,  "she  said  I  was teaching  the  children  all  wrong  and 
that  I  was  a  bad  influence  on  them — 
singing  my  'foreign  trash'  songs  to  them after  rehearsals.  She  said  their  par- 

ents didn't  like  it  and  didn't  want  me 
to  train  the  chorus  any  more." 

"Sit  down,  Dorothy,"  I  told  her 
gently,  "we  may  as  well  get  this 
thrashed  out  right  now." She  sat  down  quietly  enough,  and 
I  started  to  explain  as  simply  as  I 
could.  "First  of  all— and  let's  not  have 
any  false  modesty  or  embarrassment 
about  this — you  and  David  are  in  love, 

aren't  you?" She  looked  straight  at  me  for  a  mo-- 
ment.  Then,  slowly,  she  nodded  hell 

head.  "Yes,  Dr.  Jordan,  we  are."  ' 

"lirELL,  you  know  what  small  towns 
If  are  like.   You've  lived  in  them.   And 

you   know    what    ordinary    people    are 
like — especially  mothers  with  only  one 
son.      Dorothy,    think    how    your    own 
mother  would   react   in   a   similar   cir- 

cumstance.    And  I'm  not  trying  to  be 
cruel — I'm  just  trying  to  make  you  see 
Mrs.  Barden's  point  of  view.     Suppose your  brother  were  to  fall  in  love  v/ith 
a   girl   from   another   country — another* 
culture — another  religion,  Dorothy!   Dof 
you    think    your    mother    would    have! 
accepted   it    calmly   without   trying   tol 

stop  it?" 

Two  big  tears  began  to  form  in 
Dorothy's  eyes,  and  she  hastily  low- ered her  head.  In  a  muffled  voice  the 

honest  answer  came.  "I  don't  think 
she'd  have  liked  it,  Dr.  Jordan.  I 
know  she  wouldn't.  She  was  old- 
fashioned  and  very  religious." "Then,"  I  went  on,  "you  know  just 
what  is  going  through  Mrs.  Barden's 
mind.  Except  that  she's  trying  to 
avoid  coming  right  out  and  saying  it. 
She  thinks  she's  modern  and  broad- 
minded.  But  those  old  ideas  and  stand- 

ards are  hard  to  forget.  And  she  hasn't 
forgotten  them.  She  doesn't  want  David 
to  be  in  love  with  you,  Dorothy." 
Dorothy  lifted  her  head  then.  "But 

it's  too  late  to  stop  it  now.  I  love  him, 
and  he  loves  me.  Oh,  what  am  I  to  do?  i 
Must  we  stop  seeing  each  other?  Must 
I  give  him  up?  Is  that  the  only  way? 

Is  America  no  different  from  Europe?" 
My  heart  cringed  at  her  words.  "There it  was — stated  at  last.  Was  there  a 

place  in  our  great  country  for  someone 
like  Dorothy?  Could  she  have  a  part 
in  our  life,  in  our  hearts?  I  knew  there 
was  a  place  for  her  in  my  life^in  myt 
heart. 

"Dorothy,"  I  said  gently,  and  took  her 
hand,  "you  don't  think  there's  any 
reason  why  you  and  David  shouldn't be  in  love  and  eventually  get  married 
and  live  the  rest  of  your  lives  together, 

do  you?" 

She  didn't  trust  her  voice.  She  just 
shook  her  head  violently. 

I  went  on.  "And  David  feels  the 

same  way  you  do?" "Yes,  he  does,"  she  said  tiredly.  "I know  how  he  feels.  He  feels  that  love 
and  decency  and  kindness  are  the  only 
things  that  matter.  He  feels  that  peo- 

ple like  us  are  the  only  solution  to  the 
world's  problems.  Because  we  love  each 

other  and  try  to  understand." 
"Then   wipe   those   tears   away.    It's 



up  to  you  and  David  to  prove  to  the 

world  that  you're  right.  Get  up  on 
your  two  feet — both  of  you — and  fight 
for  what  you  believe." 
She  stared  at  me  unbelievingly 

through  her  tears.  "But  what  about 
Mrs.  Barden,  and — and — all  the  other 
people  who  feel  the  way  she  does?" 
"She — and  they — are  partly  your 

problem.  But  it's  their  problem,  too, 
you  know.  You  can't  live  for  every- 

body. You  can  do  everything  you  can 
to  help  them — up  to  a  point.  But  from 
there  on,  they've  got  to  do  it  for  them- 

selves. In  the  meantime,  you've  got yfourself  to  consider.  You  and  David. 
[  don't  believe  in  martyrdom.  You  do what  you  think  is  best  for  the  two  of 

you,  and  I'll  back  you  up  to  the  limit 
—or  at  least  as  far  as  I  can  go.  And 
always  remember — there  are  two 
;hings  to  consider: — your  own  happi- 

ness, and  that  bigger  principle  that 
DOth  you  and  David  believe.  I'd  say 
:hat  included  the  children's  chorus,  too. 
[fs  a  job  you've  taken  on,  you're  doing 
it  well,  and  I  don't  think  you  should 
give  it  up  for  anybody!" 
Dorothy's  eyes  had  gotten  bigger  and bigger  as  I  talked.  The  tears  had  dis- 

appeared now  and  a  soft  lustrous  light 
was  beginning  to  shine  through. 
Speechlessly,  she  rose  to  her  feet  and 
:ame  over  and  threw  her  arms  around 

me.  "That's  what  I've  been  wanting  to 
hear,"  she  said  breathlessly.  "Now  I 
can  do  anything!" 

I  FELT  a  little  frightened  after  she'd 
gone.  I  was  really  in  for  it  now.  Right 

up  in  the  front  lines,  not  just  in  an 

observer's  seat.  And  I  needed  help. 
Wise,  understanding  help.  Because,  al- 

though I  was  whole-heartedly  with 
Dorothy  and  David,  there  were  other 
things  to  consider.  There  was  Mrs. 
Barden. 

It  finally  came — a  solution  so  simple 
and  obvious  I  wondered  why  I  hadn't 
thought  of  it  before.  Or,  if  not  a  solu- 

tion— at  least  an  approach  to  one. 
The  Reverend  Williams — pastor  of  Mrs. 
Barden's  church.  She  respected  him 
probably  more  than  she  did  anyone 
'else  in  town. 

So  the  next  day  I  called  on  Reverend 
Williams.  Stumblingly  at  first  I  tried 
to  explain  what  was  happening — who 
Dorothy  was,  why  Mrs.  Barden  was  so- 
upset  about  David's  feeling  about  her, 
why  I  was  mixed  up  in  it. 

"I  have  a  feeling  somehow,"  I  told 
him,  "that  David  and  Dorothy  are  sym- 

bolical of  the  world  itself  — of  the 
chance  we  have  now  for  more  love  and 

understanding  than  we've  ever  had  be- 
(fore.  And  if  it  doesn't  work  out  for 
them,  I'll  know  in  my  inner  heart  that 
nothing  will  ever  work  out  for  any  of 
the  rest  of  us — the  United  Nations,  the 
/Four  Freedoms,  winning  the  Peace — 
'anything!" 

His  wise  old  eyes  twinkled  as  they 
looked  into  mine.  "Well,"  he  said, 
"perhaps  you're  right.  Perhaps  every- 

one would  be  better  off  if  we  could  al- 
ways manage  to  see  the  bigger  things 

behind  the  small  ones.  And,  as  far 

as  religion  goes,  we  don't  have  to  look very  far  in  the  Bible  to  find  guidance. 

iThe  good  Samaritan  wasn't  concerned over  whether  or  not  the  wounded  man 
in  the  ditch  was  of  his  own  faith.  Jesus 

[didn't  ask  to  see  people's  identifica- 
tion papers  before  he  stretched  out  his 

ihand  to  them — even  if  it  did  get  him 
into  trouble  .  occasionally.  St.  Paul 
preached   to  Jews   and   Gentiles,  alike. 

"Those  precepts  are  good  enough  for 
me."  He  paused  for  a  moment  and  his 
'I'eyebrows  went  up  in  a  gentle  quirk; 
i"What  I  say  is — what  has  Centerfield 
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got  that  the  Founders  of  Christianity 
didn't  have?" 

I  laughed  with  him.  That  was  the 
wonderful  thing  about  Reverend  Wil- 

liams. He  could  be  serious  in  one 
breath  and  gently  ironic  in  the  next. 
You  felt  that  he  had  an  intense  aware- 

ness of  life  about  him — that  he  under- 
stood people.  It  was  a  comforting 

thought. 
"We'll  figure  out  something,"  he 

promised,  "and — I  was  just  thinking — 
don't  you  suppose  it  might  be  a  good 
idea  to  have  the  children's  chorus  sing 
at  the  Midnight  Services  on  Christmas 
Eve  as  well  as  at  the  Christmas  party? 
It  would  give  them  something  to  work 

especially  hard  for.  And  I'm  sure  I could  persuade  Mrs.  Barden  that  her 
young  friend,  Miss  Meyer,  will  be  able 
to  give  them  the  proper  training  in  the 
short  time  that  is  left." 
Oh,  that  wonderful  devious  man!  I 

felt  like  singing.  "Reverend  Williams," 
I  chuckled,  "if  you  ever  skin  your 
knuckles  or  bark  your  shins,  just  let 
me  know.  I'll  come  running  with  the 
iodine  bottle!" 

T'
 

IHINGS  seemed  to  move  swiftly  aft- 
er that.  In  spite  of  his  mother,  David 

spent  most  of  his  time  with  Dorothy  at 

Whit's  or  at  my  house  and  managed, 
gently,  not  to  be  available  when  his 
mother  telephoned.  I  ran  into  Mrs. 
Barden  once  at  the  Post  Office.  She 
glared  at  me  through  narrowed  eyes 

and  said,  "I  just  want  you  to  know, 
Joyce  Jordan,  than  I  hold  you  respons- 

ible for  whatever  happens."  She  didn't 
explain  further,  and  I  didn't  ask  her 
to,  and  that's  all  she  said. 

In  an  unbelievably  short  time,  it  was 
Christmas  Eve,  and  the  whole  town  was 
bright  and  shining  with  Christmas 
trees,  holly  wreaths  and  fat  red  candles. 
I  was  sitting  in  front  of  my  fireplace, 
trying  to  read  a  book  but  not  being  able 
to  keep  my  thoughts  in  order,  when  the 
doorbell  rang.  It  was  David,  a  rather 
high-colored,  excited  David,  with  his 
hair  rumpled  as  though  he'd  been  run- 

ning his  hands  through  it,  and  his  eyes 
burning  with  a  desperate  gleam  . 

"Come  in,  David,"  I  greeted  him,  "I'll 
fix  you  a  Christmas  egg-nog." 

"I'd  love  it,"  he  said  "but  first  I've 
got  to  tell  you  something.  I've  done  it, 
Joyce;  I've  told  Mother.  And  she's  fit 
to  be  tied." 

"Told  her  what?"  I  asked,  although 
I  knew  very  well! 

"That  Dorothy  and  I  are  going  to  be 
married.  I  thought  she'd  hit  the  ceil- 

ing. She  said  she  knew  that  I  was  up 
to  something  behind  her  back.  She 
said  I'd  disgrace  the  family  and  the 
whole  town.  She  said  she'd  never  be 
able  to  hold  her  head  up  in  public 
again.  She  said  lots  of  things — all  of 
them  bitter  and  cutting.  So  I  just  left 
the  house  and  ran — over  here.  Joyce, 
will  you  go  to  the  Services  with  us  to- 

night? I  don't  think  I  can  face  Mother 
alone  again  for  a  while." 

"Of  course  I  will,"  I  told  him.  "Now 
you  sit  down  here  in  front  of  the  fire 

and  admire  my  Christmas  tree,  and  I'll 
get  your  egg-nog.  Take  it  easy.  Things 
will  work  out — see  if  they  don't." When  I  came  back  from  the  kitchen 
he  was  sunk  deep  in  the  easy  chair, 
with  a  worried  look  on  his  face.  "This 
is  the  first  time  in  my  life  we've  ever 
had  a  row,"  he  said.  "I  don't  like  hurt- 

ing her,  Joyce,  but  what  else  can  I  do?" 
"She  just  has  to  get  used  to   it,"   I 

soothed   him.    And   we   talked   quietly 
"       for  a  while  as  he  sipped  at  the  egg-nog. 
M      It   was    about   nine    o'clock   when    we 

heard    the    first    thin    little    trehle    of 

familiar    music — "Oh,    little    town    of 68 

Bethlehem — how  still  we  see  thee  lie..." 
"Oh,  David,"  I  exclaimed,  "there 

they  are! — Dorothy  and  the  children 
singing  their  carols."  Quickly  I  ran  to the  window  and  flung  it  wide.  And 
my  heart  seemed  to  expand  as  I 
looked  down  on  the  little  group  below. 
There  were  the  youngsters — almost 
twenty  of  them,  their  cheeks  pink  with 
the  night  air,  their  eyes  bright  with 
excitement,  their  little  mouths  wide 
open  as  they  sang  those  old  well  loved 
words:  "Above  thy  deep  and  dreamless 
sleep-^the  silent  stars  go  by." And  there,  to  one  side,  was  Dorothy, 
leading  them,  giving  them  confidence 
by  her  very  presence,  urging  them  on 
to  sweeter  purer  tones  as  they  sang 
about  the  birth  of  the  Saviour.  She 

was  snugly  wrapped  in  an  old  great- 
coat of  mine  and  wore  a  perky  little 

beaver  bonnet  that  she'd  made  from  a 
long  unused  fur  collar  of  Whit's.  Her face  was  lifted  to  my  window  and  I 

turned  to  whisper  to  David,  "Quick, 
come  look.  They're  like  a  choir  of 

angels." 

He  stood  by  my  side  at  the  window, 
and  I  could  see  a  happy  smile  illumine 
Dorothy's   face,   there   in   the   shadow. 

David  left  shortly  after  that,  and  I 
sat  and  dreamed  in  front  of  the  fire. 

Two  hours  later,  he  was  back.  "Come 
on,"  he  said,  "Mother's  outside  in  the 
car.     Time  for  Church." 

Mrs.  Barden  tried  hard  to  speak  cor- 
dially to  me,  as  we  climbed  into  the  car, 

but  I  could  see  that  it  was  an  effort  for 
her.  Her  back  was  stiff  as  a  ramrod, 
and  her  chin  was  high  in  the  air.  I 
wondered  if  her  lips  were  trembling, 
but  it  was  so  dark  I  couldn't  see. 

The  Church  was  beginning  to  fill  up 
when  we  arrived,  and  we  took  our 
places  in  a  pew  down  front.  Soon 
everyone  had  settled  down,  and  Rev- 

erend Williams  came  out  to  greet  his 
congregation  and  offer  a  prayer.  The 
air  was  sweet  with  the  scent  of  pine 
boughs  and  bayberry  candles.  The 
Church  choir  sang,  and  then  slowly 
they  filed  from  their  places,  and 
Dorothy  led  her  little  group  to  the 
choir  loft.  People  held  their  breaths. 
This  was  the  first  time  a  children's 
chorus  had  ever  sung  at  the  Midnight 
Service.    It  was  something  very  special. 

The  children  were  ready  to  sing  now, 
their  eyes  solemnly  on  Dorothy,  the 
hymn-books  in  their  hands,  their  little 
faces  lifted  and  shining.  The  organ- 

ist struck  a  soft  note,  the  children  took 
a  deep  breath  in  unison,  and  the  high 

soprano  voices  rang  out — "Hark  the 
Herald  Angels  sing  ..." It  was  a  moment  of  poignant  beauty, 
and  everyone  in  the  Church  that  night 
reacted  to  it.     I  think,  if  applause  had 
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been  possible  in  Church,  the  whole 
building  would  have  rocked  with  it.  As 
it  was,  when  the  tender  voices  finished 

on  "Glory  to  the  new-born  King,"  and 
sank  away,  there  was  a  long  ecstatiq 
pause,  and  people  looked  at  each  other 
with  shining  eyes.  The  children  began 
another  hymn  then,  and  I  saw  MrsJ 
Barden  wipe  a  tear  away. 

After  that  hymn,  the  children  sat 
down  quietly,  and  Reverend  Williams 
took  his  place  in  the  pulpit.  He  looked 
around  the  congregation  slowly,  his 
eyes  seeming  to  come  to  a  full  stoi. 
when    they    rested    on    Mrs.    BardenJ 

"I  had  intended,"  he  began,  "to  brinfe 
you  now  the  Usual  Christmas  story,  as 
I  always  have  at  our  Christmas  Eve 
services  in  the  past.  But  tonight,  for 
reasons  which  seem  to  me  very  urgent, 
I  have  decided  to  take  my  text  from  the 
25th  Chapter  of  Matthew,  the  40th 
Verse:  "Verily  I  say  unto  you,  Inas- 

much as  ye  have  done  it  unto  one  of  the 
least  of  these  my  brethren,  ye  have 

done  it  unto  me." And  then,  to  my  astonishment,  and 
evidently  to  that  of  the  congregation, 
he  proceeded  to  preach  the  most  beau- 

tiful sermon  on  tolerance  I've  even 
heard  in  my  life.  I  can  remember  only 

a  small  part  of  it  now,  but  I'll  never 
forget  the  feeling  of  hope  and  faith 
that  swept  over  me  as  his  beautiful 
words  poured  out. 

"And  when  the  Pharisees  asked  Hirn 
what  was  the  greatest  Commandment 
of  all.  He  answered  them  with  two.  The 

first.  He  said,  was  'Thou  shalt  love  thd Lord  thy  God  with  all  thy  heart,  anq 
with  all  thy  soul,  and  with  all  thy 
mind.  The  second,  He  said,  was  verjj 
like  the  first.  It  was:  'Thou  shalt  love 

thy  neighbor  as  thyself  .  .  ." 

REVEREND  WILLIAMS  paused  fo^ 
just  a  moment,  and  his  eyes  sought' 

Mrs.  Barden's.  "Who  is  your  neighbor?] 
You  know  in  your  heart  who  it  is.  It  is 
the  one  you  can  help  in  an  hour  of 
need.  It  is  the  one  who  helps  you  when 
every  other  hand  is  withdrawn.  Nol 

just  the  friend  next-door  whom  you've 
known  all  your  life.  Not  just  the  per-j 
son  who  sits  next  to  you  in  your  own 
Church.  Not  just  the  individual  whcit 

beliefs  happen  to  coincide  with  your.'l 
No.  It  is  he  who  has  mercy  in  hii| 
heart,  or  to  whom  you  show  mercy 
That  is  your  neighbor.  And  now,  ir 
the  words  of  our  Lord,  our  gentk 
Saviour  who  gave  his  very  life  that  W£ 

might  be  saved, — 'Go,  and  do  thou  like- 

wise'." 

He  ended  his  sermon  and  began  the 
Benediction.  Mrs.  Barden  sat  as  thougl 
stunned.     I  don't  know  what  thought^ 
were  going  through  her  mind,  but  heii 

head  was  bowed.    Slowly,  she  slipped  '•■ a  handkerchief  from  her  bag  and  wiped; 
her  eyes.    Lifting  her  head,  she  looked 
toward  the   choir  loft   where  Dorothy! 
sat   with   the   little   ones.    And  slowly 
she  turned  her  head  to  David.   Finally! 
with  a  smile  of  utter  acceptance,  she 
took  his  hand  and  pressed  it.    She  lis- 

tened quietly  and  lovingly  while  Dor- 
othy led  the  children's  chorus  in  the ■final  hymn  of  the  evening. 

I  don't  feel  that  there's  much  to  say 
now   that   this   story   is   told.     It  says 

enough  of  itself.     But  I'll  always  know 
that    that  Christmas  Eve,  I  saw  a  mir- ' 
acle    being    performed — a    miracle    oi  I 
love  and  generosity  and  understanding  1 
And,   knowing  that  it  happened  once 
I'll  always  have  faith  that  it  can  happen 
again — wherever  people  stop  to  think. 
Peace  on  earth — good  will  toward  men,  | 
That's  what  we  all  want.     And  that's! 
what  we  can  have — if  we  will  only  love  ( 
one  another. 

ih 
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Give  Her  a  LANE  and  It's  Love  for  Keeps 

This  Christmas,  sweethearts  everywhere 
pledge  their  love  with  a  Lane.  And  no  won- 

der! What  gift  could  mean  so  much  to  the 
girl  whose  every  thought  is  of  you?  Give 
her  the  Lane  Cedar  Hope  Chest  she  longs 
for — beginning  of  your  happiness  together 
through  all  Christmases  to  come !  Remem- 

ber, too — Lane  is  the  ideal  gift  for  sister, 
daughter  or  mother. 

The  Only  Tested  AROMA-TIGHT  Chest  in  the  World 

Lane  is  a  lifetime  sanctuary  for  precious  treasures. 

It's  the  only  chest  that  has  all  these  guaranteed 
Moth  Protection  features — in  addition  to  other  ex- 

clusive construction  features:  1.  Tested  aroma-tight 
protection.  2.  Exclusive  aroma-tight  features.  3. 
Built  of  ?^-inch  aromatic  Red  Cedar  in  accordance 
with  U.  S.  Government  recommendations.  4.  Lane- 
welded  veneers  will  not  peel.  5.  Chemically  treated 
interiors  even  aroma  flow,  prevent  stickiness  and 
add  life  to  the  chest.  6.  Free  moth  insurance  policy 
written  by  one  of  the  world's  largest  insurance 
companies.  The  Lane  Company,  Inc.,  Dept.  K, 
Altavista,  Virginia.  In  Canada:  Knechtels,  Ltd., 
Hanover,  Ontario. 

No.  2120.  This  chest  heauti- 
fuUy  combines  American  Wal- 

nut and  Walnut  stump  with 
exotic  Oriental  wood  and  Afri- 

can Zebra  wood.  Has  Lane 
patented  Automatic  Tray. 

Prices  subject  to 

f^O     change  wilhout —       notice  or  by  OP  A rulings. 

A  million  maiciens  yearn  for  this 
Romantic  Love  Gift 

LANE 

Lane  HopeChetIs  are  available  in 
many  other  beautiful  styles  and 
woods  at  a  wide  range  of  prices. 

No.  2134.  Elegantly  simple  Colonial  design  in 
Mahogany.  Hand-rubbed  satin  finish.  Equipped 
with  Lane's  patented  Automatic  Trav. 

Hope  Chest  M 



Frolic  Eau  de  Cologne 
and  Talc,  $1.75. 

April  Showers  Dusting  Powder 
and  Eau  de  Cologne,  $2.25 



Lum  'n'  Abner  Mind  Somebody  Else's  Business (Continued  from  page  35) 

I  never  want  to  hear  about  the  war 

•  again — it  was  enough  to  last  me  for  two 
lifetimes."  His  voice  thickened.  "And, 
most  of  all,  I  want  to  quit  remembering 
those  empty  beds  in  the  barracks  after 

a  mission."  He  turned  his  head  away 
for  a  moment,  and  his  throat  worked 
oddly. 

"We  know  what  you  mean,  Harry," 
said  Lum  softly,  "and  I  can't  say  as  we 
blame  you.  Well,  the  mill  will  likely 
be  glad  to  have  you  back.  They  been 
short  handed  ever  since  the  war  started. 
You  ought  to  be  able  to  get  a  right  good 

job  over  there  now." 
"My  old  job  is  good  enough.  In  fact, 

it's  got  to  be  the  old  job  or  none  at  all. 
I  want  it  to  be  like  it  was  only  yester- 

day that  I  left." 
"But,  Jimineties,  Harry,"  objected 

Abner,  "your  old  job  didn't  amount  to 
a  row  o'  pins.  Pushin'  carts  and  stuff 
around!  Anybody  could  do  that.  It 
was  all  right  for  a  young  kid  just 

startin'  out,  but  you  been  gone  four 
years  now  and  you're  growed  up.  You 
oughta  get  somethin'  better." 

H'
 ARRY'S  jaw  tightened,  and  the  lines 

that  appeared  in  his  young  face  gave 
him  a  strangely  old  and  weary  look. 
"It's  those  four  years  I  want  to  forget 
about,"  he  said  sharply.  "I  want  to 
wipe  'em  right  out.  And  the  only  way 
I  can  do  it  is  to  pretend  they  never  hap- 

pened. I  want  to  pick  up  at  the  mill 
right  where  I  left  off — as  though  there 
hadn't  been  any  time  in  between.  Can't 
you  understand  that?" Lum  motioned  Abner  to  be  quiet  and 

hurriedly  cut  in.  "We  understand, 
Harry.  Course  you'll  probably  find 
there've  been  some  changes  out  at  the 
mill — but  everybody's  got  to  do  things their  own  way.  And  you  sure  earned 
your  right  to  do  things  your  way  for 

a  while." 
Harry  relaxed.  "Thanks,  fellas.  And 

— let's  change  the  subject.  What's  been 
going  on  down  here  lately?" Abner  looked  at  Lum,  and  Lum 

nodded  imperceptibly.  "Well,"  he  be- 
gan cautiously,  "Annie  Miller's  got  a 

new  baby.  I  hear  it's  takin'  to  chewin' on  its  thumb  all  the  time,  but  likely 

it'll  get  over  that.  And  Squire  Skimp's 
finally  puttin'  some  new  shingles  on  his 
roof.  And  Mose  Moots  is  usin'  some 
new-fangled  kind  of  bay-rum  a  drum- 

mer sold  him  a  few  weeks  back.  Get- 
tin'  so  everybody  has  a  haircut  these 
days  comes  out  smellin'  like  Granny 
Masters'  lilac  bush.  What  else,  Lum?" 

1  Harry  was  smiling  delightedly  now, 
so  Lum  joined  in.  "The  County  put  in 
a  new  bridge  over  the  Mill  River  and 
now  there  ain't  no  place  for  the  kids  to 
sit  when  they  go  fishin'.  They're  mighty 
upset  about  it.  Oh  yes,  the  young  Sum- 

ner boy  got  a  good  job  out  in  Denver, 
so  the  Sumners  had  an  auction  couple 

■  weeks  ago  and  moved  up  to  Denver, 
lock,  stock  an'  barrel." 

"Yeah,"  interrupted  Abner  eagerly. 
"And  we  got  a  bunch  of  new  books  for 
the  library  from  the  auction.  Maybe 

you'd  like  to  read  one  of  'em,  Harry — 
looks  like  a  humdinger  to  me — called 
'Sink  or  Swim'.  Brand  new  author 
feller,  too.  Limi  says  he's  pretty  good." He  held  the  book  out  to  Harry,  who 
looked  at  it  and  tucked  it  under  his 
arm,  his  eyes  twinkling. 

"It  sure  is  good  to  be  back,"  he  said. 
"And  now  I  guess  I  better  be  shoving 
off.  Got  to  get  out  to  the  mill  and  see 
about  my  job  and  then  find  out  if  my 

old  work  clothes  still  fit.  Be  seeing  you." 
He  opened  the  door.  Lum  and  Ab- 

ner said  goodbye  and  watched  him  as 
he  closed  it  softly  behind  him  and 
walked  off. 
With  Harry  a  safe  distance  away, 

Abner  shook  his  head  and  sighed. 

"What  do  you  s'pose  is  eatin'  on  him?" 
Lum  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "Seems 

plain  enough,"  he  answered  "He  just got  too  much  of  the  war  and  now  he 
wants  to  forget  it.  Can't  blame  him 
for  that,  can  you?" 
Abner  sighed  again.  "I  guess  riot. 

But  he's  goin'  to  have  his  troubles. 
Folks  are  goin'  to  want  him  to  tell 
about  all  those  German  planes  he  shot 

down,  and  they  ain't  goin'  to  under- 
stand about  him  goin'  back  to  work  at 

the  mill  in  his  old  iob.  Gee  whilikers, 

Lum,  that  boy's  a  hero!  He's  been  writ 
up  in  the  newspapers.  They  said  he 
was  an  Ace.  He  was  the  leader  of  his 

whole  squadron.  He  can't  just  throw  all 
that  in  the  junk  heap  and  go  back  to 
bein'  a  mill-hand." 

"Well,  that's  what  he's  plannin'  on," 
said  Lum,  "and  I  guess  folks'll  have  to 
take  it,  whether  they  understand  it 
or  not."  Then  his  eyes  narrowed  and 
he  looked  at  Abner  speculatively.  "Say, 
Abner,  ain't  Betty  Holden  workin'  up 
to  the  mill  now?" 

"Yeah,"  said  Abner,  "she's  doin'  secre- 
tary work  for  the  manager.  What's 

that  go  to  do  with  it?"  Suddenly  his 
face  lighted  up.  "Say,  that's  right,  Lum. 
Harry  used  to  be  sweet  on  her,  didn't 
he?  D'you  reckon  she'll  be  able  to  talk 
some  sense  into  him?" Lum  got  out  the  inventory  book 

again.     "You  never  can  tell,"  he  said. 

BUT  the  reports  that  came  into  the 
Jot  'Em  Down  Store  And  Library 

during  the  next  few  weeks  about  Harry 
Johnson  weren't  any  too  good.  Folks 
said  he'd  gone  queer-like.  They  said 
he  got  a  blank  look  on  his  face  when 

they  talked  to  him,  and  wouldn't  an- 
swer questions.  They  said  he'd  lost  all his  ambition  and  would  probably  end 

up  as  nothing  but  an  unskilled  mill- 
hand  till  the  day  he  died.  They  said 
they  were  beginning  not  to  respect  him 
any  more. 

One  day  Betty  Holden  came  in  for  a 

library  book.  There  wasn't  anybody else  in  the  store,  so  Lum  edged  over 
and  started  talking  to  her. 
"How're  things  out  to  the  mill, 

Betty?"  he  asked  casually. 
"Pretty  good,  Mr.  Edwards,"  she 

replied.  "We've  still  got  so  many 
orders  we  can't  fill  them,  but  we're  do- 

ing the  best  we  can." "I  hear  young  Harry  Johnson  got  back 

his  old  job." "Yes,"  she  said,  and  slid  a  look  at  him 
out  of  the  corner  of  her  eyes. 

"How's  he  makin'  out?" 
Her  pert  little  nose  twitched  ever  so 

slightly.  "I  really  wouldn't  know,  Mr. 

Edwards." 
Lum  had  expected  something  like 

this.  "Now,  Betty,  you  don't  need  to 
get  on  your  high  horse  with  me.  I've 
known  you  ever  since  you  were  knee- 
high  to  a  grass-hopper.  And  I  know 
how  you  and  Harry  used  to  feel  about 
each  other  before  the  war.  Betty,  I'm worried  about  that  boy.  Both  Abner 
and  me  are  worried.  I  thought  you 
might  be  able  to  help  us  figure  out  what 

to  do  about  him." She  looked  straight  at  him  then,  and 

the    pert    little    nose    wasn't    twitching 

f 

Dale  Evans 
beautiful  motion  picture  ac- 

tress, co-starring  in  "Shine  on 
Texas  Moon,"  a  Republic  pro- 
duction. 

nstantly.. 

make  YOUR  lips  more  thrilling! 

Here  is  the  most  important  charm 
discovery  since  the  beginning  of 

beauty.  A  "lipstick,"  at  last, 
that  actually  can't  smear — that  really 
ivon't  rub  off — and  that  will  keep 

your  lips  satin  smooth  and  lovely.  It 

isn't  a  "lipstick"  at  all.  It's  a 
liquid  in  the  most  romantic  shades 

ever!  And  so  permanent!  Put  it  on  at 

dusk — it  stays  till  dawn  or  longer. 
At  better  stores  everywhere  $1  .  .  . 

SEND  COUPON  for  generous  Trial  Size* 

CHECK  SHADES  WANTED 
n  Scarlet — devastating  on  girls  with  hazel  eyes,  fair  skin. 

n  Parifian — spectocular  on  Irish 

type,  dork  hair,  blue  eyes. 
n  Regal — real  excitement  with 

brown  eyes,  medium  skin. 
n  Englifti  Tint — precious  inviting 

coral,  new   glamor  for   blonds. 
n  Orchid — exoticpink,  lovely  with 

lavenders,  or  pastel  gowns. 

n  Gay  Plum — enchanting  with 
fuchsia,  plum  or  purple  cos- tumes. 

D  Gypiy — doeswondersfordork- eyed   charmers  with   olive   skin. 
Q  Medium — naturol  true  red,  flat- tering to  every  type. 

PRINCESS  PAT,  Dept.  614C 
2709  S.  Wells  St.,  Chicago  16,  ni. 

n  I  enclose  12c  (2c  Fed.  Tax)  for  geaerous  trial 

size. (PLEASE  PRINT) 

Name   

Address- 

City- 

-State- 

OjUmM &pi(fm 

71 



S    '-    C 

9.    3    " 1    9»    o  ■'-' 

.  J3 

to  „ 

Q,  CO 

it'?  1-1 
«    >   M    >>'!• 

^0  >^(y 
fV\A—  NA 

R 

M 

72 

r 
en HHHI a 
Q. 
o 

x: u 
< 

rrr 

h  J 
\A o 

E 

tX     05 

i 

o 
w 

0 

k. O 

now.  Instead,  the  corners  of  her 
mouth  had  turned  down  despondently 
and  a  quick  moisture  gleamed  in  her 

eyes.  "Oh,  Mr.  Edwards,"  she  said,  "I wish  I  knew  what  the  matter  was.  He 
hasn't  been  out  to  our  house  even  once 
since  he  got  back.  I  tried  to  ask  him 
about  it  one  day — jokingly,  you  know — 
and  he  said  that  I'd  gone  up  in  the  world 
so  much,  being  Mr.  Ellis'  secretary  and 
all,  that  I  was  too  good  for  a  mill-hand 
any  more — that  I'd  changed  so  much 
he'd  never  catch  up  with  me." 

"Well,  this  is  the  way  we  figured  it, 
Betty,"  said  Lum  slowly.  "He  wanted 
things  to  be  just  exactly  the  way  they 
were  before  he  went  away.  He  thinks 
he  can  be  the  same  person  he  was  four 
years  ago,  and  I  guess  it  bothers  him 
because  other  people  ain't  exactly  the 
same.  He's  tryin'  so  hard  to  forget  those 
four  years  that  he  don't  want  to  admit  to 
himself  that  other  people  have  been 

livin'  right  on  through  them.  He's 
kinda  like  that  old  king  in  the  fairy 
story  that  tried  to  hold  back  the  tide 

just  by  holdin'  up  his  hand." 

"I  GUESS  so,"  Betty  nodded  miserably. 
I  "It's  sort  of  like  that  combat  fatigue 

you  read  about  in  the  papers  all  the 
time.  Lots  of  times  they  don't  even 
know  they've  got  it.  It  just  gives  them 
peculiar  ideas,  and  they  think  it's  all very  reasonable.  I  think  the  worst  of  it 

all  is  Al  Middleton." 
"What  about  Al  Middleton?" 
"Well,  he's  just  back  from  overseas, 

too,  you  know,  and  he's  foreman  at  the 
mill  now.  He  was  a  Corporal  in  the 
Infantry,  and  according  to  him  the  In- 

fantry didn't  think  much  of  the  Air 
Force — especially  Air  Force  officers. 
He  says  they  were  a  bunch  of  'Glamor 
Boys'.  Anyway,  he  makes  fun  of 
Harry  all  the  time,  and  pushes  him 
around  every  chance  he  gets.  He  says 
Harry  may  have  been  a  fighter  pilot  and 
a  Major  and  all  that,  but  the  war's 
over  and  now  he's  back  where  he  be- 

longs— working  in  a  mill  as  a  day- 
laborer.  And  the  horrible  thing  about 
it  is  that  Harry  seems  to  agree  with 
him.  He  never  talks  back.  He  just 
shrugs  his  shoulders  and  does  every- 

thing Al  tells  him  to." 
She  choked  back  a  sob  at  this.  "It 

just  makes  me  kind  of  sick  to  my 
stomach,  Mr.  Edwards — it  really  does. 
Harry  is  a  lot  smarter  than  Al  will 
ever  be.  But  you'd  never  know  it  out 
at  the  mill  these  days.  He's  like  a 
Zombie,  that's  what  he's  like — a  Zom- 

bie!" 

Lum  patted  her  on  the  shoulder  sym- 
pathetically. "I  can  see  how  it'd  be 

kinda  hard  for  you,  Betty.  But  I  don't 
think  we  can  do  much  about  it  for  a 
while.  Just  wait  and  see  what  hap- 

pens. What  is  it  they  say  in  the  Army 
— 'sweat  it  out'?" 

After  Betty  had  gone,  Lum  sat  down 
and  tried  to  figure  it  out,  but  the  more 
he  thought,  the  more  mixed-up  the 
whole  thing  got.  It  just  didn't  make 
sense.  There  was  Harry — as  bright  a 
boy  as  Pine  Ridge  had  ever  turned  out. 
The  Army  had  recognized  that,  and 
had  promoted  him  as  fast  as  they  could 
— had  given  him  a  lot  of  responsibility 
and  a  big  job  to  do.  And  then  there 
was  Al  Middleton.  He'd  never  been 
very  long  on  brains  or  ability.  He  was 
no  master  mind,  and  evidently  the  Army 
had  recognized  that,  too.  He  hadn't 
gotten  any  farther  than  Corporal. 

But  now,  suddenly,  Al  was  Harry's 
boss  and  was  gloating  over  it.  And 
Harry  accepted  the  whole  thing  as  right 
and  natural.  Just  because  Al  had  quit 
school    in   the    eighth   grade    and    had 

gone  to  work  in  the  mill  instead  of  go- 
ing on  to  High  School,  he  had  reached 

a  higher  position  there  than  Harry  could 
in  the  short  time  he  had  put  in  at  the 
mill.  But  did  that  make  Al  smarter  or 
more  able  than  Harry,  just  because  he 

had  a  better  job?    Lum  didn't  think  so. Harry  was  a  better  man  than  Al 

Middleton,  any  day  in  the  week.  He'd bet  his  right  arm  on  that.  But  if 
Harry  didn't  think  so,  how  could  it  ever 
be  proved?  Lum  sighed,  and  went  to 
get  the  broom  to  sweep  off  the  front 
sidewalk.  Folks  sure  could  get  their 
lives  mixed  up,  he  decided. 

He  didn't  have  any  occasion  to  change 
his  mind  about  that,  either,  during  the 
next  few  weeks.  From  all  he  and  Ab- 
ner  could  find  out,  Harry  was  still  be- 

having just  the  way  he  had  when  he'd 
first  come  home — going  to  work  dog- 

gedly every  day,  doing  his  job— no  more 
and  no  less — and  taking  orders  from  Al, 
no  matter  how  insulting  or  inefficient 
those  orders  might  seem.  Everybody 
in  town  was  beginning  to  accept  the 
fact  that  the  Army  had  ruined  Harry. 
Everybody  but  Betty  and  the  proprie- 

tors of  the  Jot  'Em  Down  Store  And Library. 

Harry  dropped  in  at  the  store  now 
and  then — more  as  a  matter  of  habit 
than  anything  else — and  Lum  and 
Abner  tried  to  get  him  to  talk,  to  bolster 
up  his  lost  pride  a  little.  It  usually 
didn't  work  out  too  well. 
"How  about  them  German  pilots?" 

Abner  would  ask.  "Were  they  as  good 
as  everybody  says  they  were?" 

BUT  Harry  would  wave  a  deprecatory 
hand.  "The  old  Eagle  Squadron  boys 

had  it  tough  in  the  early  days,  but  by 
the  time  I  got  over  there,  we  outnum- 

bered 'em — ten  to  one  sometimes.  We 
had  American  production  backing  us  up. 
And  there's  no  glory  in  just  plain 

weight  of  numbers." "'The  Army  must  have  thought  there 
was  some  glory  to  what  you  did,"  Abner 
would  suggest  cautiously,  "or  they 
wouldn't  have  given  you  all  those 
medals  and  a  whole  squadron  to  lead." 

But  Harry  wouldn't  accept  that.  "It 
was  a  different  world  over  there.  Every- 

thing was  different — and  abnormal.  It 
wasn't  life.  It  was  a  bad  dream.  And 
the  Army  was  built  to  fit.  Sure — I  was 
a  big  shot — a  big  shot  in  a  nightmare. 
So  what  does  that  make  me  now?  The 

nightmare's  over.  I'm  awake  again  and 
it's  the  next  morning  and  I'm  right 
back  where  I  started.  I'm  just  plain 
Harry  Johnson,  a  mill-hand  in  Pine 
Ridge,  Arkansas.  And  nothing  that's happened  in  that  bad  dream  can  change 

it.  Besides,  I  don't  want  to  think  about 

it  any  more." 
So  Luin  and  Abner  would  lapse  into 

unhappy  silence  -and  pretty  soon  Harry 
would  say  it  was  time  for  him  to  go,  and 
they  wouldn't  see  him  again  for  a  long time. 

Then  the  spring  rains  started,  and  all 
of  Pine  Ridge  was  a  sodden  dispirited 
place  where  people  stayed  indoors  as 
much  as  they  could,  and  only  ventured 
out  when  they  had  to,  in  raincoats  and 
umbrellas  and  rubber  boots.  It  had 
been  a  dry  year  so  far,  and  it  seemed 
as  though  the  weather  were  trying  to 
balance  itself  with  a  continuous  down- 

pour. The  Mill  River  began  to  rise,  and 
the  lower  road— the  old  dirt  road  that 
wound  through  the  back  country — was 
washed  out  in  two  places. 
Harry  came  stomping  into  the  store 

one  evening,  shaking  the  rain  from  his 
hat  and  rriopping  his  dripping  face  with 

an  already  wet  handkerchief.  "Gosh,"- he  said,  "I  sur6  hope  this  lets  up  pretty 



soon.  The  river's  up  another  foot  to- 
night. Sixteen  more  inches  and  it'll  be 

up  to  the  1927  level." 
"How's  the  dam  holding?"  asked 

Lum.  The  dam  was  the  one  built  by  the 
mill  people  years  ago,  to  furnish  the 
power  for  their  operations.  In  case  of 
flood  it  was  the  one  thing  Pine  Ridge 
had  to  fear — the  lake  formed  by  the 
mill  dam  would  practically  wipe  out 
the  town  if  the  dam  were  to  burst.  The 
town  had  long  stopped  worrying  about 
that,  though.  The  dam  never  had  burst, 
and  in  the  usual  human  way,  people 
figured  that  since  it  never  had  it  never 
would.  The  rain,  to  the  people  of  Pine 
Ridge,  was  just  a  nuisance  that  would 
stop  eventually.  Almost  no  one  was 
giving  a  thought  to  the  dam  and  what 
would  happen  if  it  burst. 

Harry's  next  words,  then,  were  a  little 
startling.  "The  dam  seems  to  be  all 
right,"  he  said,  "but  I  don't  know  how 
much  more  pressure  it'll  stand.  The 
thing  that  worries  me  is  the  machinery 
the  mill  has  set  up  to  divert  the  water 
in  case  of  emergency.  You  know — the 
breakwater  farther  up  the  river  where 
that  other  channel  cuts  in?  They  di- 

verted the  water  years  ago  into  its 
present  channel,  to  get.  enough  power 
for  the  mill.  But  the  breakwater  can  be 
lifted  and  the  water  rediverted  if  neces- 

sary, right  from  the  engine  room  at  the 
mill  .  .  ." 

"Well,  then,"  cut  in  Lum,  "there's 
nothing  to  worry  about.  I  didn't  even 
know  about  changin'  the  river  bed." 

"There  wouldn't  be  anything  to  worry 
about,"  Harry  told  him,  "except  that  I 
took  a  look  at  the  engine  room  today, 
and  I've  never  seen  a  junkier  mess  of 
old  rusted  machinery  in  my  life.  It's 
never  been  used,  of  course,  and  I  guess 
the  mill  people  figured  it'd  never  have 
to  be  used.  They've  just  let  it  go  and neglected  it  until  now  I  doubt  if  it  could 
be  started  with  a  sledge-hammer." 

"Did  you  report  it?"  asked  Abner. 
"All  the  bosses  are  up  in  Chicago  at 

a  convention  or  something,"  said  Harry. 
"Al  Middleton's  in  charge.  I  told  him, 
but  he  doesn't  like  me  much  anyway, 
and  he  told  me  to  mind  my  own  busi- 

ness." He  shrugged.  "Well,  at  least  I 
told  him,  so  it's  not  my  responsibility 
any  more.  And  maybe  it'll  quit  raining 
before  morning  anyway." 
But  the  next  morning  it  was  still 

raining,  and  Lum  and  Abner  heard  to 
their  alarm  that  the  river  had  risen  an- 

other eleven  inches.  That  afternoon 
Betty  Holden  telephoned  to  them.  Her 
voice  was  tight  with  panic  as  she  told 
Lum  she  had  phoned  the  store  because 

she  didn't  know  where  else  to  turn. 
Could  they  come  out  right  away,  she 

asked.  She'd  feel  better  if  they  were 
there.  She  had  wired  to  the  mill  super- 

intendent and  manager  in  Chicago,  but 
the  weather  was  so  bad  they  wouldn't 
be  able  to  fly,  and  it  would  take  too  long 
for  them  to  get  back  to  Pine  Ridge  in 
time  by  train.  Al  Middleton  didn't  seem 
to  know  what  to  do  about  the  dam,  and 
Harry  wouldn't  say  a  word  to  her. 
Lum  said  they'd  be  right  out.  They 

locked  the  store,  putting  up  a  sign  that 
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it  would  be  closed  until  they  returned, 
climbed  into  their  old  car,  and  drove 
through  the  mud  and  rain  to  the  mill. 

The  mill  was  in  a  turmoil  when  they 
arrived.  Al  Middleton  had  every  man 
in  the  place  loading  sand-bags  on  top 
of  the  dam  and  along  the  sides.  His  face 
was  perspiring  and  his  voice  was  hoarse 
as  he  urged  them  on.  "Can't  talk  to  you 
now,"  he  roared  at  Lum  and  Abner  as 
they  approached  him,  "too  busy."  So they  back.ed  away  and  looked  for  Harry. 
They  found  him  coming  in  from  a  trip^ 
to  the  dam,  his  wet  shirt  sticking  to  his 
shoulders,  his  face  grimy  from  sand  and 
mud  and  rain. 

"Harry,"  called  Lum  as  he  walked 
toward  them,  "isn't  it  about  time  some- 
thin'  was  done  about  that  engine  room?" 

Betty  had  joined  them  and  listened 

anxiously  as  Harry  replied,  "It  sure  is. 
Those  sand-bags  are  just  a  drop  in  the 
bucket.  They  won't  hold  the  dam  two minutes  when  the  water  gets  up  six 

inches  higher- — -and  it's  rising  fast." 
"Well,"  said  Abner,  "how  about  the 

engine  room?" "There's  the  boss  over  there,"  said 
Harry  grimly,  waving  toward  Al. 

"Please,  Harry,"  pleaded  Betty,  "if 
that  dam  bursts,  the  whole  town  will 

be  flooded." 
HARRY  just  jerked  his  thumb  in  Al 

Middleton's   direction. 
"Maybe  we  better  try  talkin'  to  him 

again,"  suggested  Lum,  and  they  all 
walked  over  to  Al.  "Listen,  Middle- 
ton,"  began  Lum,  "Harry  says  the  only 
way  to  save  the  dam  is  to  divert  .  .  ." 

But  Al  interrupted  him.  "Can't  you 
see  I'm  busy?"  he  shouted.  "The  only 
thing  we  can  do  is  get  more  sand-bags 
out  there.  And  we  can  do  that  quicker 

without  you  buttin'  in." "It  won't  do  any  .good,  Al,"  said 
Harry  quietly.  "Six  more  inches  and 
that  dam's  a  goner — sand-bags  or  no 

sand-bags." "I  told  you  once  to  mind  your  own 
business,"  yelled  Al. 

"But  if  that  machinery  could  be  made 
to  work  .  .  ."  insisted  Harry. 
A  thick  vein  in  Al's  forehead  stood 

out  as  he  turned  to  Harry.  "Who's  the 
boss  here,  you  or  me?"  he  demanded 
hoarsely.  "You  learned  to  obey  orders 
in  the  Army'  didn't  you,  you  stuffed shirt?  Well,  obey  them.  Get  on  back 

to  that  pile  of  sand-bags."  He  turned away  from  them,  and  began  to  shout 
once  more  to  the  men. 

Harry's  jaw  set  and  his  lips  tightened, 
but  he  didn't  make  a  move,  and  there 
was  a  long  moment  of  silence.  Then  in 
a  small  voice,  Betty  spoke. 

"It's  not  the  mill  I'm  worried  about. 
It's  the  town — all  those  people  who  live 
down  there — the  little  children  and  the 
old  people  and  the  mothers  and  fathers. 
That  water  getting  ready  to  break  down 
the  dam  is  sort  of  like  the  Germans 
were  when  the .  war  started — getting 
ready  to  break  out  and  drown  all  the 

little  innocent  people  who  couldn't  get 
out  of  their  way  .  .  .  Isn't  there  any 

way  to  stop  it?" "The  Allies  stopped  the  Germans," 
suggested  Abner,  almost  as  though  he 
were  saying  it  to  himself,  "and  seems 
to  me  I've  heard  tell  that  when  a  Com- 

mander wasn't  big  enough  for  his  job, 
he  got  replaced  by  somebody  else.  Ain't 
that  right,  Harry?" Harry  looked  at  each  one  in  turn, 
and  he  looked  longest  at  Betty.  Then 
he  shook  his  head  violently,  as  if  to 

clear  it.  "Okay,"  he  said  finally,  "I  guess 
you're  tight — all  of  you."  Then, 
straightening  his  shoulders  and  taking 
a  deep   breath,  he   strode   over  to   Al. 

Catching  him  by  the  shoulder,  he  spun 
him  around.  "Pull  your  rip-cord,  Mid- 

dleton," he  said  softly,  "this  is  May- 
Day  for  yoii."  With  that,  he  hit  Al 
squarely  on  the  chin,  with  a  blow  that 
seemed  to  send  a  quiver  all  through 
the  man's  body.  Al's  head  snapped  back, 
and  he  slumped  soundless  to  the  floor. 
Harry   looked   wonderingly   at   his   fist. 

"Attaboy,  Harry,"  Lum  told  him 
quietly,  "now  all  you  got  to  do  is  get 
that  machinery  working." Harry  flashed  him  a  quick  smile. 
Picking  out  a  nearby  bench,  he  walked 
over  and  jumped  up  on  it.  Then  he 
raised  his  voice  and  shouted  to  the  men. 

"Listen,  fellows,"  he  said  when  he'd 
gotten  their  attention.  "There's  only one  way  to  keep  the  dam  from  bursting, 
and  that's  to  divert  the  river  into  its 

old  bed,  a  mile  upstream.  There's  ma- chinery in  the  engine  room  right  here 
to  do  it  with.  It's  in  bad  shape  and 
maybe  it  won't  work,  but  we've  got about  half  an  hour  to  try  it.  What  do 

you  say?" 

There  was  a  stunned  silence.  Then  a 

man  called  out,  "What's  Middleton  say 

about  it?" 
"Middleton  isn't  saying  a  word," 

Harry  shouted  back  grimly.  "I  just 

knocked  him  out." More  silence.  Then  came  a  long,  low 
whistle  from  the  back  of  the  big  room, 
and  somebody  laughed.  That  broke  the 
tension.  "Okay,  Harry,"  came  a  voice, 
"what  do  we  do  first?" 
Harry's  eyes  gleamed  and  bright 

color  rose  into  his  face.  Briskly  he  is- 
sued his  orders,  and  quickly  the  men 

dispersed  under  his  directions. 
"The  engine  room  was  the  whole  prob- 

lem, of  course,  but  the  men  who  fol- 
lowed Harry  into  it  knew  their  busi- 

ness. Wordlessly  they  settled  to  their 
task  _of  cleaning,  oiling,  filing,  and 

scraping  away  the  years'  accumulation 
of  dirt,  grease  and  rust.  Harry  himself 
went  to  work  adjusting  the  delicate 
starting  mechanism  that  was  to  set  off 
the  heavier  machinery.  He  found  that 

the  principle  it  operated  on  wasn't much  different  from  that  used  in  auto- 

mobile or  airplane  engine's. 

TWENTY  minutes  passed  before  Harry 
straightened  up.  Lum  and  Abner,  who 

stood  with  Betty  by  the  wall,  out  of  the 
way  of  the  workmen,  could  see  the  ten- 

sion in  his  face. 
"I've  done  everything  I  can  to  it,"  he 

said  to  the  others.  "You  all  set?"  The 
men  nodded  in  turn,  making  final  ad- 

justments and  last-minute  polishes  at 
the  now  gleamingmachines. 

"Let's  try  her,  then,"  said  Harry,  and 
grinned  palely  as  he  held  up  two 
crossed  fingers.  The  men  stood  back  and 
held  their  breaths  as  Harry  pushed  a 
button.  Nothing  happened.  He  reached 
over  and  twisted  a  wire,  fastening  it 
more  securely.  Then  he  pushed  the 
button  again.  A  sudden  whir  rang  out 
in  the  hushed  room.  Then,  almost  as 
though  a  giant  were  waking  up  after 
years  of  death-like  sleep,  the  engines 
shuddered  and  came  to  life.  There  was 
a  sputter  and  then  a  hum.  They  were working! 

"The  breakwater  should  be  lifting 
right  now,"  said  Harry  breathlessly, 
and  watched  a  gauge  that  began  to 
move  slowly  in  the  central  engine. 
When  the  needle  pointed  straight  up  in 

the  air,  he  pushed  a  lever  and  the  en- 
gines stopped.  Everybody  just  stood 

and  waited,  then.  If  it  were  a  success, 
the  river  should  now  be  pouring  into  its 
old  bed — to  lose  itself  harmlessly  below 
the  town  and  eventually:  join  the  larger 
river  of  which  it  was  a  tributary! 



Suddenly  there  was  a  shout  from  the 
outer  room.  A  man  stationed  out  on 
the  dam  had  reported  that  the  water 
was  going  down.  Harry  drooped  and 
sat  down  tiredly  on  a  bench.  It  was  all 
over.  That  desperate  last-minute  ef- 

fort had  worked.  The  dam  was  not  go- 
ing to  give  way,  and  the  town  was 

saved.  He  could  only  grin  faintly  at  the 
men  as  they  crowded  around  him  to 
shake  his  hand  and  thump  him  on  the 
back.  And  Abner  was  the  only  one 
who  noticed  that  his  eyes  sought  out 

Betty's,  as  she  stood  against  the  wall, swallowing  hard. 
The  next  day,  with  the  irony  of  na- 

ture, the  rain  stopped  pouring  down, 
and  the  sun  came  out  to  shine  dimly 
on  Pine  Ridge.  Life  took  up  its  normal 
comings  and  goings,  and  Lum  got  out 
his  inventory  book  again  to  check  on  the 

store's  stocks.  A  week  had  gone  by  and 
they  hadn't  seen  or  heard  anything  of Harry.  And  then  Betty  came  in  for  a 
library  book.  Lum  stopped  inventory- 

ing and  went  over  to  talk  to  her. 

"How're  things  going  up  at  the  mill?" 
he  asked  guardedly,  and  Betty  smiled 
delightedly  at  him. 

"IITELL,"  she  began  with  the  fond  air 
II  of  a  doting  mother  about  to  dis- 

tribute lollipops,  "Mr.  Ellis  and  the 
others  got  back  from  Chicago,  and  of 
course  they  had  to  have  a  full  report 
about  what  happened.  So  they  called 
Harry  in.  And  you  should  have  seen 
him  while  he  was  talking  to  them.  He 
was  just  like  a  different  person — sort  of 
brisk  and  sure  of  himself.  He  wasn't  a 
bit  afraid  of  them — or  subservient — or 
anything.  He  just  told  them  what  had 
to  be  done  under  the  circumstances  and 
how  he  did  it.  It  must  have  been  just 
like  when  he  was  a  fighter  pilot,  re- 

porting back  to  his  Colonel  after  a  mis- 
sion." 
"So  what'd  they  say?"  asked  Abner. 
"Well,  first  they  asked  him  all  about 

himself,  and  he  answered  all  their 
questions,  without  hedging  a  bit  or 
getting  embarrassed  like  he  used  to 
when  people  asked  him  things.  And 
then  they  offered  him  Al  Middleton's 
job.    But  he  wouldn't  take  it!" 

"He  wouldn't  take  it?"  gasped  Lum. 
"No.  He  said  he  didn't  think  he'd  like 

being  a  foreman.  He  said  he  had  other 
things  in  mind.  Besides,  he  told  them 

that  Al  was  a  good  foreman.  Al's  only 
trouble  during  the  flood  was  that  lie  was 
mad  at  Harry  and  that  momentarily 
affected  his  judgment." 

"Well,  if  that  don't  beat  .the  bugs 
a-fightin',"  breathed  Lum.  "Did  he  tell 
'em  what  other  things  he  had  in  mind?" 

"Yes,  he  did,"  said  Betty,  and  her 
eyes  sparkled.  "He  told  them  he'd  got- ten interested  in  flood  control.  He.  said 
the  control  measures  they  had  at  the 
mill,  if  they  hadn't  been  allowed  to 
get  into  such  bad  shape,  were  about  the 

best  things  he'd  ever  heard  of.  They liked  that,  I  can  tell  you!  And  he  said 
he'd  like  to  study  flood  control  and  then 
work  into  some  kind  of  job  having  to 
do  with  it." 

"What'd  they  have  to  say  about  that?" asked  Abner  eagerly. 

"They  thought  if  was  fine,"  said 
Betty.  "They  told  him  they'd  find  out 
all  there  was  to  find  out  about  it  and 
help  him  get  started.  And  then  when 

he  got  going,  they  said  they'd  recom- 
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DO  YOU  WANT 

LONGER  HAIR? 
THEN  SURELY  TRY  THIS  PROVEN 

EASY  SYSTEM  ON  YOUR  HAIR 
Helps  Prevent  Brittle  Ends  Breaking  Off! 

AMAZING  INTRODUCTORY  OFFER! 
Just  try  this  System  on  your  HAIR  s  even 
days  and  see  if  you  are  really  enjoying 
the  pleasure  of  LONGER  HAIR  that 
can.  capture  Love  and  Romance  for  you. 

Hair  Moy  Get  Longer 
when  scalp  and  hair  conditions  are  normal 
and  the  dry,  brittle,  breaking  off  hair  can 
be  retarded  by  supplementing  the  natural 
hair  oils,  it  has  a  chance  to  get  longer  and 
much  more  beautiful.  Just  try  the  easy 
JTJELENE  System  7  days  and  let  your 
mirror  prove  results.  Your  money  back  if 
not  delighted.  See  if  JDELENE'S  tendency 
to  help  your  hair  to  become  softer,  silkier, 
more  lustrous  than  it  has  been  before — in 
just  one  short  week  helps  your  hair  gain 
its  normal  beauty.  Mail  the  coupon  now. 

THRIILING  RESULTS! 
Just  mail  the  convenient  introduc- 

tory coupon.  Take  advantage  of  this 
Fully  Guaranteed  Introductory  Offer 
today,  and  know  at  last  the  happi- 

ness of  possessing  really  lovelier, 
longer  hair  and  be  envied  by  so  many. 
JUEL  COMPANY,  4727  North  Damen,  Chicago  25.  lU. 

Mail  This  INTRODUCTORY  COUPON! 
I  JUEL  COMPANY,  Dept.  O-610 
I  4727  North  Damen,  Chicagb'25,  III. 
I  Yes,I wanteasy-to-manage.longerhair.  Iwilltrythe 
i  JUELENE  SYSTEM  for  7  days.  If  my  mirror  doesn't 
I  show  satisfactory  results,  I  will  ̂ sk  for  my  money  back . 
I  D  I  am  enclosing  $1.00. 
■  D  Send  C.O.D.  plus  postage. 
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mend  him  to  a  group  of  engineers  or 
something  that  advise  a  whole  lot  of 
different  mills  about  their  various  prob- 

lems— maintenance,  emergency  controls 
and  that  kind  of  thing.  They  said  it  was 
a  great  field  for  a  young  man  and  they 
were  delighted  that  one  of  their  own 
men  was  going  into  it.  They  will  help 
him,  too,  like  they  said  they  would. 

Mr.  Ellis  has  got  a  lot  of  influence." 
"Well,  by  Grannies,"  said  Lum,  "that's 

about  the  best  news  I've  heard  in  a 
coon's  age.  I  guess  that  flood  was  the 
'something'  that  had  to  happen  to  Harry, 

eh,  Betty?" "I  guess  so,"  said  Betty,  and  then  her 
face  dropped  a  little.  "But  he  still  hasn't 
been  over  to  our  house  yet." 

"Say,"  broke  in  Abner  out  of  a  deep 
thought,  "I  tell  you  what — we  ought  to 
have  a  kind  of  a  celebration." 

"A  celebration?"  asked  Lum  in  sur- 

prise. "Sure,"  said  Abner.  "For  Harry.  We 
still  got  some  cider  left  from  last  fall. 

We  can  throw  a  party." 
"Who'll  we  ask?"  inquired  Lum  a 

little  doubtfully. 

"Well, — Harry,  and — uh — uh — and — 
Betty — and, — shucks,  that's  all  we  need. 
Just  us  four.  We'll  have  a  whackin' 

good  time." "I  think  maybe  you  got  somethin' 
there,  Abner,"  said  Lum,  looking  side- 

ways at  Betty.  "All  right  with  you, 

Betty?" 
"Why,  yes,  Mr.  Edwards.  That'd  be 

flne,  I  guess.    When'll  it  be?" "What's  the  matter  with  tomorrow 
night?"  asked  Abner  triumphantly,  and 
they  decided  then  and  there  that  to- 

morrow night  would  be  fine. 
It  was  a  whackin'  good  party,  too,  just 

as  Abner  had  said  it  would  be.  Betty 
was  looking  her  very  prettiest,  in  a 
pink  outfit  that  almost  matched  the 

color  in  her  cheeks,  and  Harry's  shoul- ders were  straighter  and  his  head 

higher  than  even  before  he'd  gone  away to  war.  Lum  had  found  an  old  victrola, 
and  they  had  music  with  their  cider. 

About  half  way  through  the  evening, 
Harry  jumped  to  his  feet  and  held  up  his 
hand.  "I've  got  an  announcement  to 
make,"  he  said,  his  eyes  sparkling.  And 
then  he  turned  to  Betty.  "I  didn't  really 
intend  to  say  this  in  public,"  he  grinned, 
"but  I  can't  think  of  any  better  audi- 

ence. The  thing  is,  I've  been  a  big  jerk 
and  a  bigger  sap,  but  I  think  I've  finally got  my  feet  on  the  ground  again,  and  it 
looks  as  though  things  are  going  to  go 
all  right  from  now  on.  What  I  wanted 
to  say  was  .  .  ."  he  hesitated  for  just 
a  fraction  of  a  second,  and  then  blurted 

it  out,  "Betty,  will  you  marry  me?" They  all  turned  to  look  at  Betty.  Her 
eyes  dropped  in  confusion,  and  then 
they  opened  wide  and  her  chin  came 
up.  She  faced  Harry  and  said  firmly, 
"What  else  do  you  think  I've  been  wait- 

ing for  all  these  years?" Abner  whooped,  and  Lum  put  another 
record  on  the  victrola.  Harry  walked 
over  to  where  Betty  was  sitting  and 
bowed  deeply.  "May  I  have  the  honor 
of  this  next  dance?"  he  asked  gravely. 

Just  as  gravely,  she  rose  and  walked 
into  his  arms.  They  danced  around  the 
room  twice  without  a  word  before  they 
stopped,  with  their  arms  around  each 
other,  and  proceeded  to  forget  about  the 
music,  about  Lum  and  Abner,  about 
everything  else  in  the  world  except 
each  other. 

Two  minutes  later,  by  the  Jot  'Em Down  Store  and  Library  clock,  they  sat 
down  again  and  the  party  went  on. 
But  this  time  the  talk  was  no  longer 
about  what  had  happened  before — it 
was  all  about  what  was  going  to  happen 
from  now  on.  And  Lum  and  Abner 

couldn't  get  a  word  in  edgewise. 
Then,  so  suddenly  that  it  startled  all 

of  them,  the  front  door  banged  open, 
and  Al  Middleton  strode  in.  As  they 
stared  at  him  speechlessly,  he  walked 
over  to  Harry  and  held  out  his  hand. 
Harry  rose  to  his  feet,  looked  at  Al  for 
a  long  moment,  and  then  accepted  the 
hand  and  shook  it  heartily. 

Al's  set  face  broke  into  a  big  smile 
as  he  said,  "I  was  hoping  you'd  take  it 
like  that,  Johnson.  I  got  some  apolo- 
gizin'  to  do,  and  I  think  now's  the  time to  do  it.  I  just  want  to  say  that  maybe 

the  Army  wasn't  as  wet  as  I  been  sayin' it  was.  I  guess  maybe  you  deserved 

your  Major's  leaves  and  them  medals. 
And  I  guess  maybe  they  stretched  a 

point  to  even  give  me  stripes." Harry  grinned  at  him,  and  Lum  came 
forward  with  a  glass  of  cider  and  a 
plate  of  cheese  and  crackers.  Al  sat 
down  on  an  upturned  orange  crate  and 
accepted  them  humbly. 

"Just  the  same,"  he  said,  "I  figure 
that  if  I  keep  my  nose  clean,  and  work 

a  little  harder  mindin'  my  own  busi- ness, and  act  like  a  grown  man  instead 

of  like  a  spoiled  kid,  maybe  I'll  even 
work  up  to  Sergeant's  stripes  some  day. 
And  when  that  happens,  I'd  like  to  be 
in  your  Squadron,  Harry!" Harry  thumped  him  on  the  back,  and 
Lum  put  another  record  on  the  victrola, 
Abner  blew  his  nose  loudly  on  a  big 
red  and  white  bandanna  handkerchief. 
The  Jot  'Em  Down  Store  and  Library 
was  once  again  at  peace  with  the  world. 
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Cover  Girl 
(Continued  -from  page  2) 

of  the  homeless  McCambridge  menage 
ever  since! 
But  throughout  her  childhood  and 

young  girlhood  Mercedes  always  had  a 
home,   and  it   was   always  Joliet.     She 

!  went  to  a  convent  for  most  of  those 
years,  and  then  attended  Mundelein 
University  in  Chicago.  While  she  was 
a  sophomore  there  she  idly  auditioned 
with  NBC.  Two  days  later  the  college 
year  ended  and  she  happily  left  for  a 
long  vacation  in  Bermuda.  She  got  as 
far  as  New  York  before  outraged  NBC 
executives     tracked     her     down     and 

;  dragged  her  to  a  microphone.  "Your 
audition,"  they  told  her,  "was  highly 
successful.  From  now  on  you're  work- 

ing for  us!"  That  was  nine  years  ago,  and 
she  hasn't  had  a  single  vacation  since. 
And  very  few  homes,  since  she  lived  in 

1  Hollywood  and  New  York  during  the 
worst  part  of  the  housing  problem. 

SHE'S  called  "Mercy"  by  her  friends, 
and'  shows  none  of  it  in  expressing 

her  opinions.  She  flatly  despises  gossip, 
gin  rummy,  bridge,  indifference,  and 
people  who  waste  time.  She  also  loathes 
harsh  voices,  corsages,  and  books 

wrapped  in  stores.  Gold  fish,  she's 
convinced,  are  bad  luck.' 

But  she's  equally  strong-flavored  in 
her  likes — which  include  people  with 
imagination,  the  late  President  Roose- 

■I  velt,  and  such  writers  as  Dostoievsky, 
3  Thomas  Wolfe,  Eugene  O'Neill,  Ibsen, 
and  Shakespeare.  She  loves  books  and 
has  collected  4,000  to  prove  it.  She  also 
loves  spare-ribs  at  midnight,  Chinese 
food  any  time,  and  playing  the  piano 
all  the  time.  But  more  than  anything 
else  she  loves  acting.  She  began  lov- 

ing acting  when  she  was  five  and  first 
recited  a  poem  at  a  church  bazaar. 
When  the  audience  applauded,  she 
stepped  forward  and  began  reciting 
the  poem  over  again — and  wept  when 
she  was  stopped! 
What  she  doesn't  love  at  all  is  her 

own  taste  in  clothes.  Not  that  her 

shopping  system  isn't  a  boon  to  her acquaintances.  She  drifts  through  a 

store,  saying  "I'll  take  it"  toward  any- 
thing that  strikes  her  fancy,  and  drifts 

out  again  laden  with  purchases.  Noth- 
ing is  ever  tried  on  until  she  gets  home 

— with  the  result  that  half  of  her 
clothes  wind  up  on  her  friends,  regard- 

less of  price. 

You    don't    believe    this?      Well,    re- 
cently she   bought  a  platina  fox   coat. 

She  loved  it  dearly  until  she  got  it  out 
of  the  store.    Then  her  passion  waned. 
She  threw  it  in  the  back  of  her  closet 
until  she  ran  into  a  friend  wearing  a 

gay  pink  hat.     Mercedes'  eyes  lit  up. 
"Want  to  swap?"  she  demanded.     "I"ll 
give  you  my  platina  coat  for  that  hat!" 

She  meant  it,  too.    Only  the  friend's 
'^unnatural    honesty    spoiled    the    deal. And  some  day  that  coat  will  walk  off 
on  some  one  Mercedes  runs  into! 

\     For  the  most  part,  Mercedes  turns  up 
I  for  rehearsals  and  broadcasts  in  clothes 
that    are    well-    and    strictly-tailored. 
Man-tailored   suits   that   show   off   her 
small,  trim  figure  to  great  advantage; 
plain    shirts;    no    stockings    when    the 
weather  is  at  all  warm.     And,  when- 

j  ever  she  can  get  away  with  it — no  hat! 
She  dresses,  in  a  word,  for  comfort, 

j     But  that  gives  you  a  very  neat  idea 
jof   Mercedes,    the    girl   who    rehearses 
.while  she  drives,  who  doesn't  have  a 
(home — but  who  nevertheless  manages 
to  be  one  of  the  best  actresses  on  the 
airwaves!    : 

y 

BORDERLINE  ANEMIA' can  make  you  a  ̂ ^faded  photo 
of  your  former  self! 

How  thousands  who  are  pale  and  tired  because  of  this  blood 

deficiency  may  find  renewed  energy  with  ironized  Yeast  Tablets. 

WHEN  the  bloom  fades  from  youth- 
ful faces  —  when  a  girl's  vitality 

seems  to  be  running  down  —  a  Border- 
line Anemia  often  may  be  the  reason. 

Yes,  it  may  be  a  Borderline  Anemia 
resulting  from  a  f erro-nutritional  blood 
deficiency.  Results  of  medical  studies 
show  that  up  to  68%  of  the  women 
examined  —  many  men  and  children  — 
have  this  blood  condition. 

Their  red  blood  cells  aren't  big  or 
red  enough  to  supply  full  energy  to 
every  tissue.  And  your  red  blood  cells 

are  your  body's  sole  supply  line  of 
vigor,  you  know! 

So  if  you  look  like  a  "faded  photo- 
graph" of  the  person  you  might  be,  you 

may  need  Ironized  Yeast  Tablets. They 
are  formulated  to  help  combat  this  Bor- 

derline Anemia.  By  restoring  red  blood 
cells  to  normal  size  and  redness,  they 
help  restore  your  natural  color  and 
energy.  Of  course,  continuing  tiredness, 
listlessness  and  pallor  may  be  caused 

by  other  conditions,  so  consult  your 
physician  regularly.  But  when  you 
have  this  tiring  Borderline  Anemia, 
take  Ironized  Yeast  to  help  build  up 
your  blood— your  vitality  and  appeal. 

^''BORDERLINE  ANEMIA 

resulting  from  a  ferro-nutritional 
blood  deficiency  can  cause 

TIREDNESS  •  LISTLESSNESS  •  PALLOR 

Energy-BulldinE  Blood.This •s  a  microscopic  view  of 

blood  rich  in  energy  ele- ments. Here  are  big, 

plentiful  red  cells  that release  energy  to  every 
muscle,  limb,  tissue. 

Borderline  Anemia.  Many 
have  blood  like  this; 
never  know  it.  Cells  are 

puny,  faded.  Blood  like this  can't  release  the 

energy  you  need  to  feel and  loolc  your  best. 

Ironized  Yeast 
TABLETS 
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Great  Dane,  Thor,  had  eaten  a  big  hole 
out  of  it!  Meanwhile,  I  had  to  send 
down  to  Mexico  for  a  second  serape,^  so 

as  not  to  disappoint  my  first  "client  ! 
But  to  tell  you  about  how  he  proposed 

to  me:  this  happened  a  couple  of  weeks 
after  my  return  from  Mexico.  We  had 
started  taking  Spanish  lessons  together 
down  in  Greenwich  Village,  and  after 
one  of  our  lessons  we  dropped  into  a 

■  little  restaurant  there  for  dinner.  I 
remember  there  was  a  lot  of  commotion 
in  the  restaurant  when  we  went  in, 

with  three  policemen  present — because 
four  people  had  just  walked  out  without 
paying  their  bill.  ,       ̂        ̂      t 

Anyway,  we  sat  down  and  ordered.  1 

can  even  remember  what  we  ordered — 
tomato  soup,  steak,  salad,  coffee.  We 
both  began  eating  our  soup  hungrily. 
In  the  middle  of  it,  Les  suddenly  looked 

up  and  said  very  quickly,  "Would  you 
like  to  marry  me?" 

I  WAS    stunned.     I    said,      "Are    you 

kidding?" "No,"  said  he,  hastily  swallowing  an- 
other mouthful  of  soup. 

"My  answer  is — yes,"  I  said  then. 
He  said,  in  a  stricken  tone,  "Good 

heavens!"  And  then  both  of  us  felt 
stricken.  Because  of  our  previous  sad 

marital  experiences,  we  were  in  terror 
of  matrimony.  But  stricken  or  not,  we 

wanted  to  go  through  with  it.  "We'll 
have  to  find  a  big  apartment,"  we  told 
each  other  in  hollow  tones.  And  that 
was  the  romantic  way  we  plighted  our 
troth! 

That  was  September  26,  1945.  We 

began  apartment-hunting  like  mad. 
We  hunted  through  October  and 
November  and  part  of  December,  with 
no  luck.  Then  we  decided  that  it  was 
better  to  be  married  in  one  room  than 
not  at  all.  We  chose  my  apartment  as 
our  home  because  my  one  room  was 

bigger  than  his  one  room  .  .  .  and  we 

were  finally  married  at  two  o'clock  one afternoon  early  last  December,  at  the 

Park  Avenue  Methodist-Episcopal 
Church.  Reverend  Haas  officiated,  and 

fifty  of  our  friends  were  there — includ- 
ing Mary,  my  maid. 

The  wedding  itself  was  lovely  m 

many  respects— and  slightly  zany  in 
others!  In  the  first  place,  Les  and  I 

didn't  look  our  best  by  any  means.  Each 
of  us  had  had  an  accident  just  before 
the  ceremony. 

I  arrived  twenty  minutes  late,  wear- 
ing a  custom-made  chocolate  brown  silk 

dress.  It  was  short,  with  a  plunging 
neckline — the  kind  Les  likes  best  on 
me-  and  it  was  dark  brown  to  match  his 

suit.  Since  I'd  hardly  ever  worn  brown 
before,  I  only  owned  a  very  old  and 

seedy  pair  of  brown  oxfords;  and  I'd ordered  a  stunning  pair  of  high  heeled 

brown  pumps  for  the  wedding — which 
didn't  appear  in  time! 

So  I  arrived  in  a  brand-new  sophisti- 
cated dress  .  .  .  and  my  run-down  old 

brown  oxfords.  Meanwhile,  I  noticed 
that  Les  seemed  a  little  ill  at  ease  too. 

Later  I  found  out  why.  In  his  nervous- 

ness just  before  the  ceremony,  he'd 
stepped  into  the  men's  room  for  a  glass of  water— and  spilled  it  right  down  the 
front  of  his  trousers!  Nobody  noticed 
the  water  stain,  I  think,  because  of  the 
darkness  of  his  suit;  but  naturally  he 
was  miserably  conscious  of  it. 

"  Otherwise  everything  went  off  beau- 

M      tifuUy.    Carl  Bixby,  Life  Can  Be  Beau- 
tiful  writer,   gave   me   away,   and   my 

friend    and    fellow    actress    Kathleen 78 
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Niday  was  my  attendant.  Actor  Arthur 
Kohl  was  Les's  best  man.  Our  friend 
Gene  Parazzo  played  the  organ,  and 
among  the  wedding  guests  were  so 
many  radio  actors  that  when  a  little 
four-year-old  boy  began  applauding  by 
mistake,  when  the  ceremony  was  over, 
they  all  had  to  catch  themselves  to  keep 
from  applauding  too!  And  Les  told 
me  later  he  almost  took  a  bow! 

But  if  there  was  any  lack  of  dignity 
in  our  wedding,  my  ring  made  up  for 
it.  Les  designed  it  himself,  and  it  is 
so  lovely  it  is  beyond  description.  But 
I'll  try.  It's  a  platinum  band  half  an 
inch  wide,  with  a  coronet  design  worked 
into  the  metal.  Thirty  square-cut 
diamonds  edge  the  top  and  bottom  of 
the  band,  and  set  among  the  coronets 
are  six  emeralds — my  favorite  stone, 
and  also  my  birthstone. 

However,  back  to  the  church — which 
we  left  almost  at  once  in  order  to  rush 

to  Les's  apartment.  He  hadn't  finished 
packing  yet,  and  I  helped  him.  Then 
we  were  finally  off  on  our  honeymoon. 
We  had  five  days  of  it.  We  stayed  at 

a  little  Inn  in  Goshen,  New  York.  The 
famous  trotting  races  are  held  there  in 
the  summer,  but  in  the  winter  it  is 

utterly  quiet — except  for  honeymoon- 
ers.  We  discovered  that  everyone  in 
the  Inn  was  honeymooning.  We  also 
discovered  that  the  Inn  had  strict  rules 
— breakfast  at  nine  in  the  morning, 
lunch  at  twelve,  and  if  you  were  late 
you  went  hungry. 

But  we  didn't  much  care  about  the 
rules.  We  had  brought  champagne  and 
caviar  with  us,  which  we  kept  chilled 
on  the  snowy  window  sill  outside  our 
room.  We  went  for  long  hikes  through 

the  white  countryside,  and  took  pic- 
tures, and  once  we  climbed  Bear 

Mountain.  But  of  course  even  our 

honeymoon  was  a  little  confused  .  . " . 

WE  arrived  on  a  Tuesday,  and  Thurs- day we  had  to  rush  back  into  New 
York  to  move  Les  out  of  his  apartment 
and  into  mine.  That  took  us  about  eight 
hours.  Then  we  came  straight  back  to 

our  little  Inn,  and  stayed  until  Sun- 
day when  Les  had  to  appear  on  The 

Thin  Man  in  New  York.  And  that 

definitely  ended  our  five-day  honey- moon and  started  us  off  as  Mr.  and  Mrs. 

Les  Tremayne,  in  my  apartment,  in 
Manhattan. 

There's  so  much  to  say  about  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Les  Tremayne's  life  together  that 
I  don't  know  where  to  start.  There  are 
Les's  interests— hobbies,  you  might  call 
them — that  have  almost  crowded  us  out 
of  house  and  home.  He  is  a  sculptor, 

and  a  good  one.  He  makes  masks — 
tragedy  and  comedy  masks,  devil  masks, 
all  kinds.  He's  an  excellent  amateur 
photographer,  and  has  won  prizes  for 
his  Leica  shots;  and  also  he  owns  (and 

uses)  two  motion  picture  cameras — 
an  8-millimeter,  and  a  16.  He  also  is 

an  enthusiastic  collector  of  classical 
music,  with  thousands  of  records  by  this time.  ,  .  ,^  , 

After  hearing  all  this,  you  wont  be 

surprised  to  learn  that  taking  Les  into 

my  home  meant  taking  a  ton  of  furni- 
ture and  equipment  too!  I  had  to  store 

my  grand  piano,  my  sofa  and  my  dress- 
ing room  set  to  make  room  for  his 

twin  beds,  Capehart,  dropleaf  table, 

record  cabinets,  and— finally— his  enor- 
mous specially-built  wardrobe  which 

houses  his  clothes,  his  motion  picture 

projectors,  and  his  hundreds  of  camera 
slides  and  rolls  of  film! 

You  can  imagine  the  turmoil  in  which 
we  live.  You  can  also  imagine  how 
hard  we  are  looking  for  a  larger  apart- 

ment— since  Les  now  has  in  storage 
three  rooms  of  furniture,  a  complete 
dark  room,  all  of  his  sculpture  equip- 

ment, fifteen  hundred  books,  and  four- 
teen pieces  of  electric-driven  machinery 

for  a  wood  shop!  And  I  have  five  rooms 
of  furniture  stored,  including  my  piano 
and  all  my  silver,  china,  and  linens. 

Naturally,  we  can't  entertain  at  home, 
which  breaks  my  heart  because  I  love 
giving  formal  dinners.  We  let  only 
Mother  come  to  share  our  hodge-podge 
way  of  eating.  All  our  other  friends  we 
entertain  at  restaurants,  out  of  neces- 

sity. And  I  must  say  that-  between  us 
we  have  a  big  assortment  of  friends. 
Among  them  are  Fibber  McGee  and 
Molly,  Perry  Como,  Andy  Russell, 
Judith  Anderson,  Johnny  Johnston, 
Don  Ameche,  Bob  and  Bing  Crosby, 

Helen  Hayes,  Ramon  Navarro,  Ed  Sul- 
livan, Shirley  Booth — and  sculptors  like 

Gutson  Borglum  and  Loredo  Taft 

ASIDE  from  entertaining,   we've  only had    one    minor    problem    since    we 

married:  what  to  do  with  our  two  won- 
derful dogs,   since  my  terrier  and  his 

Great  Dane  don't  get  along  with  each 
other  the  way  Les  and  I  do.  We  solved 

that  by  alternating  their  visits  with  us- 
each    dog    stays    in    the    kennel    tw^ 
months,  while  the  other  lives  with  us 

But  this  puzzle  too  will  be  answere 
when  we  find  a  big  apartment.    I  hop 
nothing  else  about  our  lives  will  chang 

.  .  .  especially  our  habit  of  present-giv 
ing,   which  happens  unexpectedly  an 
all  the  time.    For  instance,  I  mentione 
to  Les  that  I  needed  a  new  compac 
So  for  the  Fourth  of  July  he  bough 

me  the  most  magnificent  gold  combina 
tion-of-everything  you  can  imagine— 
compact,    cigarette   case,   lipstick   coij 
tainer  and  rouge  box  all  in  one. 

initialed  "A.  R.  T." As  far  as  my  clothes  go,  Les  has  ma 
me  over.  I  used  to  wear  suits  a  gre 
deal;  now  fourteen  of  them  gather  duS 

in  my  closet  because  he  doesn't  lik« them.  Instead  I  wear  custOTn-madi 
dresses,  with  V  necklines,  and  severa 
of  them  in  colorful  prints.  Also  I  weaj 

high  heeled  ankle-strap  shoes  to  pleas< 
him.  And  how  I  ever  shopped  alone, 
don't  know;  now  Les  goes  with  me  t< 

the  dressmaker's,  and  has  more  ideas  ; 
minute  than  I  had  in  months! 

But  most  of  the  time  I'm  showing  ot 
my  clothes  only  to  Les,  because  we  hav 
so  little  time  left  over  from  our  careen 
Our  favorite  time  together  is  when  tn: 

rest  of  the  city  is  going  to  sleep — that 
when  we  get  started.  You  see,  Les  ea^ 
at  least  six  meals  a  day,  and  his  favorij 
one  comes  at  midnight.  Every  mid 

night  we  raid  the  ice-box  for  a  hug 
cold  dinner— cold  meats,  milk,  cake 

fruit,  cheese,  sandwiches. 

Then  we  get  into  our  twin  beds — an 
read  aloud  to  each  other  until  f our  t 

the  morning!  We've  read  endlessl> 
and  everything  .  .  .  Kipling,  Shake 

speare  "Alice  in  Wonderland,'  Defoe 
"Journal  of  the  Plague  Year,"  Brown 

ing's  poems.  Right  now  we're  readiB Kravchenko's  "I  Chose  Freedom.  AO 

some  nights  (just  to  make  sure  w 

never  get  any  sleep!)  we  vary  readin 
aloud  with  a  three-hour  game  of  Gu£ genheim.  .  , ,  _ 

Yes,  except  for  the  housing  problert 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Les  Tremayne  love  the  lu 
they  lead! 

;ori lad 
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kna  of  Lip  Make -Up 

3  Shades  for  You . . .  Gear  Red,  Blue  Red. 
Rose  Red... correct  for  your  type... 

correct  for  fashion 

CLEAR  RED BLUE   RED 

5LONDES   CLEAR  RED  No.  1  BLUE  RED  No.  1  ROSE  RED  No.  1 

BRUNETTES.  ...  CLEAR  RED  No.3  BLUE  RED  No. 3  ROSE  RED  No.3 

BROWNETTES  ..  CLEAR  RED  No.2  BLUE  RED  No.2  ROSE  RED  No.2 

REDHEADS  ....  CLEARREDNo.l  BLUEREDNo.l  ROSE  RED  No.  t 

These  new  exclusive  reds  are  based  on  an  exclusive 

formula  discovered  and  developed  by 

Max  Factor  Hollywood.  Note  the  chart  at  left.  See 
for  yourself  the  shades  recommended  for  your  type 

. . .  then  try  this  new  Max  Factor  Hollywood 

Lipstick  today.  See  and  feel  the  thrilling  difference. 
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your \\ll///\^'//. Choose  these 

/. 

'Oj\\\'^'n\\^^ 
Big  moment,  this!  So  choose  with  care. 

Ask  yourself,  "Will  this  pattern  be 

as  lovely  years  from  now?" 
Now,  here's  the  modern  way  to  be 

sure  of  longer-lasting  silverplate. 
Holmes  &  Edwards  silverplate  has 

two  blocks  of  sterling  silver  inlaid  at 
the  backs  of  bowls  and  handles  of  the 

most  used  spoons  and  forks. 

Make  a  note. .  .it's  not  like  the  silver- 

plate  that's  reinforced  or  extra-plated 
—  Holmes  &  Edwards  is  invisibly 

Sterling  Inlaid.  That's  why  it  stays 
lovelier  longer. 

Choose  from  three  superb  patterns.  52  piece 

service,  8  place  settings.,  .only  $68.50  with  chest. 

YOUTH  -  DANISH  PRINCESS  •  LOVELY  LADY 

HOLMES  &  EDWARDS 
STERLING  INLAID^ 

SILVERPLATE 

.JOQ).-.. 
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the  post  and  spent  my  off  duty  time 
alone.  I  elected  to  wander  through 
the  blitzed  streets  of  London  unaccom- 

panied; until  I  was  sufficiently  ex- 
hausted to  insure  sleep  born  of  fatigue. 

The  devastation  encountered  on  these 
excursions  did  much  to  strengthen  my 
dislike  for  all  humanity.  I  detested 
people;  they  were  greedy,  heartless; killers  all. 

Christmas  Eve  found  me  friendless 
and  bitter.  I  emerged  from  the  Un- 

derground at  Tottenham  Court  Road 
and  started  toward  my  billet,  where 
I  hoped  to  be  able  to  sleep. 
As  I  turned  into  Museum  Street  I 

decided  to  have  a  final  stout.  It  was 
late  when  I  entered  the  Pub,  and  I  had 
just  been  served  when  the  familiar 
"Time,  Please"  denoted  the  closing 
hour.  I  did  not  heed  the  warning.  1 
lapsed  into  near  apathy;  thought  and 
feeling  deserting  me. 

I  was  aroused  from  this  stupor  by 
an  elderly  gentleman  and  the  woman  I 
remembered  as  having  served  me. 
They  proved  to  be  the  proprietors  of 
the  establishment.  All  the  other  patrons 
had  gone,  and  the  old  couple  were 
ready  to  lock  up  for  the  night. 

IVfY  despair  must  have  been  so  ob- 
■'-'-*  vious  that  the  lady  ignored  the 
alleged  English  reserve,  and  inquired  if 
I  was  spending  the  Christmas  Holidays 
in  Camp.  When  she  insisted  I  take  din- 

ner with  them,  her  husband  took  up 
the  plea,  insisting  I  go  directly  to 
their  home  and  share  their  entire holiday. 

I  refused  repeatedly,  not  wishing  to 
be  bothered.  However,  they  became 
so  very  insistent  I  accepted  through 
sheer  lack  of  more  excuses. 

I  was  warned  not  to  expect  anything 
grand.  They  explained  their  own  home 
had  been  "bombed  out,"  and  that  they 
had  been  very  fortunate  in  finding  a 
small  flat  in  Bloomsbury. 
The  apartment  was  severely  plain. 

The  furnishings  were  cheap  and  worn, 
but  the  entire  place  was  scrupulously 
clean.  The  Christmas  Eve  supper 
proved  delicious;  however,  it  was  very 
meager  fare.  The  old  couple,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Sands,  did  their  best  to  make  me 
feel  at  home. 

After  the  meal  I  was  shown  to  the 
room  I  was  to  occupy  during  my  brief 
stay.  Mrs.  Sands  explained  her  only 
son  had  used  the  room  on  his  last  leave 

at  home.  There  wasn't  the  trace  of  a 
tear  when  she  related  how  her  boy  had 
been  killed  upon  his  return  to  the 
continent.  The  old  lady  smiled  sweetly, 
as  she  bid  me  good  night. 
When  I  crawled  into  bed  I  found  the 

sheets  had  been  warmed,  and  a  hot 
water  bottle  placed  for  my  feet.  It 
seemed  as  if  I  had  hardly  closed  my 
eyes  when  I  was  awakend  by  Mrs. 
Sands. She  wished  me  a  Merry  Christmas,  as 
she  kissed  me  on  the  cheek.  Mr. 
Sands  followed  her  into  the  room,  car- 

rying a  piping  hot  cup  of  tea  and  a  small 
parcel.  We  exchanged  greetings  and  1 
was  instructed  to  dress  and  come 

directly  to  breakfast. 
The  package  contained  my  Christmas 

gift  from  the  old  folks.  It  was  a  lovely, 
hand-knitted  sweater.  I  realized  Mrs. 
Sands  had  undoubtedly  made  it  for 
her  son.  I  brushed  an  imaginary  par- 

ticle from  the  corner  of  my  eye. 
As  I  started  to  enter  the  dining  room 

I  overheard  a  remark  that  changed  my 
entire    life.      Mrs.    Sands    was    saying. 

wamsmmmm 



Life  Can  Be  Beautiful 

"John,  we  are  so  very  fortunate.  This 
is  going  to  be  such  a  beautiful  Christ- 

mas. Oh,  we've  so  much  for  which  to 
be  thankful.  God  is  just;  so  good. 
John,  he  has  given  us  our  boy  back  for 

Christmas  day." R.  H. 

UVnVG  IN  YOUR  HEART 

Dear  Papa  David: 
For  many  years  I  was  a  nurse  in  a 

sanatorium  for  tubercular  patients.  It 
was  an  institution  run  by  the  state  and 
most  of  the  patients  were  not  only  wor- 

ried by  their  disease  but  also  greatly 
troubled  by  the  financial  cares  of  their 
families.  One  of  my  patients  had  been 
hospitalized  for  twelve  years  and  there 
was  no  hope  for  any  cure.  In  the  side 
rooms  ofE  the  ward  two  young  boys 

were  dying,  nice  young  boys  who  didn't ask  much  of  life  except  life  itself,  and 
were  not  going  to  get  it.  Day  after 
day  seeing  the  sorrow  of  most  and  the 
hopelessness  of  many  I  became  so  de- 

pressed I  decided  to  give  up  nursing. 
"I  can't  bear  it,"  I  thought.  "All 

their  misery  had  become  mine."  I  felt 
like  crying  both  in  the  hospital  and 
out  of  it. 
Then  one  day  one  of  my  nicest 

patients  left  his  dinner  untouched  and 
kept  his  face  pressed  against  his  pillow 
for  hours.  At  three  o'clock  when  I 
went  to  take  his  temperature  I  said, 

"Maybe  it  isn't  as  bad  as  you  think." I  had  found  out  that  the  doctor  had 
advised  a  rib  operation  called  a  thor- 

acoplasty in  which  pieces  of  the  ribs 
are  removed  to  collapse  the  diseased 
lung.    It  was  bad  enough. 

The  patient  looked  at  me  and  there 
was  so  much  misery  in  his  face  I  nearly 
choked. 

"Think  I  want  to  be  a  cripple  like 
Bill  and  Steve?"  Tommy  asked  bitterly. 

Bill  and  Steve  had  gone  through 
with  the  operation  and  they  did  look 
quite  deformed. 

"But  they  are  only  two  out  of  hun- 
dreds," I  reminded  Tommy.  Then  I 

iiamed  others,  since  discharged  from 
the  institution  who  had  only  a  slight 
disfiguration. 
Tommy  didn't  answer.  He  had  a 

body  like  Apollo  and  to  look  at  him  it 
seemed  incredible  that  one  lung  was 
so  badly  infected  as  to  endanger  his life. 

"Besides,  Tommy,"  I  went  on,  "aren't 
we  all  cripples?  I  have  a  tin  ear  and  a 
rheumatic  heart.  You  know  what  they 
call  people  with  rheumatic  hearts? 
Cardiac  cripples.  There  are  many 

things  we  can't  do."  I  lowered  my 
voice.  "Take  Benny  across  the  way 
from  you.  Good  old  punch  drunk 
Benny.  The  tough  little  relic  from  the 

ring.  He's  certainly  some  kind  of 
mental  cripple,  isn't  he?  And  Dr. Burns  with  his  arthritis.  Notice  his 
fingers.  Getting  out  of  shape.  Not  the 
nice  tools  they  once  were.  Crippled 
lingers.  You,  see.  Tommy?  If  you  no- 

tice you'll  find  out  that  nearly  every 
adult  is  some  kind  of  cripple.  After 
the  'op'  you  won't  look  nice  in  a  swim 
suit  but  with  ̂ our  clothes  on  you'll  be 
as  handsome  as  ever." It  was  the  first  time  I  had  realized 
myself  that  most  of  us  are  given  some 
kind  of  a  handicap.    The  thought  helped 

Tommy  too.  He  decided  to  accept  the 
operation  and  seemed  cheerful  about 
it.  Which  gave  me  an  idea.  Life  is 
life  no  matter  where  you  live  it,  even 
in  a  hospital,  and  most  of  our  living 
is  done  right  inside  our  heads.  From 
then  on  instead  of  brooding  over  mis- 

fortunes I  couldn't  help  I'd  scratch  up ideas  and  thoughts  for  my  patients, 
things  that  would  make  the  living  they 
did  inside  their  heads  a  happier  living. 

A.  T. 

BETTER  WIFE,  BETTER  HOME 

Dear  Papa  David: 
Irvin  and  I  were  married  in  Noverti- 

ber  1941  and  I  was  terribly  jealous  with 
no  cause  to  be  at  all.  I  was  eighteen 
then  and  for  a  year  I  realize  now  that 
I  made  life  almost  unbearable  for  him. 
In  December  1942,  Irvin  was  drafted 
into  the  army. 

I  had  already  filed  for  a  divorce  and 
it  became  final  in  February — just  a 
month  before  Irvin  was  sent  overseas 
to  Europe. 

I  missed  him  after  I  knew  he  was  no 
longer  within  traveling  distance.  We 
didn't  write  to  each  other  but  since 
his  mother  lived  close,  I  always  knew 
where  he  was. 
My  daughter,  Patty,  was  born  in  May. 

1943  and  shortly  afterward  my  mother 
and  I  moved  to  a  distant  town.  There 
I  secured  a  job  clerking  in  a  store  which 
took  most  of  my  time. 

Irvin's  mother  wrote  mother  and 
asked  her  to  bring  Patty  to  see  her.  It 
was  on  that  visit  that  she  told  my 
mother  that  Irvin  was  missing  in  action 
over   Germany.     In   his   last   letter   to 
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WITH     GORGEOUS 
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Navette    14  k»  gold,    ? 
gen.     chip    diamonds. 
Complete    birthstone    le- 
lections.   $9.50 

......      IJSo.  7 

Absolute  Money 
We  challenge  you  to  equal  these  amazing  values! 

The  most  treasured  of  gifts  .  .  .  from  you  to  HER 

—from  you  to  IHIMI  Beautiful  designs,  a  variety  of 

styles  .  .  .  each  in  a  jeweler's  gift  box,  each  an 
unbeatable  valuel  Order  by  moil  NOW.  Your 

money  back  if  you  are  not  completely  satisfiedl 
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band.  SM, 

$9,50 
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Wedding    Sets     14     kt 

gold,  16  gen.  chip  dia- monds- 7  in  ring,  9.  in bond.  Set,  $18 
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No.  0 

Cameos  Lars*  square 
style  with  genuine  pink 
gold  floral  corners.  10 
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No.  5 

Boys'     Birthstones 
hieavy,  massive,  handset 
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SMART  NEW  YORK  HAIR-DO'S 

phJ€  TMiJ^  ̂   J!ne!((ie/o? 

1.  "UP-DO."  Brush  hair  up  to 
crown  of  head  and  fasten.  Pin 
tight  ringlets  flat  on  top  or  make 
roll,  turning  ends  under.  Jo-Cur 
will  keep  up-hair-do  sleek  and 
smooth;  make  curls  last  longer. 

2.  PAGE-BOY.  Comb  Jo-Cuf 
through  your  hair.  Tie  a  ribbon 
around  your  head  low  in  back; 
then  set  two  rows  of  pin  curls 
along  the  neckline;  comb  up  side 
hair  and  set  in  clockwisepin  curls. 

3.  SHORT  "DO".  Get  a  good 
haircut;  comb  quick-drying 
Jo-Cur  thru  your  hair  and  pin 
ends  all  around  into  ringlets- 
setting  them  counter-clockwise. 
When  dry,  comb  out  vigorously. 

So  EASY  with  quick-drying  JO-CUR! 

Try  one  of  these  new  hair-do's!  You'll  be amazed  how  easily  you  can  do  it  with 
Jo-Cuf  Waveset  —  and  how  lustrous  and 
natural  your  hair  looks,  how  much  longer 
your  curls  and  ringlets  last!  Give  your  hair 

new  "professional"  smartness  with  this  re- 
markable waveset.  Get  Jo-Cuf  at  any  drug 

counter  today  and  see  what  a  difference  it 
makes!  Green  or  Clear.  25^,  49^  (plus  tax). 

Send  for  our  FREE  new  book- 

let. It's  full  of  helpful  tips  on 
how -to -set  smart  hair  styles. 
Affiliated  Products,  Dept^  D-3, 
22  E.  40th  St.,  N.Y.  16,  N.Y. 

SWISS  WRIST  WATCHES 
LESS  THAN  OPA  CEILINGS 
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f  No.  606.  Waterproof  men  s  i 
I  wristwatch  with  super-ac- curate 15  jewel  movement 
Radium   dial    Sweep   sec-  1 

i  ond  hand    Stainless  steel  [ 
\  screw   back  case    Genuine  ' Iciithcr    ".trip      >.J0<)> 

Just  received  this 
thrilling  collection 
of  smart  new  time- 

pieces. Each  impor- 
tation a  masterpiece 

of  precision  and 
modern  styling.  Val- 

ues defy  compari- 
son. Whether  you 

need  a  watch  for 
yourself  or  as  a 
cherished  gift  this  is 
an  opportunity  you 
can't  afford  to  miss. 
Limited  quantity 
only— so  order  now 
to  avoid  disappoint- 
ment. 

EVERY  WATCH  FULLY 
GUARANTEED 

Send  no  money.  Pay 
postman  C.O.D.  plus 
postage  and  10% 
Federal  tax.  Satis- 

faction guaranteed 
or  your  money  back. 
Please  order  by 
number. 

-'"sS,^ 
R.  W.  SUMMERS.  LTD. 

516  FIFTH  AVENUE,  NEW  YORK  18 

her,  he  asked  his  mother  to  come  to  see 
me  and  write  to  him  and  tell  him  how 
I  looked  and  if  I  had  changed  any. 
The  letter  she  wrote  about  me  returned 
to  her  however  as  did  all  those  she 
wrote  afterward.  And  then  came  the 
telegram  declaring  him  officially  dead. 
Papa  David,  you  can  never  know 

what  I  went  through  when  his  mother 
came  to  see  me  and  told  me.  She  also 
let  me  read  the  letters  he  had  written 
and  he  mentioned  me  in  nearly  every- 

one and  also  Patty. 
And  as  is  often  the  case,  I  realized 

how  much  I  loved  Irvin — but  only  too 
late.  I  tried  to  make  it  up  to  Patty  and 
gave  her  everything  money  could  buy. 
I  worked  constantly  and  bought  a  small 
home  and  a  second-hand  car. 
You  can  imagine  how  I  lived  again 

when  his  mother  came  to  see  me  and 
told  me  that  Irvin  was  coming  home! 
That  was  in  March  1945  and  in  June  he 
came.  He  was  thinner  and  not  so  brown 
because  of  his  stay  in  a  German  prison 
camp.  He  was  also  minus  his  left  leg 
and  his  left  arm.  He  limped  pitifully 
and  he  was  clumsy  with  the  claw 
which  replaced  his  left  hand — but  I 
loved  him  so  much! 

I  DIDN'T  see  him  often  and  then  only 
on  the  stre'ets.  It  was  sheer  luck  for 

me  that  he  and  his  mother  and  father 
had  moved  to  the  same  town  as  had  my 
mother  and  I.  His  father  was  head  of 

a  plant  there. 
Irvin  came  over  to  see  mother  and 

Patty  nearly  every  day  but  I  was  al- 
ways at  work. 

It  was  in  September  when  he  came 
over  after  supper.  He  asked  if  I  would 
like  to  go  riding.  It  was  on  the  tip  of 
my  tongue  to  refuse  when  Patty  ex- 

claimed joyously  that  she  wanted  to  go, 
so  the  three  of  us  climbed  into  Irvin's 
car  which  he  managed  with  some  dif- ficulty. 

He  came  over  more  often  after  that 
and  would  meet  me  at  work  and  take 
me  to  lunch.  He  finally  asked  me  to 
marry  him  again  and  we  planned  to  be 
married  in  April  of  this  year. 

But  when  April  came,  Patty  was  in 
bed  with  diphtheria  and  was  very  slow 
in  recovering.  She  was  able  to  go 
out  in  May  and  again  we  planned  to  be 

married.  But  the  first  of  June,  Irvia's mother  and  father  were  both  killed  in 
an  automobile — train  collision.  His 
father  had  bought  the  plant  of  which 
he  was  head  and  Irvin  took  his  father's 
place  in  the  plant  learning  about  the 
work. 

Irvin  and  I  will  be  married  on  my 
birthday  and  we  are  going  to  have  a 
church  wedding.  Not  a  big  afJair  but 
just  a  small  number  of  close  friends 
with  my  mother  and  our  daughter, 
Patty,  who  will  carry  the  rings  and  we 
are  going  to  have  a  double  ring  cere- 
mony. 

I  honestly  don't  think  there  has  ever been  a  bride  as  happy  as  I,  Papa  David, 
and  I  believe  that  Irvin  and  I  love  each 
other  more  than  we  did  when  we  were 
first  married.  And  I  know  that  I  will 
make  a  much  better  wife  and  a  better 
home  for  him  now  than  before. 

R.  M. 

SHE  WANTED  TO  BE  WORTHY 

Dear  Papa  David: 

My  little  son  taught  me  that  "life  can 
be  beautiful"  if  you  will  let  it  be. After  several  years  of  reverses,  big 
hospital  bills,  and  so  on,  my  husband 
took  to  drink  and  I  soon  began  drink- 

ing with  him.  One  morning  after  an 
all-night  drinking  party  I  awoke  with 
the  usual  headache  and  got  up  to  find 



a  headache  powder.  A  glance  in  the 
mirror  showed  my  bloodshot  eyes  and 
disheveled  hair  .  .  .  not  a  pretty  sight,  I 
must  admit.  As  I  sat  looking  at  my- 

self my  little  boy  returned  from  Sun- 
day School.  It  was  Sunday,  God's  Day. I  felt  unclean. 

Laying  his  Bible  and  Sunday  School 
leaflet  on  the  table  by  me  he  placed 
his  arms  around  me  and  told  me  what 
some  ladies  had  said  to  him  at  Church 
...  he  was  such  a  good  boy  his  mother 
must  raise  him  right  .  .  .  and  they  would 
like  to  meet  his  mother. 

I  found  my  headache  powder,  took  it, 
kissed  him,  and  went  back  to  bed  to 

sleep  off  my  "hangover."  But  I  couldn't shake  off  his  words.  If  those  nice 
church  women  knew  his  mother  they 
would  pull  up  their  skirts  and  cross  on 
the  other  side  of  the  street.  Finally 
I  closed  my  eyes  and  prayed  humbly 
to  God  to  make  me  worthy  of  that  son 
and  to  save  me  from  myself. 

THE  next  day  I  told  my  husband  what 
had  happened.  I  also  told  him  I  was 

going  to  quit  drinking,  with  or  with- 
out him,  and  would  quit  him,  too,  if 

necessary  to  stop  drinking. 
Neither  of  us  have  touched  a  drop 

for  a  long  time  now.  We  are  working 
to  beautify  our  home  as  we  never  did 
before.  We  are  happier,  healthier,  and 
are  making  plans  for  the  future.  We 
want  to  be  worthy  of  our  little  boy. 

Mrs.  D.  A.  M. 

GIFTS  FOR  GRANDDAUGHTER 

Dear  Papa  David: 
Our  first  grandchild  took  her  first 

steps  recently.  Watching  her,  I  was 
amazed  at  her  fortitude.  She  must  have 
fallen  a  dozen  times  in  thirty  minutes. 
In  my  mind  I  began  picturing  her  .  .  . 
in  later  years,  using  this  same  deter- 

mination to  get  what  she  wanted  from 
life.  Then  a  familiar  rebellion  started 
arising  within  me. 
Why,  I  asked  myself,  should  my 

granddaughter  have  to  fight  for  any- 
thing? Why  hadn't  we  been  able  to 

saVe  or  make  more  money,  that  we 
might  pass  on  to  her  ...  so  that  she 
would  never  have  to  fret  and  scrimp 
and  worry  about  material  things?  Why 

indeed,  had  my  daughter,  (the  child's mother)  not  married  some  wealthy 
boy  who  could  provide  his  child  with 
the  many  things  to  which  I  felt  she 
would  be  entitled?  I  wanted  her  to 
have  the  best  of  everything,  to  be  able 
to  do  and  have  all  of  the  things  which 
I  had  missed  as  a  child,  and  more  than 
I  had  been  able  to  ̂ ive  her  own 
Mother. 
Resentment  stirred  deeper  and 

deeper  within  me,  and  soon  I  became 
disagreeable  to  my  whole  family.  I 
would,  I  vowed,  see  that  she  had  the 

things  I  thought  she  deserved  ...  I'd 
%et  them  for  her  .  .  .  somehow. 

I  tossed,  and  planned  and  schemed  all 
of  one  night  .  .  .  planning  a  campaign. 
I  meant  to  tell  my  daughter  that  she 
must  insist  that  her  husband  get  busy 
and  earn  more  money.  Also,  my  own 
husband  who  had  retired — he  could  find 
something  to  do  in  his  spare  time  be- 

sides work  in  his  flower  garden,  visit 
with  his  old  friends,  and  run  errands 
for  all  the  families  in  the  neighbor- 

hood. True,  he  had  worked  hard  for 
nearly  fifty  years  .  .  .  but  we  must  all 
strain  a  point  for  this  precious  grand- 

child's sake. 
Early  the  next  morning,  I  opened  my 

newspaper.  I  would  look  through  the 
want  ads.  Maybe  there  was  something 
there  for  both  of  us,  something  which 
we  could  do  that  would  add  to  our  in- 

Hey  Kids!  Look  at  these  "scooper-duper"  JIVE  SHIRTS 
STRICTLY  ««ON  THE  BEAM" 
FOR  ««RELAXIN'  and  STUFF'' 

You'll  Live  in  Them  from  Sun-up 

'til  the  Cots  Stop  Jumpin'  .  .  . 
Really   Solid  f 

Sensational 

E.OMV  Price 
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Shirt  is  beautifully  made  of  pure  white  closely  woven  cot- 
ton. Collar  has  that  ever  popular  contrastine  ribbed-knit 

effect.  Sleeves  are  regulation  "T"  length.  Both  the  sleeves 
and  bottom  of  shirt  have  extra  stitching  so  they  can  be 
turned  up  if  desired.  Back  is  plain,  but  front  of  shirt  is 
designed  with  a  four  tone  colorful  illustration  of  a  two- 

some jitterbugging.  Colors  won't  fade.  A  real  bargain  at 
only  $1.79  or  2  for  $3.26.  You  must  be  delighted  and 
thrilled  in  e*ery  way  or  your  money  will  be  cheerfully  re- 

funded. Limited  supply  will  go  fast.  Mail  coupon  today. 

You'll  be  delighted  wich  this  new  JIVE 
"T"  SHIRT,  made  especially  for  teen- 

agers. It's  all  the  go  with  rug-cutters 
everywhere.  Helps  give  you  that  care- 

free inner  glow  of  self-confidence  that 
makes  the  fellas  shine  and  the  gals  glit- 
tet.  The  fit  is  easy  and  loose.  Comfort 

is  the  main  theme.  But  it's  high  on looks,  too.  with  a  couple  of  jitterbugs 
sounding  off  right  on  the  front  of  the 
shirt  in  dazzling  colors.  Send  for  yours 
today  on  our  10  day  exajnioatioa  offer. 
Satisfaaion  guaranteed. 

S£/fl>  NO  MONEY— RUSH  THIS  COUPON! 

ILLINOIS  MERCHANDISE  MART,  Dpt.9SOa  I 
510  N.  Dearborn  St.,  Chicago  10,  III.  I 

Gentlemen:      D    Send    me    the    new    jrVE  t 
•■T"    SHIRT   C.O.D.    for  only  S1.79  pliu  • 
postage   on   your   money   back   guarantee.  I 
If  you   want  3   ehlrts  for  93.35    cbeck-  • here  a  I 

CHICK    sm    WANTCD  ! 
Small  o  Medium  Q  Luce  Q  I 

NAME  _-. 

ADDRESS 

TOWN     .,   ..STATE.. 
a    I  am  encioslno  full  payment  I 

n  advance    | 
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•  Offers  you  wide  choice  of  gorgeous 
Royledge  patterns— fresh,  gay  colors. 

•  Gives  you  exclusive  Royledge  double- 
edge— looks  better,  lasts  longer. 

•  Re-decorates  shelves  in  a  jiffy— simply 
lay  Royledge  on  shelf,  and  fold. 

•  Costs  less  than  a  penny  a  day  if  you  wish 
to  re-Royledge.,your  kitchen  every  month. 

Ask  for  ROYLEDGE  at  5-and-lO's, neighborhood^  department  stores. 

PSOR  AS  S 
PSORIASIS  SUFFERERS.  Has  everything  failed  to  bring 
even    temporary    relief    from    scales,    lesions    and    itching? 
Then  write  today  for  FREE  important  information.     You 
needn't  invest  one  cent! 
PIXACOL  CO..   Dept.   MW-5,   Box  3583,  Cleveland,  Ohio 

PATENTS Write  for  infor- mation on  what 

steps  an  inventor 
should  take  to  se- cure a   Patent. 

Randolph  &  Beavers,  910  Columbian  Bldg..  Washington,  D.  C. 

Patented  &  Manufactured  by 

30  Irving  Place 
New  York  3,  N.  Y, 

84 
ON  GUARD 

I  Q    Enclosed  is  $4.75.  Send  Pin  postpaid 

I  D   Send.C.O.D.  plus  postage  and  fees 
Name   

Address   City  &  State.. 

come.  Then  we  could  sell  this  shabby 
old  house  in  which  our  own  children 
had  been  raised,  and  buy  a  newer,  more 
modern  one  in  a  "tonier"  neighborhood. 
Our  granddaughter  would  go  to  the 
best  finishing  school  .  .  .  she  would  be 
invited  into  the  town's   "best"  homes. 
However,  because  of  habit  I  read 

first  the  headlines  and  a  brief  summary 
of  news  of  the  day.  Then,  I  turned  the 
first  page,  and  there  I  saw  a  picture  of 
a  famous  heiress.  She  was  suing  hus- 

band number  four  or  five  for  a  divorce, 
while  husband  number  two  was  suing 
her  for  custody  of  their  child,  claiming 
that  she  was  an  "unfit"  mother.  The 
child,  also  pictured,  wore  the  most 
pathetic  expression  on  its  baby  face 
which  it  has  ever  been  my  misfortune 
to  behold. 

I  turned  the  page  quickly.  There, 
staring  back  at  me  was  the  face  of  one 
of  Hollywood's  most  beautiful  and 
talented  actresses,  along  with  a  whole 
column  relating  the  story  of  her  suicide, 
because  her  wealthy  play-boy  friend, 
and  father  of  her  unborn  child,  had  re- 

fused to  marry  her. 

1  HEARD  voices  and  laughter  outside 
my  window,  and  looking  up  I  saw  my 

son-in-law,  dressed  in  his  work-clothes, 
and  riding  his  beautiful  little  daughter 
"piggy-back"  while  a  doting  grand- 

father playfully  grabbed  at  her  feet. 
And  a  sweet  young  wife  and  mother 
looked  adoringly  at  a  handsome  youth, 
who  would  probably  never  be  more 
than  her  own  father  had  been  ...  a 
fine,  generous  honorable  and  loving 
husband. 

Tears  filled  my  eyes,  for  this,  Papa 
David,  was  the  picture  I  had  so  nearly 
destroyed. 
"No"  I  told  myself,  as  I  watched 

them,  "we  will  never  be  able  to  give 
her  gifts  of  money-value,  but  there 
are  many  other  things  which  she  will 
inherit,  and  to  which  she  can  point  with 

confidence  and  pride."    , 
First,  I  could  give  her  the  gift,  of 

Faith.  Faith  in  herself,  because  she 
was  created  in  the  image  of  Him  who 
taught,  lived  and  died  by  faith.  Faith 
in  her  fellowman  because  she  will  in- 

herit an  instinct  which  will  make  her 
want  to  look  beyond  the  hard,  cynical 
eyes  of  a  worldly  man  or  woman  .  .  . 
and  there  find,  perhaps,  a  hungry  soul. 

Secondly,  she  will  receive  a  gift  of 
Tolerance.  This  will  enrich  her  life, 
because  it  will  enable  her  to  appreciate, 
understand  and  practice  the  teachings 
of  Christ  when  He  said,  "Judge  Not, 
Lest  You  be  Also  Judged." She  will  inhenrit  a  tolerance  which 
will  make  her  know  that  although  the 
deeds  and  actions  of  some  poor,  criti- 

cized person  might  have,  indeed,  been 
an  offense  against  the  laws  of  society, 
still  there  could  be  much  in  them  to 
love  and  trust.  Because,  behind  the 
wrong  moves  there  might  have  been  the 
highest  motives.  At  any  rate,  there  was 
adventure  and  curiosity  and  hot-blood- 

ed restlessness  and  generosity,  and 
without  these  impulses  the  race  would 

soon  perish. Courage  she  will  receive  ...  a  nice 
large  portion  of  it.  Courage  which  will 
help  her  to  face  any  issue  in  life.  I 
mean  to  see  that  she  develops  a  courage 
which  will  help  her  to  struggle,  and 
dream  and  rebel  at  some  of  her  fail- 

ures, and  then  to  brush  the  angry  tears 
away,  and  fight  again  for  her  ideals. 

Love,  big  endless  bundles  of  it,  we 
can  give  this  child.  We  can  teach  her 
love  .  .  .  not  for  one  person,  one  family, 
one  group,  or  even  one  nation,  but  love 
which  will  embrace  every  race,  color  or 
creed.    For  she  will  know,  as  she  erows 



in  knowledge  and  grace,  She  will  at- 
tain her  birthright  by  opening  her 

heart,  and  giving  freely  of  her  own 
precious  love. 

Mrs.  E.  N;  H. 

DAY-BY-DAY  LIFE 

Dear  Papa  David: 
I  just  want  you  to  know  that  I  have 

found  that  an  ordinary,  uneventful, 
every- day  sort  of  life  can  be  very  beau- 

tiful, indeed. 
I  have  two  wonderful  reasons  for 

knowing  this  is  true — my  husband  and 
my  son.  To  an  outsider,  both  would 

seem  quite  commonplace,  I'm  sure.  But 
they  have  filled  my  life  with  a  happi- 

ness so  complete,  I  want  to  tell  you 
about  it,  in  the  hope  that  perhaps  an- 

other wife  will  look  at  her  husband  and 
children  in  a  different  light — and  make 
her  life  beautiful,  too. 
My  husband  and  I  have  been  married 

for  ten  years;  and,  as  so  often  happens, 
the  business  of  living  had  assumed  a 
rather  dreary  aspect.  But  for  the  last 
three  years,  we  have  shared  our  lives 
with  a  young  son — and  it  was  through 
the  eyes  of  our  child  that  I  began  to 
see  my  husband  anew.  To  Jimmy,  his 
father  is  a  never-ending  source  of 
companionship,  entertainment,  and  in- 

spiration, and  now  I  feel  again  the 
enchantment  I  had  lost  in  the  hum- 

drum years  before. 

MY  husband  has  a  beguiling  way  of 
asking  a  favor,  that  I  had  come  to 

think  of  as  just  demanding.  He  has  a 

trick  of  smiling  at  us  when  he  doesn't 
think  we  are  looking — and,  indeed,  I 
had  long  forgotten  to  notice.  His  story- 

telling is  superb — and  I  listen  with  an 
interest  equalling  his  for  whom  the  tale 
is  told.  His  kindness  is  love  expressed 
in  a  way  I  failed  to  recognize  until  I 
saw  my  son  grow  and  develop  under  its 

influence.  Even  my  husband's  appear- 
ance has  changed  for  me.  Jimmy  loves 

his  daddy's  black  hair,  loves  to  see  him- 
self reflected  in  his  daddy's  dark  eyes. Now,  I,  too,  think  him  handsome. 

Yes,  my  husband  is  wonderful — and  it 
took  a  little  child  to  show^me  that  the 
wonder  had  not  disappeared,  but  that  I 
had  just  forgotten  to  look  for  it. 

Mrs.  R.  L.  R. 

JUST  HAVE  PATIENCE 

Dear  Papa  David: 
I  am  a  girl  going  on  thirteen  this 

September.  I  live  on  a  farm  and  have 
my  own  chores  to  do  and  have  to  help 
in  the  house  and  field.  I  used  to  com- 

plain about  having  to  do  so  much  work 
and  said  life  wasn't  beautiful. 
One  night  I  lay  awake  thinking.  I 

thought  how  wrong  I  was  to  complain 
about  the  work  I  did,  because  the  farm 
bought  in  a  large  enough  income  so  that 
we  can  put  money  in  the  bank.  This 
money  will  help  put  my  brothers, 
sisters  and  myself  through  college.  I 
love  school  and  this  proves  that  even 

if  Life  isn't  Beautiful  right  when  you want  it  to  be,  it  will  be  beautiful  when 
the  time  comes.  You  just  have  to  have 
patience. 

H.  V.  M. 

"WHAT  GOD  HAS  GIVEN  YOU" 

Dear  Papa  David: 
When  I  was  two  years  of  age  I  had 

infantile  paralysis  and  as  a  result  lost 
the  use  of  my  legs  from  my  hips  down. 
My  parents  were  in  moderate  circum- 

stances, but  spent  all  they  had  in  hopes 
that  I  might  receive  help.  It  was  a 
losing  battle  and  we  were  finally  forced 
to  face  the  issue — I  would  be  a  cripple 

sake  //'
 

DAN:  We're  applaudin'  Mom  for  our  1>eeyoo- 
tiful,  healthy  skins!  She  smoothes  Mennen 
Antiseptic  Baby  Oil  on  us  daily  for  these 
twin  blessings— 
DON:  First,  Mennen  Baby  Oil  is  better  for 

preventin'  diaper  rash,  urine  irritation  and 
lotsa  other  troubles,  'cause  it's  antiseptic. 
Second,  this  mild,  soothin'  oil  keeps  skin 
lovelier  by  preventin'  rough,  dry  skin  . . . 
DAN:  Most  doctors,  hospitals,  nurses  say 
Mennen  is  best.  Makes  us  smell  sweet,  too. 
Have  Mennen  Baby  Oil  and  Baby  Powder 

ready  for  baby's  first  day  home! 

BEST  FOR  BABY-also,  be  sure  to  use  MENNEN  BABY  POWDER  to  help  keep 
baby's  skin  comfy  and  healthy.  Super-smooth ;  new  scent  makes  baby  smell  sweet 
'and  lovely.  Preferred  by  more  Baby  Specialists  than  any  other  baby  powder. 

'She  doesn't  mind  losing  the  jewels  and  furs,  but 
our  Ex-Lax  was  stolen,  too!" 

Good  Heavens !  Not  that! . . .  Some- 
body go  and  buy  her  another  box  of 

Ex-Lax  quick!  Once  folks  have  dis- 
covered Ex-Lax  they  just  can't  bear 

to  be  without  it.  And  you  can't  blame 
them.  It  tastes  so  good — just  like  fine 

chocolate!  And  it  acts  good,  too — so 
effectively,  yet  so  very  gently !  Not  too 

strong,  not  too  mild,  Ex-Lax  is  the 
"Happy  Medium"  laxative.  As  a  pre- 

caution, use  only  as  directed.  Econom- 
ical 10<f  and  25(*  sizes  at  all  druggists. 
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yOUR  SHOES 
Ml  SHOWINQl 

EMBARRASSlN6;ISNtlT? 

#  Whether  you're  standing  on  a  ladder— or 
have  your  two  feet  planted  squarely  on  the 
ground— unshined  shoes  are  equally  unat- 

tractive. Try  keeping  a  supply  of  Shinola  on 
hand. 

Shinola's  scientific  combination  of  oily 
waxes  helps  hold  in  and  replenish  the  nor- 

mal oils  in  leather— helps  maintain  flexibility 
—and  that  means  longer  wear.  So  it  pays  to 
KEEP  'EM  SHINING  WITH  SHINOLA. 

ShindlA 
PASTE  OR 

LIQUID 

All  Colors 

IN  CANADA  IT'S  2  IN  | 

BACKACHES  "^v^^"  MOTHERHOOD 
Mutcles  ore  often  strained  by 
motherhood  end  cause  back- 

aches  (or  years.  Allcock's  Porous 
Plasters  give  prompt  effective 
relief  .  .  .  They  support  the 
muscles,  bring  heat  to  painful 

'  spot.     25c   at   druggists. 

ALLCOCK'S  Porous  Plasters 

Here  Is  a  superb  set  of 
exquisitely  matcbed 
Diamond  Rings  to  malte 

you  the  envy  of  all  your 
friends.  See  the  fascinating 

sparltle  of  the  Genuine  Dia- 
mond engagement  Ring  set  in 

.  romantic   square  designed 

$^_  kt.  YellowGold  Mounting — 
Mt^^^         ilW  I'O'"'   perfectly  it  matches   the ^■V^l%         j  K  lovely  Wedding  Ring  with  its  3 

^VH   W^         \y  brilliant  chip  Diamonds  in  deeply 
^K^L  •^~-         Y  embossed  lOlit.  yellow  Gold  setting. 
■^^P/T,    /  -    '  Either  ring  is  yours  —  for  only  $4.95 Wtcu£n        or  bot'i  for  oD'y  $8.95  plus  postage 

^^  and  20%  Fed.  tax  on  our  Money  Bacli Guarantee.  Send  No  Money  I  Just  send 
name  and  address  with  finder  size.  Pay  postman 
on  delivery.  If  not  absolutely  delighted  retom 
for  prompt  refood.  Harry!  Order  Todayl 

WORLO^^WiDE  DIAMOND  COMPANY  Dept.G-SZO 
24S1  S.  Michigan  Ave.  Chicago  16,  tlllnoto 

BOTH  FOR 

for  life.   I  had  to  resign  myself  to  that. 
My  father  made  my  first  wheel  chair 

and  he  wheeled  me  to  school  every 
morning.  It  was  not  long  before  I  was 
able  to  manipulate  it  around  the  school 
grounds  myself.  There  were  always 
plenty  of  friends  who  would  wheel  me 
home.  I  was  able  to  attend  games  and 
even  dances.  It  pleased  me  to  be  able 
to  help  pass  out  refreshments. 

Our  pastor  who  was  an  elderly  man 
used  to  spend  hours  with  me  and  I 
many  times  would  have  been  dis- 

couraged but  for  his  encouragement. 
He  seemed  to  sense  the  longing  I  had 
to  jump  around  and  it  was  always  then 
that  he  would  suggest  that  we  exercise. 
This  form  of  exercise  meant  being 
lifted  out  of  the  wheel  chair  and  with 
my  legs  being  held  off  the  floor  I  would 
use  my  hands  to  get  about.  It  was  a 
welcome  change  from  sitting.  As  we 
finished  he  would  say  very  tenderly: 

"Robert,  make  use  of  what  God  has 

given  you." 
1  GRADUATED  from  high  school  and 

earned  a  scholarship  to  college.  Again 
I  soon  made  sympathetic  friends  in  col- 

lege and  was  able  to  attend  games  both 
in  town  and  out.  The  fellows  would 
carry  me  on  to  the  train  and  have  a 
car  waiting.  In  return  I  helped  tutor 
them,  for  which  they  were  very  grate- 
ful. 

As  graduation  neared  I  found  I  had 
been  chosen  to  give  the  Baccalaureate 
sermon.  I  hesitated  because  of  the 
awkward  situation  involved.  However 
the  president  assured  me  he  would  bank 
the  platform  with  ferns  and  my  chair 
would  not  be  noticeable. 

Graduation  was  a  wonderful  day  in 
my  life,  for  after  I  had  given  my  ad- 

dress the  scholarships  were  awarded 
and  much  to  my  surprise  I  had  won  an- 

other which  would  enable  me  to  do 
research  work.  As  the  president  pre- 

sented it  to  me  the  entire  audience 
arose.  Tears  of  gratitude  filled  my 
eyes — God  had  indeed  blessed  me  with 
a  keen  mind.  Through  my  tears  I 
glanced  down  to  the  front  row  and 
there  sat  the  three  people  who  had  been 
my  inspiration,  father,  mother  and  my 

pastor. Imprinted  in  my  heart  were  his 
words: 

"Robert,  make  use  of  what  God  has 

given  you." 
B.  S.  K. 

SOUTH  PACIFIC  SONG-FEST 

Dear  Papa  David: 
The  most  outstanding  experience  I 

ever  had  was  while  serving  as  Chaplain 
in  the  -  Armed  Forces  in  the  South Pacific. 
We  were  to  go  into  the  island  and  see 

what  condition  the  natives  were  in  and 
I  might  say  that  we  many  times  found 
them  pitiful  enough.  Already  tired  to 
the  point  of  exhaustion  we  left  our 
landing  barge  and  began  to  climb  the 
steep  hill  ahead.  Suddenly  we  found 
ourselves  almost  surrounded  by  na- 

tives. They  looked  anything  but 
friendly  and  so  we  immediately  began 
to  show  our  good  points. 

Our  doctor  unrolled  his  kit  and  pre- 
pared to  show  them  how  broken  arms 

and  legs  were  mended— I  being  the 
subject.  This  procedure  only  brought 
a  few  grunts  from  them.  One  other 
member  turned  handsprings  to  show 
our  friendly  attitude.  Nothing  im- 

pressed them.  Finally  our  men  flopped 
on  the  ground  and  said,  "It's  up  to  you, 

Chaplain." I'll,  admit  I  didn't  know  the  next 
approach,    so    began    to    hum    an    old 

familiar  hymn  while  meditating.  Sud- 
denly I  heard  a  sound  and  looking  up 

into  their  faces,  knew  that  I  had  found 
the  right  chord — Religion — we  spoke 
the  same  language.  In  no  time  the  en- 

tire group  was  singing,  they  in  their 
native  tongue  and  we  in  ours. 
Suddenly  from  nowhere,  it  seemed, 

an  old  man  handed  me  an  old  hymnal 
which  he  had  treasured  through  the 
war.  It  had  been  left  there  by  some 
foreign  missionary.  With  that  book  in 
hand  we  sang  practically  everything 
they  knew.  What  a  song  fest  that  was! 
Our  stay  among  them  was  pleasant  in- 

deed and  when  we  went  down  to  the 
shore  preparatory  to  leaving  they  began 
to  sing  that  old  favorite: 

"Jesus  loves  me  this  I  know 

For  the  Bible  tells  me  so." As  long  as  we  were  able  to  see  them 
they  were  still  singing  and  waving  their hands. 

N.   T.   S. 

"YOU  HAVEN'T  CHANGED  A  BIT!" 

Dear  Papa  David: 
After  more  than  two  years  service 

overseas,  I  recently  got  word  that  my 
husband  was  at  last  coming  to  the 
States  and  home  to  me  I 
And  I  literally  walked  on  air  until 

friends  began  saying  that  I'd  probably 
find  him  very  changed,  and  that  he, 
in  turn,  would  find  me  a  different  per- 

son, too.  And  the  more  I  thought  about 
it,  the  greater  the  possibility  of  his  see- 

ing flaws  in  me  loomed.  For  neither  of 
us  are  yoimg  ...  he  had  been  stationed 
for  the  most  part  in  the  South  Pacific 
where  loneliness  and  tropical  heat  could 
have  drastically  altered  his  emotions. 

THEN  too,  he  must  have  met  many 
pretty  young  native  girls  .  .  .  stun- 

ning nurses  and  other  snappy  looking 
Government  employees.  Yes,  I  must 
be  at  my  prettiest  when  he  did  arrive. 
So,  I  rushed  downtown,  bought  a  new 
youthful  looking  suit,  a  perky  hat,  a 

small  bottle  Of  the  new,  exotic  "Re- membrance perfume,  had  a  new  and 
softer  hair-do  and  dressed  with  great 
care  for  his  arrival  on  the  day  I  had 
been  advised  <fe  would  return.  But,  no 
Walt  and  no  explanation. 
However,  I  thought  he  would  wire 

then  as  to  why  the  delay  and  definite 
time  of  his  reaching  town,  so  I  was 
buried  in  sweeping  and  dusting  .  .  . 
the  house  and  myself  in  hopeless  dis- 

order and  grime,  when  one  morning 
the  front  doorbell  rang,  and  I  thought- 

lessly rushed  to  answer  it. 
Will  I  ever  forget  .  .  .  for  before  I 

had  time  to  think  how  awful  my  dingy, 
soiled  housedress  must  look  .  .  .  my 
pale  lips  and  cheeks  .  .  .  and  worse  still, 
my  frowsy  hair  ...  I  threw  open  the 
door  and  was  swept  into  Walt's  open arms  like  leaves  before  the  wind  .  .  . 
hearing  only  his  heavenly  throaty  and 
sincere  voice  as  he  remarked  .  .  . 

"Darling,  you  haven't  changed  a  hit 

.  .  .  you're  wonderful!" Mrs.  W.  H. 

Those  are  all  the  letters  we  had  room 

for  in  this  issue.  Don't  you  feel,  after 
reading  them,  that  each  of  the  people 
who  wrote  to  us  has  found  one  of  the 
keys  to  happiness? 

No  two  people  find  the  same  key,  or 
discover  it  in  the  same  way;  that  much 
is  certain.  Maybe  the  experiences  from 
which  our  letter  writers  learned  would 
have  meant  nothing  to  you.  But  in  that 
case,  isn't  there  something  in  your  own 
memory  that  taught  you  the  meaning 
of  happiness?  Why  not  write  us  a  letter 
about  it? 

/ 
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What  Silent  Night  Means  to  Me 
(Continued  from  page  23) 

tried  out  the  new  records,  "Ida,  Sweet 
as  Apple  Cider,"  "Margie"  and  "Melan- 

choly Baby,"  on  the  new  cylinder 
phonograph  Dad  soaked  the  family 

bankroll  to  buy.  You'd  always  find  half 
the  neighborhood  there  on  Sunday 
nights  dancing  or  harmonizing,  with 
Dad  doubling  back  and  forth  on  the 
mandolin  and  guitar.  Mother  always 
felt  better  when  she  could  count  our 
noses. 

During  the  summers  I  "worked"  on 
a  farm  that  belonged  to  the  Hardigans, 
who  lived  next  door,  and  my  chief 
chore  consisted  of  riding  a  horse  around 
all  day.  Mother  used  to  take  us  swim- 

ming, too,  out  at  Liberty  Lake,  a  few 
miles  out  of  town,  and  let  us  spend  the 
whole  day  .  .  .  mostly  to  get  us  out  of 

the  neighbors'  way.  I  had  a  pretty  fair 
homemade  breast-stroke  .  .  .  nothing 
flashy  .  .  .  but  it  kept  me  on  top  most 
of  the  time.  Other  timies  we'd  sneak  off 
and  go  swimming  in  the  Spokane  River 

and  in  the  mill  pond  at  McGolderick's saw  mill  a  few  blocks  from  home.  We 
swam  and  dodged  logs  and  generally 
raised  Cain.  Then  when  we  got  home 
Mother  and  Dad  raised  some  more.  I 
can  still  hear  my  Mother  saying  to  Dad 

anxiously,  "Harry,  you  really  should 
speak  to  Bing."  And  Dad,  who's  always 
ducked  any  speaking-to's,  suggesting 
mildly,  "Why  don't  we  just  throw  him 
out?"  instead.  I'd  like  to  have  a  wish- 

bone for  every  time  he's  suggested throwing,  me  out  of  the  homestead. 
There's  the  memory  too  ...  of 

Mother's  turkey,  plum  pudding,  and  the hot  raisin  bread  she  used  to  make.    A 

sadder  one  ...  of  the  wood  it  took  to 
bake  it.  We  had  a  super-size  range,  the 
hungriest  stove  you  ever  saw — and  a 
wood  box  that  must  have  had  a  stout 
leak  in  it  somewhere.  I  could  usually 
find  a  lot  of  important  things  to  do  else- 

where until  the  box  filled  up  again. 
Until  close  to  Christmas,  when  I  al- 

ways managed  to  cart  some  up  from 
the  basement  and  pointedly  kick  a  few 
chunks  in. 
We  all  had  our  chores  but  I  kept 

mine  down  to  the  required  strictest 
minimum.  Figuring  generously  that  the 
fewer  I  did  the  bigger  it  made  the  other 

boys  look.  Larry  was  always  Mother's 
No.  1  helper,  and  I  didn't  want  to  split 
his  billing  or  chisel  in  on  his  racket. 

I'd  usually  start  the  old  Christmas 
warm-up  a  week  or  two  beforehand 
to  set  myself  in  solid  with  Santa.  Get 
so  good  cranberries  would  melt  in  my 
mouth.  There  were  so  many  of  us  I 
was  always  afraid  Santa  Claus  would 
scrape  the  bottom  of  the  sack  before 
getting  down  to  me.  There  were  some 
tough  nights  up  in  that  four-poster  up- 

stairs, doing  a  little  Christmas  calcu- 
lating, adding  and  subtracting  good  and 

bad  deeds  for  the  year.  A  sad  score, 
but  I  always  got  more  than  my  share 
of  presents  anyway. 
We  had  our  tree  on  Christmas  Eve, 

the  folks  figuring  no  doubt  that  the 
quicker  they  got  it  over  with  the  better. 
Sometimes  Brother  Ted  would  go  out 
and  bring  in  a  Christmas  tree.  But  I 
was  always  allergic  to  axes,  and  besides 
a  man  came  down  the  street  selling 

them  for  two-bits  apiece,  and  I  didn't 

think  it  was  fair  to  muscle  in.  Dad 
always  passed  the  presents  around.  Fol- 

lowing which  we'd  render  our  own 
Crosby  Christmas  clambake  of  carols, 
with  Mother  singing  soprano,  Larry  and 
Dad  on  the  harmony,  the  rest  of  us 
doing  our  usual.  With  accompaniment 
by  Sister  Catherine  at  the  old  upright 
piano  and  Dad  filling  in  with  a  strum- 

ming Hawaiian  treatment  of  "Silent 
Night"  on  his  guitar. 

Next  morning  after  church  we'd  grab our  respective  Christmas  loot  and  put 
it  to  work.  All  of  us  got  ice  skates,  and 
I  can  still  see  Mother  and  Dad  fiooding 
the  backyard  and  letting  it  freeze  over 
so  we  could  try  the  new  skates  out. 
Sometimes  we'd  go  over  to  Liberty 
Lake,  or  to  another  lake  at  St.  Michael's 
Jesuit  Monastery,  a  few  miles  out  of 
town.  Or  maybe  go  over  across  the 
alley  to  the  Gonzaga  football  field  and 
practice  trying  to  kick  a  goal. 

Christmas  dinner  was  always  a  big 
deal.  Dad  worked  as  bookkeeper  for  a 

local  brewery  and  there  wasn't  too much  Christmas  money  in  the  budget, 
but  somehow  Mother  always  managed 
to  bring  it  off  in  high  style.  We  usually 
invited  some  of  the  boys  around  Gon- 

zaga who  couldn't  get  home  for  Christ- mas. They  all  accepted,  glad  to  get 
a  free  Christmas  meal.  Mother  never 
knew  how  many  to  expect,  but  some- 

how there  was  always  plenty.  That 
Christmas  turkey  was  a  mighty  accom- 

modating bird.   So  elastic. 

AFTER  dinner  the  girls  repaired  to  the 
living  room  with  our  sister  for  some 

SECRETPOCKET 
Men   Here's   The   Mosf  Beautiful  Billfold 
You've  Ever  Seen  at  this  Low  Price 
THIS  GENUINE  RABBIT'S  FOOT  KEY- 
HOLDER  SENT  WITH  EVERY  ORDER 
You've   never   known    real   Billfold   satislactlon    until 
you've  used  this  "Zlp-AU-Around"  De  Luxe  Pass  Case 
Billfold   with   its   Built-in    Change   Purse,    its   roomy 
Currency  Compartment,  its  Secret  Pocket  for  extra 

I  valuables.  A  veritable  storehouse  for  everything  a  man 
I  likes  to  carry  with  him.  Exterior  is  of  smart  Saddle 
[Leather  designed  in  picturesque  style  of  the  West.  Two- llone  illustrations  are  stamped  by  hand  right  into  the 
[leather  itself.  A  Billfold  of  unusual  beauty  with  many 
'  unusual  and  serviceable  features.  An  outstanding  value 
at  only  $2.98  plus  tax.  SEND  NO  MONEY.  Just  mail 
coupon   and  pay  postman   on   arrival.   If  not  thrilled 
and    delighted    return    in    10    days    for    full    refund. 

Se/tc^ /Vo  Afo/feu  mfil'''' ILLINOIS  MERCHANDISE   MART,  Dept.   9144-B 
500  N.  Dearborn  St.,  Chicago  10,  111. 

Gentlemen:  Send  me  my  order  as  checked  below  C.  O.  D.  for  the  amount  indicated. 
I  am  to  receive  one  genuine  Rabbit's  Foot  Key  Holder  with  each  Saddle  Leather 
Zipper  Billfold  ordered.     It  is  understood  that  if  I  am  not  delighted  in  every 
way  I  can  return  my  order  within  10  days  tor  full  refund. 

D  Send  me  the  Saddle  Leather  Zipper  Billfold  with  Genuine  Rabbit's  Foot  Key Holder  and  Gilt  Chain  @  $2.98  plus  20%  Federal  Tax  (total  $3.58). 
D  Send  me  two  Saddle  Leather  Zipper  Billfolds  with  two  Rabbit's  Foot  Key Holders  @  special  price  of  $5.69  plus  20%  Federal  Tax  (total  $6.83). 

NAME   

ADDRESS   

CITY       STATE   

D    I  am  enclosing  full  payment  in  advance  with  this  order  to  save  all  shipping  charges. 
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See  how  this 

Famous  Medicated  Cream 

can  help  improve 

Your  Skin 

It's  just  good  common  sense  to  realize 
that  trying  to  "cover  up"  blemishes 
may  actually  make  them  worse.  If  ex- 

ternally-caused pimples  are  making 
you  miserable,  get  a  jar  of  Noxzema. 

Start  using  it  today.  Nurses  were 

among  the  first  to  discover  how  effec- 

NOXZEMA 

tive  Noxzema  is  as  a  complexion  aid. 

That's  because  it's  a  medicated  ioT- 
mula.  It  not  only  helps  smooth  and 
soften  rough,  dry  skin,  but  helps  heal 
those  annoying  blemishes.  Try  it!  At 
all  drug  counters;  10^, 

35 (f,  50^  (plus  tax). 

An  Aid  to 

Lovelier  SIcin 

WANTED 
to  make  extra  money  selling  hlgn 
class  line  of  cosmetics  made  especi- 

ally for  people  with  dark  complex- ions. Also  100  other  products.  Make 
big  money  working  spare  time  or 
full  time.  We  show  you  how,  send 
you  everything  you  need  to  get  ■>■«(>  bbki 
started.  Write  to  Lucky  Heart  Co.,  nOMtN 
Dept.,MWX.  Memphis,  Tenn.  ■ww«»»»i»^ 

MEN 
AND 

WHY  WEAR 
DIAMONDS 
Whendiamond-dazzlingZirconafrom 
the  mines  of  far-away  mystic  Siam 
are  so  effective  arid  iTiexpenaivei 
Thrfllinp  beanty,  stand  acid,  trae 
backsjEull  of  FIRBI  Exqnisitemount- 
JD^s.  See  before  yoo  buy.  Write  for 
FREE  catalog. 

National  Zircon 

Co.,  Dept.  6. 
Wheeling.  W.Va. 

FREE FIVE   PERFUMED 
BLOTTER  STRIPS 

to  Prove  You  Can 
BUY  FINE  PERFUMES  DIRECT 
^^B^^  af  JMflf^fl  f  Alil/Ofl' ^#>cf  Buying  direct  from  the  perfumer ^     *■•'  'WUl*!!  ViVVrCff  Wt/aft  enables  you  to  cut  the  profit  mar- 

gin of  the  wholesaler  and  retailer.  This  means  quality  perfumes  at  much  lower  cost. 

P|<f)««A  it  to  VO  UPS  6  If  by  s^t^ding  us  a  stamped,  self  addressed rlWC  111  CV  jrWHi9^ii  envelope  and  we  will  send  you  five  per- 
fumed blotter  strip  samples  of  the  finest  perfume  creations  of  the  country's  out- 

standing perfumers  and  French  affiliates. 
INDIANA  BOTANIC  GARDENS,  Dept.  W.         HAMMOND,  INDIANA 

That's  right!  But  it  may  be  that  nervous  tension 
makes  your  temper  short.  Maybe  sleeplessness 
occasionally  upsets  you — makes  you  seem  cranky. 
Why  not  try  Miles  Nervine — to  help  you  relax 
and  enjoy  refreshing  sleep?  Miles  Nervine  is  a 
scientific  combination  of  mild  sedatives  sold  on 
a  money-back  guarantee.  At  your  Drug  Store. 
Effervescent  tablets  35c  and  75c.  Liquid  25c  and 
$1.00.  Caution:  Use  only  as  directed. 
MILES  LABORATORIES,  INC.,  Elkhart,  ind. 

MILES  NERVINE 

Christmas  chatter,  or  whatever  girls 
do.  And  we  men  always  repaired  to 
the  top  balcony  of  the  Orpheum  Thea- ter to  catch  the  new  vaudeville  show. 
Maybe  Joe  Frisco,  or  the  Brox  Sisters, 
and  usually  a  grand  opera  troupe  of 
some  kind.  We  had  carfare,  but  we 
always  walked  the  three  miles  from 
our  place  to  downtown,  in  order  to  soak 
our  wad  on  ice  cream. 

"Silent  Night"  Was  mixed  up  in  all  of 
this.  I  was  always  contributing  my 
quota  of  it.  At  school  .  .  .  church  .  .  . 
and  Christmas  parties  around  the 
neighborhood  I  was  especially  willing 
to  contribute  on  programs  .  .  .  say  the 
Elks'  club  .  .  .  where  it  involved  dough. 

If  such  thrifty  traditional  traits  are 

passed  along,  no  doubt  that's  the  reason my  four  fullbacks,  Gary,  Philip,  Dennis 
and  Lindsay,  always  ask  for  a  handout 
whenever  wj  descend  on  Bob  Hope, 

Mother  and  Dad,  or  Dixie's  father,  and let  loose  with  a  musical  offensive  on 
Chx'istmas  now.  They  expect  full  pay- 

ment in  nickels  and  dimes,  candy,  or 
some  little  left-overs.  Which  is  ex- 

actly what  they  get  at  Hope's  house  .  .  . 
where  there's  rarely  little  left  over 
anyway.  We've  worked  up  a  pretty  fair 
arrangement  on  "Silent  Night,"  and  if I  beat  Gary  to  the  downbeat  sometimes 
I  get  to  sing  the  lead. 
These  are  the  kind  of  flash-backs 

that  "Silent  Night"  brings  me.  Let's hang  on  to  the  hope  that  it  will  always 
bring  similar  happy  ones  for  our  kids. 

The  old  heart  hits  a  pretty  low  Cros- 
ley  when  you  think  of  the  children  who 
are  going  to  be  minus  memories  like 
these.  Kids  in  hospitals  with  infantile 

paralysis.  Others  who  don't  have  a  dad back  to  hang  up  the  holly  ...  or  put 
the  red  scooter  or  ice  skates  under  the 
tree.  Children  who  are  wandering 
around  lost  in  bombed-out  countries, 
who  wouldn't  ask  anything  of  Santa 
Claus  but  a  meal  and  a  place  to  light. 

Kids  like  Monique  ...  a  little  eleven- 
year-old  girl  I  came  across  in  Com- 
mercy,  France,  mothering  four  broth- 

ers and  sisters,  and  taking'  care  of  a 
father  who'd  been  crippled  for  life  in  a 
German  prison  camp.  Just  a  child  with 
sawed-ofi  bangs  and  wistful  brown  eyes 
in  a  too-thin  face. 

While  I'm  sounding  off  .  .  .  the  way 
I  figure  it  .  .  .  "Silent  Night"  is  a  little like  the  old  Christmas  sock.  You  .get 

out  of  it  just  what  goes  into  it.  Let's level  on  the  lyrics  and  make  them 
work.  And  keep  those  stars  out  of  the 
windows  forever  .  .  .  and  right  where 
they  are  now  ...  at  the  top  of  the 
Christmas  tree. 

Fan  Clnb  Department? 
Maybe  the  editors  of  Radio  Mirror  have 
been  wrong.  It  never  occurred  to  us 
that  our  readers  might  want  a  Fan  Club 
— a  department  that  would  print  infor- 

mation for  aVid  about  fan  clubs.  But 
we've  been  getting  letters  lately  from 
people  who  think  it  would  be  a  good 
idea  if  we  did  have  such  a  department. 
What  do  you  think?  If  you  want  a  Fan 
Gild),  you  can  have  it — so  speak  up, 
and  let  us  know! 



About  Marriage 
(Continued  from  page  19) 

Then  comes  the  period  of  adjustment, 
ny  marriage  is  a  difficult  social  proc- 
3S.  It  calls  for  the  blending  of  two 
ery  different  personalities  into  one 
nit  in  the  eyes  of  the  world.  In  this 
lending  there  are  many  discoveries, 
lany  compromises,  many  re-evalua- 
ons.  In  the  course  of  these,  the  excit- 
ig  and  breathless  quality  of  the  ro- 
antic  stage  will  fade.  Even  the  first 
ish  of  mutual  passion  and  desire  will 
•ow,  through  understanding  and 
utual  gratification,  into  a  stronger  and 
cher,  if  less  dizzying,  relationship. 
Out  of  this  adjustment,  gradually 
;hieved  and  with  both  husband  and 
ife  contributing  an  equal  share  and 
king  on  an  equal  proportion  of  re- 
jonsibility,  will  come  the  third  stage, 
le  stage  of  real  companionship,  based 
1  understanding  and  tolerance.  A 
arriage  which  develops  this  way  be- 
)mes  an  ideal  marriage,  a  marriage  in 
hich  love,  passion  and  true  friendship 
•e  so  firmly  blended  that  nothing  can ar  them  apart. 
To  marry  is  to  assume  the  cloak  of 
aturity.  Unfortunately,  too  often  to- 
ly,  maturity  is  only  that^-a  cloak,  an 
lusion,  which  has  no  basis  in  real  emo- 
Dnal  stability.  The  difference  between 
imaturity  and  maturity  can  be  stated 
iry  simply.  The  immature  are  depen- 
mt.  The  mature  are  independent  and 
lady  for  responsibility.  The  immature 
link  only  of  themselves  and  their 
easures.  The  mature  know  that  some 
ipleasantness  in  life  is  unavoidable. 
A  marriage  between  two  mature 
jople  is  bound  to  be  successful.  Such 
?ople  can  trust  their  emotions  and  be 
ire  of  their  choices  and  will  be  able 
make  all  the  adjustments  needed  to 

;tablish  a  home  and  raise  a  family — 
id  to  be  happy  together.  But  a  mar- 
age  in  whidi  even  one  is  emotionally 
imature  is  in  danger. 
If  one  partner,  husband  or  wife,  is 
impletely  dependent  emotionally  and 
lysically,  constantly  avoids  responsi- 
lity,  seeks  only  self  gratification  and 
easure,  wants  a  steady  diet  of  flattery, 
impering,  protection  and  the  total  en- 
avement  of  the  other  partner — such 
marriage  is  not  a  marriage,  at  all.  It's 
)thing  but  a  substitute  for  the  imma- 
ire  person's  childhood  days. 
It  could  be  questioned  whether  in 
dldhood  such  complete  dependence 
id  devotion  to  the  pleasure  principle 
ould  be  permitted  to  continue  beyond 
e  first  two  or  three  years,  but  that  is 
>t  within  the  province  of  this  article. 
ie  thing  that  does  fall  within  our 
•ovince  is  that  there  is  small  likeli- 

i)od  that  such  an  immature  person  will 
,fer  make  a  successful  marriage.  It  is 
l>t  a  divorce  the  immature  person 
seds.  He,  or  she,  needs  to  grow  up 

notionally  and  if  it  can't  be  managed 
rough  self-examination  and  personal 
forts  to  overcome  childish  tendencies 
id  faults,  then,  by  all  means,  the  pro- 
ssional  help  of  doctors,  psychologists, 
'en  psychiatrists  should  be  sought. 
Possibly,  even  after  the  emotional  im- 

aturity has  been  overcome,  a  divorce 
ill  still  be  indicated.  There  are  such 
ings  as  people  not  really  being  suited 
one  another.  But,  at  least,  then  the 

icision  will  be  a  mature  one  and  not 
ised  on  disillusionment  because  the 
!st  gay  rapture  of  love — as  it  is  de- 
Iribed  in  thousands  of  love  stories — 
I'.s  worn  off  and  the  people  concerned 
le  not  ready  to  face  the  next  step  in 
,6  growth  of  love. 

WM  •  •  • SHALL  I  WEAR? 

IS    THIS    YOUR    PROBLEM 

because 

of— PSORIASIS 
Often  .attractive  women  are  unable  to  wear  lovely  formal  -and  afternoon 

"revealing  gowns"  because  of  unsightly  psoriasis  lesions.  If  you  suflFer 
such  dress  handicaps — try  SIROIL  which  may  solve  the  problem  for  you. 
SIROIL  tends  to  remove  the  crusts  and  scales  of  psoriasis  which  are  external 

in  character  and  located  on  the  outer  layer  of  the  skin.  If  or  when  your 

psoriasis  lesions  recur,  light  applications  of  SIROIL  will  help  keep  them 

under  control.  Applied  externally,  SIROIL  does  not  stain  clothing  or  bed 

linen  nor  does  it  interfere  in  any  way  with  your  daily  routine.  It  is  sold 

to  you  on  a  two-weeks'-satisfaction-or-money-refunded  basis. 

SIROIL 
FOR  SALE  AT  ALL 
DRUG     STORES 

Write  today  for  intertsting  booklet  on  Psoriasis,  using  coupon— 

Siroillaboratorie$,lnc.,Dept.M-40,Delroit26,Mich. 
Siroil  of  Canada,  Ltd.,  Box  488,  Windsor,  Ont. 
Please  send  me  your  free  booklet  on  Psoriasis. 
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I  ADDRESS_ 
m\  CITY___ 

NAME_ 

_ZONE_ 
_STATE_ 

CATS    MAGAZINE 
Only  regularly  issued  monthly  publication  devoted  exclusively 

to  Cats — Pedigree  and  "Alleys."  Raising,  Care,  Shows,  Markets. 
Articles  by  international  feline  famous  experts.  The  ideal  gift  for 

all  cat  owrners.  Send  Dollar  Bill  for  Five  Monfhs'  Trial. 
$2.00  a  Year.  Sample  Copy,  25c.  Order  Today 

CATS,     753     STATE     STREET.     UTICA.     NEW     YORK 

High  School  Course 
at  Home ly  Finish  in  2  Years 
_  „  ̂ „_    and  abilities  permit.   Equivalent  to  reai- 

I  dent    School    work — prepares    for    collef^e    entrance    eKams.    Standard H.  S.  texta  supplied.  Diploma  awarded.  Credits  for  H.  S.  aubjects 

I  completed.  Single  eubjecta  if  deaired.  Aak  for  Free  Bulletin. 
|»jAmerican  School.DepLH-992.  Drexei  at  58th.  Chicago  8/ 

A  VEST  POCKET  SIZE  RADIO! 
So  small  it  will  slip  in  your  pocket  or  purset  Actually  smaller  than  a  pack  of  king 
siie  cigarettes!  Weiehs  but  V4th  lb.  complete  ready  to  play — as  shown  with  self 
contained  earphone  for  personal  use.  No  extra  wires  or  special  attachments  required. 
Streamlined,  attractive  and  durable  black  and  silver  plastic  cases.  Uses  new  preset 
"crystal  diode"  rectifier  same  as  used  in  Army-Navy  ultra  hi-frequency  radar  sets 
during-  the  war.  Has  slide  tuniner  dial  for  station  selection.  Since  no  tubes,  batteries 
or  electrical  socket  power  "pluq-ins"  are  ever  required,  the  radio  should  operate for  years  with  little  or  no  upkeep  expense.  Usually  receives  local  radio  broadcasts 
simply    by    clipping-    self    contained    connection     "snap"    to    metal    of    telephones. 

GUARANTEED  TO  WORKl^tLcS  'aV?.fed"k?c'.JSi,J| to  complete  operating  instructions  sent  with  each  radio.  Can  be  used  at  home,  in 
oflBees,  hotels,  cabin  camps,  in  bed,  after  hours  on  farms  or  most  anywhere  in  the 
United  St-ates  or  Canada. 
Mviw*^\  ^\WWY  ^W  ffi  1  t%f%  (currency,  express  or  postal  money  order, 
b9Ki1!V^^  ^/IiVu  X  19  A  vUU  bank  draft,  or  personal  check)  and  pay 
postman  St>2.99  plus  delivery  and  postage  fees  on  arrival  or  send  $3.99  for  postpaid 
delivery  (O.P.A.  ceiling).  Ideal  cgift  for  children  or  adults  alike!  A  truly  practical 
novelty  radio  capable  of  real  radio  reception!  Order  your  "Pakette"  radio  today  for real  enjoyment.  Critical  material  shortages  may  limit  future  production  so  order 
today— NOW — to  rssure  the  earliest  possible  delivery,  (Canada,  Mexico  and  Foreign 
orders  $5.00  U.  S.  cash  with  order.) 

PAKETTE  ELECTRIC  COMPANY.  DEPARTMENT  MFW.T2.  KEARNEY.  NEBRASKA 
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The  positive  deodorant  powder  that  destroys  all  body  odors! 
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««*,  EASY  WAY  »(a-feed 

-ylTOH  HOLES imiu  ucun  cum    . 

*  SIDE-WAY 

FINISH  STITCH 

/mproved: 
NOW  ONLY 

$|qp 
axe  /T! 

TWO  ROWS 
OF  STITCHES 

FOUR  LONG  STITCHES 
Dam  TO  PAD  BUTTON  HOLE 
StoGkings,  Mend  Tears,  Attach 
Xppers  and  Sew  On  Buttons,  too! 
Once  dreaded  by  every  woman,  now 
button  hole  making  becomes  as  easy 
as  basting  a  hem  with  this  sensational 
new  invention!  You'll  get  twice  as neat  results  in  half  the  time,  too! 
Fits  any  sewing  machine . . .  attaches 
in  a  moment.  Simple  to  operate. 
Comes  compld£  wiUi  hoop  for  darn- 

ing stockings,  a  button  hole  guide 
and  easy  directions  in  picture.  Test  at  our  risk  now 
and  realize  a  new  thrill  in  sewing. 
FREE  NEEDLE  THREADER.  As  a  gift  for  prompt 
action,  you  will  receive  with  your  order  the  marvelous 

time-saving,  eye-saving  needle  threader.' Don't  wait but  send  your  name  today. 
SEND  NO  MONEY  -  ORDER  NOW.  Just  send 
your  name  and  when  you  receive  your  new  improved 
button  hole  attachment  and  gift  needle  threader,  de- 

posit only  $1.00  plus  C.O.D.  charges  thru  postman. 
Do  this  on  the  guarantee  that  if  you  aren't  delighted  in every  way,  you  may  return  purchase  for  full  refund. 
Or  send  cash  with  order,  we  pay  postage.  Special .  .  . 
3  for  $2.50  NOW  .  .  .  Mail  your  name  and  address  to 

LONDON  SPECIALTIES,  DapL  5-s,  8505  S.  Pliilllps.  Chlutt  I7.IIL 

BargainI  4  pounds  gorgeouB 
prints  and  solid  colors.  Excellent 
quality.  Ready  to  use.  None 
pasted  or  sewn.  Useful  lor  quilts, 
pillow  covers,  patchwork  aprons 
and  Ifeirts,  rugs,  children  s  play 
clothes,  shawls,  etc.  Lovely, 
colorful  assorted  hand  size  cotton 
pieces — some  even  larger. 

GIVEN  It  Pi<M  St"i"t  OuHIt  Md  U  QuHl  Ptttiras  With  Order 

SEND  NO  MONEY!  Pay  postman  only  $1.98  and  postage. 
Satisfaction  guaranteed  or  money  back!  You  11  be  dellghcedl 

Gieat  American  Sales  Co..2226SilTetlon  Way,  DepI.A-63,Clucago  16,111 
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Very,  Very  Merry 
(Continued  from  page  50) 

Cornbread  Dressing 

(for  any  fowl) 
2  cups  cornbread  crumbs 

Vz  cup  hot  milk 
J/4  cup  melted  shortening 

Ji  tsp.  salt Vi  tsp.  pepper 
2  tsp.  Worcestershire  sauce 
2  tbls.  minced  onion 

Combine  crumbs  and  milk,  then  add 
remaining  ingredients  and  mix  well. 

Oyster  and  Giblet  Dressing 
(for  any  fowl) 

2  cups  bread  crumbs 
V2  pt.  oysters  with  liquid 

Giblets,  cooked  and  minced  with  liquid 

V2  tsp.  salt V4  tsp.  pepper 
1  tbl.  granted  lemon  rind 
1  medium  onion„  minced 

Combine  liquid  from  oysters  with 
liquid  in  which  giblets  were  cooked  to 
make  1  cup.  Pour  over  crumbs.  Add 
oysters  (chopped  fine)  and  add  giblets. 
Combine  with  other  ingredients.  Makes 
about  2  cups. 

Apple  and  Peanut  Dressing 
(for  any  fowl) 

IV2  cups  breadcrumbs 
1/2  cup  hot  water 
1  large  apple,  cored,  pared  and  chopped 
1  medium  onion,  minced 

1/2  cup  peanuts,  chopped 

V2  tsp.  salt 1/4  tsp.  pepper 

Pour  hot  water  over  crumbs  and  al- 
low to  stand  about  10  minutes.     Com- 
bine with  remaining  ingredients.    Apple 

and  peanuts  should  be  rather  coarsely 
chopped,  not  minced.  jCooked  wild  rice 
may    be    used    in    place    of    crumbs. 
Makes  about  2  cups. 

Sweet  Dressing 

(goose,  duck  or  chicken) 
2  cups  breadcrumbs 
Vi  cup  boiling  water 
V4  cup  orange  juice 1  beaten  egg 

2  tbls.  melted  shortening 
2  tsps.  sugar 

V2  tsp.  salt V4  cup  chopped  nuts 
V4  cup  currants 2  tsps.  grated  orange  rind 
Combine  hot  water  and  orange  juice, 

pour  over  breadcrumbs  and  allow  to 
stand  about  10  minutes.  Add  other  in- 

gredients and  mix  well.  Makes  about 
2  cups.  • 

If  you  decide  on  turkey  consider  the 
quick  frozen  variety.  They  are  ready  to 
be  cooked,  requiring  no  bothersome 
picking  and  drawing.  A  9-lb.  quick 
frozen  roaster  is  equivalent  to  a  12- 
Ib.  bird  which  is  to  be  drawn. 
Allow  5-6  cups  of  dressing  for  a 

10-lb.  turkey;  about  2  cups  of  dressing 
for  a  4-lb.  chicken,  goose  or  duck. 
Turkey  should  be  larded  (thin  slices 

of  bacon  or  salt  pork  toothpicked  to  the 
breast) ,  covered  with  white  cloth 
moistened  in  melted  fat  or  basted  fre- 

quently during  roasting.  Remove  pork 
or  fat-moistened  cloth  during  last  30 
minutes  of  cooking  so  bird  will  brown. 

Be  sure  to  cook  duck  and. goose  on  a 
rack  and  pour  off  fat  as  it  collects  in 
bottom  of  pan.  Additional  helps  in 
overcoming  fat  when  cooking  goose — 
prick  skin  with  fork  or  cook  for  first 
half  of  cooking  time  in  a  steamer,  then 
transfer  to  roasting  pan. 

Roast  at  325  degrees,  15  to  18  min- 
utes per  pound  for  chicken,  duck  and 

turkeys  up  to  12  pounds,  18  to  25  min- 
utes per  pound  for  goose  and  larger 

turkeys.  As  with  other  roasts,  longer 
cooking  at  lower  temperature  produces 
better  results  than  shorter  cooking  at  a 

higher  temperature. 
Baste  duck  or  goose  with  orange  or 

apple  juice  during  roasting,  and  bake' orange  or  apple  halves  in  roasting  pan 
for  final  hour. 

J 

GUMGRIPPER  A\ Tightens  M 
FAISE  TEETH  1 
or  NO  COST      V 

Lasts  from  3  to  6  Months! 
New  discovery  makes  loose  dental 

plates  fit  snug  and  comfortable  for  months — aJmost  tike 
,  naving  your  own  teeth  again.   For  uppers  and  lowers.  , 
EaSytO  Apply  at  Home ...  SimpIy  squeeze  some 
"GUM  GRIPPER"  evenly  on  your  denture,  put  plate 

» in  your  mouth  where  it  sets  and  hardens  i  n  few  minutes.  ' No  heat— DO  fuss— DO  muss.  Will  Dot  harm  any  denture. 

SEND  NO  MONEY... 
Order  a  tube  today,  for  only  $1.00  (deposit  with  your 

ownpostman).  Eachapplicationof  "GUM  GRIPPER" 
'  guaranteed  to  last  from  3  to  6  months  and  delight  you  ' 
completely  or  your  money  will  be  cheerfully  refunded. 
GUM     GRIPPER,     INC. 
127  N.Dearborn  St.,  Dept.  l4.B.Chicago2,lll. ir 

MnCHEHTOWtl^ 

IWith  a  Tradiihtt 

•  Extra  large 

Absorbent 
LIntless 

Extra  Soft 

Learn  Modeling  at  Home 
How  Modeling  leads  (o  fame-/or(une 

Develop  poise,  charm,  posture.  Learn  secrets 
ol  successful  models.  How  to  gel  profes- 

sional engogements,  meet  the  right  people. 
How  successful  models  reach  stordom.  Send  for 

easv  to  reod  book  "MODELING  TO  STARDOM". 
$2.00   postpaid.      METRO  STUDIO  PRESS 
Dept.  A    400   S.  Michigan  Chicogo  i.  III. 

Get  Well 

v^  QUICKER 
1 1  n,^i  p^^^  Your  Cough 

Due  to  a  Cold 

w  L  k    I     O  Cough  Compound 

INGROWN  NAIL 

Hurting  You? 
Hen's  fast  Reliefl 

A  few  drops  of  OUTGRO  in  the  crevice  of  the  toe- 
nail bring  blessed  relief  from  tormenting  pain  of  In- 

grown nail  and  so  toughens  the  tender  skin  under- neath the  nail  that  it  resists  the  ingrowing  nail. 
When  clipned,  the  toenail  should  grow  naturally. 

OUTGRO  is  available  at  all  drug  coonters. 
Whitehall  Phamiacal  Company.  NewYorfcie.N.Y. 

Splendid  income,  new  eocial  c^tacts,  and  tha 
Batisfacticm  of  serving  humanity  can  be  yoimi 
as  a  TRAINED  PHAOTICALNUftSEl  .  , 
Ages  18  to  66.  Bgh  School  not  necessary.  Trainmg  pHD 
welcomed  by  physicians.  Prepare  in  spare  time.  Many  earn 
while  learning.  NURSE'S  OUTFIT  and  Placement  Gtljd- anee  included.  EASY  PAYMENT  PLAN.  Write  now  for 
facts  and  fascinating  FREE  sample  lesson  pages. 
WAYNE  SCHOOL  OF  PRACTICAL  NURSING,  INC. 
2301  N.  WayiM  Av«„  D.pt.G-17,  CWtelg*  »4»  ■UoOll 

YOU  CAN  LEARN  TO 

beanARTIST 
Stan  Drawing  at  Home  in  Your 
SPARE  TIME— Trained  ArtisU  are  . 
capable  of  earning  $40,  $60.  $75  ' 
a  week!  Our  practical  home  study 
training  makes  It  fun  to  learn 
COMMERCIAL  ART,  OESICNINCi 
and  CARTOONING  all  In  ONE  course. 

NO  previous  Art  experience  neces- Biov:  Write  for  details  and  FREE 
BOOK.  "Art  for  Pleasure  4e  Profit." STATE  AGE.  Veteimnat  Training 

approved  under  "Q.  I.*'  Bill. 
WASHINOTON     SCHOOL    OP    ART, 
Studio  8612C,  1119  lSthSt.,N.W..  i 

Washington  S,  P.  C. 



EASE  TORTURE 
SIMPLE  P ILeS 

•  Think  of  it!  A  single  soothing 
ointment  that  speeds  relief  from 

those  tortvires  of  simple  piles.  It's 
amazing  Pazo  Ointment — acts  in- 

stantly to  relieve  pain  of  itching — 
soothes  inflamed  tissues— lubri- 

cates dry,  hardened  parts— helps 
prevent  cracking  and  soreness — 
acts  to  reduce  swelling  and  check 

minor  bleeding.  It's  w^onderful! Your  doctor  can  tell  you  about 
Pazo  Ointment.  Get  it  at  your 

druggist's  today  . . .  with  the  pain- less, thorough  Pazo  Pile  Pipe  . . . 
or  in  handy  tin  and  suppositories. 
Made  by  the  makers  of  famous 
Grove's  Cold  Tablets. 

ABSORBINE  Jr. 

PICfURE 
iING  $1. 
EQUISITE  PICXnRB  RIKG-^nade  from  any 
loto.  SEND  NO  MONEY!  Mail  Dhoto  with  paper 
r  rine  size.  Pay  postman  ONLY  $1.00  plas  pos__ „ 
uid  tinted  25  cents  extra.   Photo  retamed  with  rin^ 
oney  back  euaiantee.  Send  photo  and  rin^  size  aOM  . 
ictura  Rine  Co..  Dent.  F-31.  CEncinnatii  O* 

Relieve  |TP|| 
Relieve  itching  caused  by  eczema, 
athlete's  foot,  pimples— other  itdi- ing  troubles.  Use  cooling,  medicated 
O.D.D.  Prescription.  Greaseless,  stain- 

less. Quiets  itching  fast.  35c  tiial  bot- 
tle proves  it — or  money  back.  Ask 

'  your  druggist  for  O.D.D.  Prescription. 

VETERAN'S DISCHARGE 

RING  *3 
95 Plus 

Fed.  Tax 
A  beautiful  and  massive  Ster- 

ling Silver  ring'  with  Gold 
plated  Discharge  Emblem  that 
every  ex-serviceman  will  love. 
It   will    make    an    ideal    gift. 

ND  NO  MONEY.  Just  send  name,  address  and  ring  size. 
y  PoGtman  on  delivery  plus  federal  tax  and  postage. 

EfARK    RING    CO.,     Dept.    444,     Box    5151.    CHICAGO    80 

LEARN  • 

MILLINERY 
AT  HOME 

Design  and  make  exclusive  hats  under  per- 
sonal direction  of  one  of  America's  noted 

designers.  Complete  materials,  bloclcs. 
etc.,  furnished.  Every  step  illustrated.  You 

make  exclusive  salable  hats  right  from  the  start.  Start  a 
profitable  business  in  spare  time.  Low  cost,  easy  terms. 

LOUIE    MILLER    SCHOOL    OF     MILLINERY 
225  North   Wabash  Avenue,    Dept.    1912,   Chicago   I,   III. 
Please  send  me  your  FREE  Illustrated  catalog. 

Print   
Addree$  . 

Maisie  and  the  Lion 
Hunter 

(Continued  from  page  37) 

There's  a  story  there.  And  someone's 
got  to  go  over  and  interview  this — 
this — "  she  glanced  at  the  telephone  pad 
where  she  had  scrawled  some  notes — 
"this  Mr.  Quentin  P.  Quikpaddle.  Bill- 
would  it  hurt  your  pride  to  be  a  re- 

porter for  the  Middleton  Beacon?" 
"You  bet  it  would!" 
"Oh,  darling! — you  mean  it  would 

humble  you  too  much  to  work  for  me, 

a  woman?" Bill  grinned.  "It  would  hurt  my 
pride  to  work.     Period." "Bill  Doolittle!"  Fire  sparkled  out 
of  Maisie's  eyes  and  the  lips  Bill  thought were  so  adorable  tried  their  best  to 

be  firm  and  uncompromising.  "You're 
going  to  take  that  job  whether  you  like 
it  or  not.  As  of  this  minute,  you're  the 
new  reporter  for  the  Beacon  and 
through  fire  and  flood,  through  hail  and 

lightning,  rain  or  snow,  it's  your sacred  duty  to  bring  back  a  sensational 

story!    The  presses  must  roll — " 

PUZZLED,  Bill  glanced  out  the  win- 
dow. "The  sun  is  shining.  There's 

hardly  any  snow — "  he  put  in  mildly. 
"Don't  change  the  subject.  Find 

out  who  this  guy  really  is  and  what 
he's  doing  in  Middleton.  From  the  way 
Elspeth  says  he's  acting,  he  may  be  an 
escaped  convict  or  a  Congressman  or 

What — " 
"But,  honey,"  Bill  pleaded,  "I  just 

can't  walk  up  to  a  perfect  stranger  and 
ask  him  if  he's  an  escaped  convict. 
Anyway,  I  don't  see  what's  so  mysteri- ous about  coming  to  town  and  putting 

up  at  a  hotel  and — " 
Her  eyes  opened  to  the  widest.  "Not mysterious?  With  the  hotel  register 

just  full  of  John  Smiths  and  he  signs 
himself  Quentin  P.  Quikpaddle?  Why 
it's — it's — downright  dishonorable,  that's 
what  it  is!  I  wouldn't  trust  a  man  like 
that  in  broad  daylight!"  Her  manner 
changed;  became  brisk.  "Hurry  up 
now.  Bill.  Here's  your  hat — here's 
some  paper — sharpen  your  pencil  on 
the  way  out  .  .  .  ace  reporter  William 
Doolittle!  .  .  .  Gentleman  of  the  Press!" 

"We'll  go  into  that  Press  business, 
sometime — but  I'm  no  gentleman!" "Bill!" 

Like  a  tiny  whirlwind  her  energy 
drove  him  out  of  the  office  and  on  up 
the  street.  Through  the  window  she 
watched  his  retreating  back  and  a  little 
frown  puckered  her  forehead. 

"Look  at  him!"  she  sighed  to  herself. 
"Just  brimming  over  with  no  en- 

thusiasm at  all — the  big,  good-for- 
nothing,  good-looking,  wonderful  lug." Waiting  did  nothing  to  lessen  her 
worry;  rather,  it  increased  it.  This 
Quentin  P.  Quikpaddle  story  was  im- 

portant. Local  news  had  been  in  the 
doldrums  lately,  with  nothing  more 
dramatic  happening  to  make  a  front 
page  story  than  the  search  for  Farmer 
Jimpson's  prize  steer  out  on  Route  20, 
and  the  rescue  of  little  Timothy  Wains 
from  the  tree  trunk  where  he  had 
wedged  himself.  Never  at  a  loss  for 
words,  she  had  done  her  best  with  the 
story,  making  out  the  firemen  as  heroes 
who  had  done  the  rescuing.  But  it 
wasn't  very  successful  since  everyone 
knew  that  Timothy  Wains  was  incurably 
addicted  to  climbing  trees  and  just  as 
incurably  reluctant  to  come  down  once 
he  was  up  .  .  .  until  he  got  hungry. 

"Oh,  darn! — there's  so  much  I  forgot 
to  tell  Bill  and  I'm  afraid  he'll  make  a 

i=M!M.n.'i.-f,iiJ EXQUISITE  JEWELRY!  Senil No  Money ! 
Latest  styles.  Satisfaction  Guaranteed  or  Money  Back. 
Pay  postman  C.O.D.  on  arrival,  plus  postage  and 
20%    Federal  Tax.  You'll  be  delighted!   Order  today. SEND  ALL  ORDERS  TO 

International  Diamond  Co.,2435IndianaAve.,Deptlll4,Cliicagol6,  III. 

LADIES'  FINE  SWISS  WATCH 
It's  elegant!  Guaranteed  7 
Jewel.  Accurate.  Beautiful 
engrave  chrome  metal  case. 
No.  N-17  Price  14.95 

IWEN'S  SWISS  WATCH 

Radium  dial.  Sweep-hand. 
Guaranteed  4  Jewel.  Accu- 

rate.   Smart   chrome   case. 
No.  N-16  Price  11.45 

14K  GOLD  BRIDAL  PAIR  14K  GOLD  BRIDAL  PAIR 
8  brilliant  genuine  chip  dia-  14  Sparkling  genuine  chip 
monds.    Engraved.  Lovely,  diamonds.  Engraved.  Smart. 
N-4  Price  7.85  each    2  for  14.9S  N-5  Price  8.85  each    2  For  1630 

lOK  GOLD  RING 

6  Genuine  chip  di- amonds. Engraved. 
It's  Adorable! 
No.  N-14    Price  9.95 

PICTURE  RING 
Insert  any  photo. 

Engraved  gold  col- or metal. 

No.  N.58     Price  98c 

CLUSTER  RING 

Gold  color  Ster- ling Silver.  10 
sparkling  stones. 
No.N-59    Price  2.98 

MEN'S  lOK  GOLD 

BIRTHSTONE  RING 
_  Genuine  chip 

diamonds.  Simu- lated. N-5G        9.98 

INITIAL  RING 
Smart — engraved. 
Beautiful  rich  gold 

color  metal. 
No.  N-68    Price  1.49 

lOK  GOLD  RING 

Simulated  Birth- stone.    2    Genuine 

chip  diamonds. No.N-10    Price  7.95 

BRIDAL  SET 

11  sparkling  simu- lated diamonds. 
N0.N-41B  2.98 

12K  GOLD  FILLED 

Sparkling  simu- lated Birthstone 
on  Sterling  Silver. 
No,  N-66     Price  1.98 

STERLING   RING 

Brilliant,  spark- ling 12  large  sin 

lated  diamonds. 
No.N-67    Price  2.98 

SEND  ALL  ORDERS  TO 
hteniational  Diamond  Co.,  2435  Indiana  Avc^DeptllH  Ciucago  16,ItL 
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Chest  Cold  Misery 
Relieved  by 

Moist  Heat  of 

ANTIPHLOGISTINE 
SIMPLE 

CHEST  COLD 
The  moist  heat  of  an 

c!!»TUDnAT  ANTIPHLOGISTINE  poul- 

DDnuruiAi  '»*=«    relieves    cough, 

iSmT«Tii»M   tightness  of  chest,  mus- 

eiuDic  cle  soreness  due  to  chest 

^BKS  Dmiicc  coW.  bronchial  irritation 

f «Sc  uiil^i  re  an«J  simple  sore  throat. SORE  MUSCLES  Apply  ANTIPHLOGISTINE 
BOILS  poultice  just  hot  enough 
to  be  comfortable — then  feel  the  moist 
heat  go  right  to  work  on  that  cough, 
tightness  of  chest,  muscle  soreness. 
Does  good,  feels  good  for  several  hours. 
The  moist  heat  of  an  ANTIPHLOGISTINE 

poultice  also  reduces  swelling  and  relieves  pain 

due  to  a  boil,  simple  sprain,  bruise,  or  sintilar 

injury  or  condition  and  limbers  up  stifF,  aching 
muscles.  Get  ANTIPHLOGISTINE  (Aunty  Flo) 

in  tube  or  can  at  your  drug  store  NOW. 

'Antiplilogistiiie^ Tie  WhitePackage  with  the  Orange  Band 

BeYourOwnMUSICTeadier 
LEARN    AT    HOME  THIS    MONEY    SAVING   WAY 
Simple  as  A-B-C  Your  lessons  consist  of  real  selections,  in- 

stead of  tiresome  exercises.  You  read  real  notes— no 
"numbers"  or  trick  music.  Some  of  our  850,000  students 
are  band  LEADERS.  Everything  is  in  print  and  pictures. 
First  vou  are  told  what  to  do.  Then  a  picture  shows  you 
how.  Soon  you  may  become  an  excellent  musician. 
Mail  coupon  for  our  illustrated  Free  Book  "^ and  Print  and  Picture  Sample.  Mention 
vour  favorite  instrument.  U.  S.  School  of 
Music.  30612  Brunswick  Bldg.,N.Y.10,N.Y. 

FREE 
BOOKLET 

U.  S.  School  of  Music,  30612  Brunswick  BIdg.,  N.Y.IO.N.Y. 
Please  send  me  Free  Booklet  and  Print  and  Picture  Sample, 
I  would  like  to  play  (Name  Instrument). 

Have  you 

If  Instrument    Instrument?   
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Name.   

Address.. 

(Please  Print) 

clambake  out  of  this.  I  forgot  to  tell 
him  to  tip  his  hat  over  one  eye  and  keep 
it  on  no  matter  where  he  is  and  be 
sure  to  talk  out  of  one  corner  of  his 
mouth  so  that  he  will  impress  this 

Quakdiddle — Quikpaddle — that  he's  a 
real,  big-time  reporter.  What  if  he 
doesn't  get  the  story — and  we  go  to 

press  in  an  hour!" The  door  banged  and  a  burly  figure 
plunged  through. 
"Dream  Girl!  Princess  in  the  Ivory 

Towel!  You  art  as  fair  as  moonshine — " Lochinvar  Polaski  braked  himself  to 
a  stop  with  his  hands  on  the  desk  and 
gazed  at  the  girl  with  what  be  thought 
was  a  loverlike  expression. 

"Lockie — you're  the  answer  to  a 
maiden's  prayer!" 

"I  am?" 
"That's  not  exactly  what  I  meant," 

she  amended,  hastily.  "I  mean  I  have 
a  job  for  you  to  do." "Command  me.  I  am  at  your  feet,  my 
head  is  in  the  clouds,  my  nose  is  to  the 
grandstand,  my  heart  deposits  in  your 

hands — " 
"Stay  in  one  piece,  Lockie.  I  need 

you.  I  need  you  to  go  over  to  the  hotel 
and  interview  a  suspicious  mug  who  has 
registered  there  under  the  name  of 
Quentin  P.  Quikpaddle.  Find, out  who 
he  really  is  and  what  he  is  doing  here 

in  Middleton." 

"IH — you  mean  this  jer-this  visitor  is 
il  traveling  incomplete?  He's  denono- 

mous?    He's  got  a  nombly-plume?" Familiar  as  Maisie  was  with  Lochin- 
var's  high-handed  approach  to  the 
King's  English,  she  was  stumped  for  a 
second.  Then  her  face  cleared.  "That's 
right,  Lockie.  He  is  indeed  anonymous 
and  incognito.  The  Beacon  needs  the 

story  for  the  front  page  and  I've  sent 
Bill  over  but  he  may  need  help.  You've 
got  to  get  it — if  I  don't  get  a  good  story 
soon,  I  might  just  as  well  start  running 
The  Five  Little  Peppers  in  serial  form 
as  far  as  our  subscribers  are  concerned." 

"I  go,  fair  lady.  Even  as  knights  of 
old  jousted  in  the  turn-abouts  and  did 
brave  deeds  to  find  honorable  mention 

in  their  lady's  favor,  so  I,  too,  take  up 
my  lance,"  clenching  the  pencil  in  one 
big  fist,  "and  am  off  to  prove  my  medal. 

I  go!" 

And  he  went. 

But  still  Maisie's  pert  face  was 
troubled.  Between  Lockie's  unbounded 
but  often  mis-directed  enthusiasm  and 

Bill's  complete  lack  of  it,  there  wasn't 
much  choice.  Neither  of  them  was  ex- 

actly dependable.  So  when  Terry  came 
in  shortly  from  his  morning  errands, 
she  hustled  the  youngster  over  to  the 
hotel,  too. 

"I'm  counting  on  you,  Terry.  You've 
been  begging  for  a  chance  to  be  a 
real  newspaperman  and  now  you  have 
it.  Corner  this  Quikpaddle,  even  if  you 
have  to  break  down  his  door — but  get 

the  story!" After  all,  Bill  shouldn't  mind  if  he 
had  competition.  And,  anyway,  Lockie 
and  Terry  were  only  going  to  help  him. 
With  all  of  them  interviewing  the 
stranger,  they  were  sure  to  bring  back 
all  the  facts.  At  least,  the  Beacon  was 
assured  of  a  front  page  splash  and  may- 

be she'd  get  some  new  subscriptions 
and  the  bank  balance  would  stop 
shrinking  so  alarmingly.  Maisie 
hummed  a  little  to  herself  as  she  picked 
up  some  copy  for  proof-reading. 

The  minutes  went  by.  Ten  .  .  .  fifteen 
...  a  half-hour.  Now  she  was  begin- 

ning to  get  a  little  nervous  again  as  her 
eyes  kept  glancing  at  the  clock.  One 
of  the  three  should  be  back  soon — Mr. 
Elspeth  had  said  the  new  guest  would 

Can't  Keep 
Grandma  In 
Her  Chair 

She's  as  Lively  as  a  Youngster^ 
Now  her  Backache  is  better 

Many  sufferers  relieve  naggnng  backache  oaickly, 
once  they  discover  that  the  real  cause  of  their  trouble, 
may  be  tired  kidneys. 

The  kidneys  are  Nature's  chief  way  of  taking  1 
excess  acids  and  waste  out  of  the  blood.  They  hel|j 
most  people  pass  about  8  pints  a  day. 

When  disorder  of  kidney  function  permits  poison 
ous  matter  to  remain  in  your  blood,  it  may  cause  nag 
eing  backache,  rheumatic  pains,  leg  pains,  loss  of  pen 
and  energy,  getting  up  nights,  swelling,  jmiEnesj 
under  the  eyes,  headaches  and  dizziness.  Frequent  at 
scanty  passages  with  smarting  and  burning  some 
times  shows  there  is  something  wrong  with  you 
kidneys  or  bladder. 

Don't  waitl  Ask  your  druggist  for  Doan's  Pills, 
a  stimulant  diuretic,  used  successfully  by  millions 
for  over  40  years.  Doan's  give  happy  relief  and  will 
help  the  15  miles  of  kidney  tubes  flush  out  poison- 

ous waste  from  your  blood.  Get  Doan's  Pills. 

DON'T  CUT  CUTICLES 
New  Cream  Beautifies  Nails, Softens  Cuticle 
Reduce  on  manicures !  Manicare 

helps  keep  nails  flexible  — easy  to 
shape.  Removes  dead  cuticle  with- 

out cutting.  Prevents  hangnails. Removes  stains.  Get  a  jar  today.  ̂ ^.  ̂  

35c  &  lOc  at  cosmetic  counters  r^''V';:<'""f^A'?_''1l MANICARE 
Good  Housekeeping 

,M  ̂ ^  DUE   TO    CAVITY    • 

GET  QUICK  relief  with  Dent's  Tooth  Gum  or  Denfa 
Tooth  Drops!  "Cavity  Toothache"  frequently  Btrikee at  night.  Be  prepared.  Buy  either  pscka^e 
from  your  drugeiet«  todav.  Keey  it  handy  for 
childrea  and  aduJta.  Follow  easy  directions. 

il DENT'S 

TOOTH    CUM 

TOOTH     DROPS 

STAMMER? 
Tbis  new  128-page  book,  '■Stammering,  Its  Cause 
and  Correction."  describes  the  Bogue  Unit  Method 
for  scientific  correction  of  stammering  and  stut 
terlng — successful  for  45  years.  Benj. N.Bogue, 
Dept.  1190,  Circle  Tower,  Indianapolis  4.  Ind. 

^\mik^MiCi\\a}\  CTuitS**.. HO  MItSICAt  MHOWlOfee  MWIIta 

faff  Instraetive  Recoidiiig.  3  Inbe- •  ••*•  dnetoiT  Usmbs  $L00.  Poy 

postman  $L00  piss  postage  and  C  0.  D.I 
ekaige  01  send  $L00  diiect  TiansposeyMX 

own  popnlai  ninsie.  Foi  infonution  wiite- 
D.  r.  FASSEn  GUITAB  SYSTEM,  DepLM126 
ni3  S.  Figiuni.  In  Angela  3.  CaliL.  Fhnu  TW  50M 

A  dress  for  every  day  within  your  means. 
sorted    Styles,     Colors    and    Prints.      USBD      
CLEANED — Some  may  need  repairs.  Sizes  12  to  18 
only.  Send  $1.00  deposit,  balance  C.O.D.  plus 
postage  SATISFACTWN  GUARANTEED  or  pur- chase price  refunded  promptly.  FREE  CATALOG. 
OUR  BETTER  DRESSES  (used)  T0*»  VALUE Sizes  12  to  20  and  38  to  44  «  for  $3.90 
COTTON  DRESSES  (used). .. .5  forS2.95         Sizes 
OUR    BETTER    GRADE   3forS2.55      12  to  20 

COLUMBIA    MAIL    ORDER    CO. rand   St.  Dept.    109  New  York  2,   N. 

Learn  Profitable  Profession 
in  QO  days  at  Honie 
Many  Swedish  Massage  ffraduateg  make  SoO, 
$75  or  even  more  per  week.  Laree  full  time 
incfme  from  doctors,  hospitals,  sanato- 
nums.  clubs  or  private  practice.  Others  make 

good  money  in  spare  time.  You  can 
1  win  independence  and  prepare  for 
}  future  security  by  training  at  home 

^>^   andoualifyingforDiploma,    Anatomy 

SMART  SIMULATED     Xj 

DIAMOND  BINGf  I 

$1.95 

each  or     c;o  qb 

both  for    »*•»' 

I  You  will  love  to  wear  these 
I  beautiful  Engagement  and  Wed- 
Iding  rings,  set  with  sparkling 
I  simulated  diamonds,  a  perfect 
I  reproduction  of  genuine  diamond 
1  rings.  You  may  have  the  rings 
J  In  yellow  Gold-Plate  or  Sterling 

I  Silver. 

J  Send  No  Money 
I  Just  send  name»  addreas  and  ring 
1  size.  Pay  Postman  on  deliveryplns 
[20^0  Federal  Tax  and  postage 
charges. 

CLARK  RING  CO.,  Dept.  441,  Box  5151,  Chieogo 
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T..AND  LOOK  iO 
JYiARS  YOUNGER 
•  Now,  at  home,  you  can  quickly  tint  telltale  gray  to 
natural-appearing  shades— Irom  lightest  blonde  to  dark- 

est black.  Brownatone  and  a  small  brush  does  it— or  your 
money  back.  Approved  by  thousands —Brownatone  i8 
guaranteed  harmless  when  used  as  directed.  No  skin  test 
needed.  The  principal  coloring  agent  is  a  purely  vege- 

table derivative  with  iron  and  copper  salts  added  for  last 
action.  Cannot  affect  waving  ol  hair.  I-asting — does  not 
wash  out.  Just  brush  or  comb  it  In.  One  application 
Imparts  desired  color.  Simply  retouch,  as  new  gray  ap- 
Dcars.  Easy  to  prove  on  a  test  lock  ol  your  hair.  60o 
Smd  $1.65  at  druggists.  Get  BROWNATONE  now,  or 

Write  for  FREE  TEST  BOTTLE 
Mention  natural  color  ol  your  hair.  Send  a  post  card 
today— BROWNATONE,Dept.28-D.COVINGTON.KY. 

PHOTO-RING ANY  PHOTO  OR  PICTURE  of 
Swoetheart,  Relative  or  Friend, 
reproduced      per  ma-  ^ 
nently  in  this  beau-  AS^I 
tiful  onyx  like  ring  ̂ fr  ■ featuring      the      New  ■ 

Magnified   Setting!     Will   last  a  lifetime:     Inde-  JH 
Btructibte!    Waterproof!    Enclose    strip    of   paper 
for    ring    size.      Pay    postman    plus    a   few   cents,-        ̂ .        .  .    , 
postage.      Jf    yon    send    cash    we    pay   postage,  itiperuj  piintsi 
(Photos   Returned).  25e  extra) 
PHOTO   MOVETTE   RING  CO..   Dept.  0-69,   CINCINNATI,   O. 

LEG     SUFFERERS 
Why  continue  to  suffer  without  attempt- 

ing to  do  something?  Write  today  for  New 
Booklet — "THE  LIEPE  METHODS  FOR 
HOME  USE."  It  tells  about  Varicose 
Ulcers  and  Open  Leg  Sores.  Liepe  Methods 
used  while  irou  waVt..  More  than  40  years  of 
success.  Praised  and  en- 

dorsed by  multitudes. 

UEPE  METHODS.  3284  N.  Green  Bay  Ave. 

Dept.  36-N.   Milwaukee,  Wisconsin 

FREE 

BOOKLET 

AR-EX 

In  cosmetics,  too,  phy- 
^.  Sfcians  know  best.  Ask  I 

\  your  doctor  about  AR-EX  \ 
^r    ICosmetics.  At  leading  \ 

drug  stores.  Write  for  ""/S"  "  "',"■' 
FREE  BOOKLET:  "Nevsr  l%n(?iTcA 
Facts  on  Skin  Care."  foB^S^^S^j 

U-EX  COSMETICS.  INC,  10i6-HL  W.  Van  Buren  SL.  Chicago  7.  III. 

^'^toMM^S  DlCTIONAnV 
•  Whafs  the  "Hot  Squat"?  "The  Devil'i 
Piano"  ?  A  "Gam"  ?  This  up-to-the-minute dictionary  of  modem  slang  has  the  answers  to 
over  3500  slang  words  and  expressions.  Over 
200  Jive  Jargon.  Over  40  Illustrations,  -^  ̂  
It's  fun.  You'll  laugh,  relax,  en-  OC 
tertain    your    friends.     Order    direct.    ̂ uC 
Stamps  or  coin.    Postpaid  only. 

L.  B.  ROBISON  CO.,  Dept.  I,  Newton, Iowa. 

ANY  PHOTO  ENLARGED 
Size  8  X 10  Inches  ■■  ■■ 

5? an  DOUBLE-WEIGHT  PAPER 
Same  price  for  foil  length  or 
bast  form,  groaps,  landscapes, 
pet  animals,  etc.,  or  enlarge- 

ments of  any  part  of  sroap 
picture. 
Original  returned  with  year  9  f  av  ̂ 1  9C 
enlargement.  O  lOr  ̂ 1«£9 

SEND  NO  MONEY  jost  mail  photo. oegatjpe  or  snapshot  (any  size)  and  receive  your 
enlargement,  guaranteed  fadeless,  on  beaatifnl 
double-wei^t  portrait  quality  paper.  Pay 
postman  57c  plus  postage  — or  send  59c  with 
order  and  we  pay  postage.  Take  advantage  of  this  smazlnff  offer  OOW. 
Send  your  photos  today. 

PROFESSIONAL  ART  STUDIOS 
100   East  Ohio  Street        Dept.    1556-W        Chicago  <11),    III. 

ALMOST  INCREDIBLE  NEW 
scientifically  compounded  treatment  for 

PIMPLES 
TING  works  while  it 

helps  hide  them! 
You  simply  apply  ting  to 
pimples,  let  it  dry — and  whisk 
oflf  excess  powder,  ting  is  both 
fungicidal  and  germicidal  — 
really  works  wonders  for  ex- 

ternally caused  pimples.  Even 
if  other  products  have  failed, 
ask  your  druggist  for  new  tinjg 
antiseptic  medicated  cream 
Stainless,  greaseless.  Only  50c 

be  either  in  the  lobby  or  his  hotel 
room. 

So  it  was  with  relief  that  she  heard 
the  door  suddenly  open.  She  swung 
round  in  her  chair — but  then  stopped, 
disappointed. 

It  was  only  a  timid-looking  little 
man  who  had  stepped  gingerly  inside 
the  office.  He  kept  twirling  his  hat 
around  in  his  hands  as  if  he  didn't know  what  else  to  do  with  them.  His 
feet  seemed  to  be  edging  him  back  out 
of  the  door,  and  his  eyes  stayed  on  the 
floor — which  wasn't  the  usual  reaction 
of  a  man  on  seeing  the  blonde  editor  of 
the  Beacon  for  the  first  time. 

"Yes?"  she  asked,  trying  to  sound 
prim.  "Is  there  anything  we  can  do  for 

you?" 

"We? — are  there  more  like  you? — as 
beautiful  as  you,  I  mean?"  the  little 
man's  voice  was  awed  and  shaken. 

"Oh,  no.  That  is,  I  mean — is  there 
anything  I  can  do  for  you?" He  seemed  to  pluck  up  his  courage 
and  moved  towards  the  desk.  "I'd  like 
to  run  a  little  ad  in  the  paper.  If  you 
wouldn't  mind,"  he  added  hastily. 

"If  I  wouldn't  mind!  Mister,  I  hear 
those  words  in  my  sleep  and  they  al- 

ways, somehow,  sound  like  the  tinkle  of 
money  in  the  cash  register.  How  many 
lines  do  you  want?  Shall  I  help  you 

write  it?" 
"ITO,  thank  you,  I  have  it  all  written 
11  out."  He  cleared  his  throat  as  Maisie 

snatched   at  pencil   and   paper.     "This 

is  it — 
"'Wanted,  enterprising  young  men 
to  sell  farm  machinery.  Old  estab- 

lished  firm.      Good    -future.      New 
territory.    Write,  Box — " 
"Box  254,"  Maisie  supplied. 
"Box  254,  care  of  the  Middleton  Bea- 

con.    That's  all  of  it.  Miss,  and  thank 
you."      He    sidled    away    towards    the 
door  and  then,  seeing  Maisie's  eyes  on 
his  questioningly,  he  blushed.     "Oh,  I 
forgot  to  pay  you."    He  came  back  and 
dug  in  his  pocket  for   change.     "Will 
you  run  it  for  three  days? — it's  really 
all  right,  Miss,  it  really  is  an  old,  estab- 

lished firm  and  I  have  the  agency.    It's 
on  the  level." "I'm  sure  it  is,"  she  said,  kindly,  as 
she  took  the  money.  "W^'ll  run  it, 
starting  today,  and  I  hope  you  get  re- 

sults. Though — frankly — I  have  my 
doubts.  I'm  having  a  little  trouble  that 

way  myself." "You're  in  the  farm  "machinery  busi- 
ness?" he  asked,  startled. 

"No — I  want   an  enterprising  young 

man." 

"Oh." 

He  backed  out  of  the  door,  sheepishly. 
She  had  a  sudden  desire  to  pat  the 
little  man  on  the  head  and  assure  him 
that  everything  would  be  okay.  He 
was  just  like  a  cute  little  bunny  rabbit, 
with  his  button  nose  twitching  that way. 

As  the  door  closed  behind  him, 
Maisie  glanced  at  the  clock  again. 
Twelve-thirty!  They  went  to  press  in 
ten  minutes  and  not  one  of  her  re- 

porters was  back  yet  with  the  story. 
Why  hadn't  she  been  smart  and  gone 
herself? — why  hadn't  she  known  bet- 

ter?— where^were  Bill  and  Terry  and — 
"Lockie!"  While  he  was  still  turning 

the  doorknob,  she  had  raced  across  the 
office  and  flung  the  door  open.  "Have 
you  got  it?  Did  you  interview  him — 
who  is  he?  What's  he  doing  here? 
What  kept  you?" "Let  me  catch  my  windpipe,  Dream 
Girl.  I  sped  with  the  wings  of  Mer- 
curochrome  all  the  way  from  the  hotel," 
He  gasped  for  breath  and  then  tore  a 

2  GOLD  PLATED  Both  g\f\d 

RINGS°°>9o YouGetaSimulated  BirthstoneRing 
AND  a  Simulated  Cameo  Ring 
for  This  ONE  LOW  PRICE! 

SliBIRTHSTONE 
RING 

Smart! 

New! 
Never  before 
in  our  history 
have  we  made 

Buch  a  sensa- 
tional offer.  This  lovely  ring 

is  set  with  your  very  own 
X  simulated  Birthstone  in 

/»y  beautiful  sweetheart  de- li'  AsigTi.  Smartl  NewlGen- 
ume  Gold  Plated  shank 
is  adjustable — to  fit  any size  finger.  Nowatlast, 

,  you  can  know  the  thrill and  satisfaction  of  own- 
,  ing  your  own  simulated birthstone.  Look  below: 

Select  YourVery  Own 
BIRTHSTONE  Color Jannary  •  Garnet 
Febrnary*  Amethysfe 
Mercb^>  •  Aanamarine 
April    -  •   White  Sapphira 
May  •  •  •  Green  Spinel 
Jane    •  >  AlexEindrito 
Joly  -  •  .  Raby 
Ansnst    •   PeridoC September-Sapph  ire 

October   •  Rozircon  '' 

November-Gold'n  Sspphbo 

December  *  Zircon 

Remember^ on  this  offer  you    

not  only  get  the  beautitul  heart- Bhaped  simulated  Birthstone  ring 
shown  above,  but  also  the  lovely 
simulated  Cameo  birthstone  ring 
shown  below.  This  beautifully  mooldea 
Cameo  has  the  elegance  and  beauty  you 
would  eKpect  to  find  in  more  expensive 
rings.  It  comes  in  your  own  exquisite 
birthstone  color  asainst  a  black  oval 

background.  Each  cameoeetting'is moontedonaOoldPlated  shank  in  latest 
adjustable  desisiu  Will  fit  any  size  fin- 
crer.SatisfactionpoBitivelyKuarantee-d. 

Send  No  Money. 
Just  give  as  yonrname  and  j 
address  and  the  month 
you  were  bom.  Either^ 
clip  this  ad  or  mail  > 

a  penny  postcard.  /^ Then  pay  post- 
man only  9ScJ 

plus  tax  and 

postageonar- i rival  for  two  I 
Rings.  Therel 

is  no  obligation* 
. . .  You  must  be     , 
delighted  with  the  <, 
appearance  &  qual-    ̂  Ity  of  these  lovely 

Rings  or  you  can  return"' them  withm  10  days  for  refundT" ILLINOIS  MERCHANDISE  MART    
Dept.  9S02,  510  N.  Dearborn  St.,  Cbicago  10,  Uti 

IDUJEST 
RHDIOS 

at  Greater-Than-Ever  VALUES 
BIG,  POWERFUL 
WORLD-       ll 

RANGING 

CHASSIS 

with  F  M 
(Frequency  Modulotion) 
5  WAVE  BANDS 

The  SYMPHONY  GRAND 

AM   -   FM 
RADIO-PHONOGRAPH 

CONSOLE 
A  magnificent  radio  and  musical 
instrument  that  is  completely 
new — from  the  ground  up.  Big, 

powerful  Series  16  Chassis 
brings  in  long  wave,  short  wave 

and  FM  reception  ...  an  auto- 
matic record-changing  phono- 

graph .  . .  and  scores  of  iNKVV 
Post-war  features.  EASY    TERMS 

BUY  DIRECT  FROM  FACTORY  and  SAVE! 

^  MIDWEST  RADIO  CORPORATION  "| 
Dept.  28-A,  Cincinnati  2,  Ohio  | 

Gentlemen:     Please    send    mc    your    new    FREE  J 
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{    FREE  Please  send  me  a  whole  day's I     supply  of  Dennison  Diaper  Liners. 

Name 

.State. 

I't  be  a  Diaper  Dnidgel 
Dennison  Diai>er  Liners  reduce  unpleasant- 

ness in  changing  and  washing  my  diapers.  Just 
fold  a  Liner  inside  diaper  next  to  my  skin. 
When  soiled,  flush  away.  No  hard  scrubbing. 
Sanitary.  Helps  prevent  diaper  rash.  Costs 
only  a  few  cents  a  day.  deluxe:  200  for  $1: 
CRADLE  TIME  »  DOWNEESOFT:  200  for_69^. 

DIAPER   LINERS 
Wherever  Baby  Goods  Are  Sold 

Guides  Silk  Floss* 
Easily— Safely,  Qeans 
BETWEEN  All  Tealh 

WliMaBruihingCan'l;  >^ 
Instantly  removes  fermenting  food  par- 
ticlej — YOURS  for  o  jweeter  breath — 
Start  todoyr  Keep  yoOr  teeth  beautiful. 
Using  one  week  really  convinces.  Ask 
Dentist,  Druggist,  or  send  50c  in  stamps 
for  a  complete  sample,  or  dollar  bill  for 

family  ossortment  postpaid  — 
Refills  25c— Dept.  Mac- 12-46; 

V..,»^''   FLOSSY  DENTAL  MFGRS.  "c*hfc°aeo"lir'' 

Adiustable-Folding 

ALUMINUM  CRUTCHES 
Here  is  the  first  great  improvement  in  crutch 
design  and  construction.  WING  Adjustable- 
Folding  Crutches  have  a  single  shaft  of  satin* 
finish  aluminum  alloy... strong,  beautiful,  resil- 

ient and  easy  to  handle.  WING  Crutches 
are  quickly  adjustable  for  height  and  may 
he  folded  for  auto  travel,  at  the  theatre,  or 

for  use  as  walking  canes.  Rubber 
arm  rests  are  coocour  dc-- 
signed,  handgrips  scien- 

tifically angled.  You'll  be 
proud  of  your  WINGS. 
Your  dealer  can  supply  you... 

\JlVL>-^  ̂ ^^prwrite  fordescriptivefolder. 

ALUMINUM  FOLDING  CRUTCH  CO. 
416  W.  EIGHTH  ST.      SUITE  1302       lOS  ANGELES,  CALIF. 

SWISS  POCKET  WATCH 
Dependable,  handsome! 
Accurate  timekeeper. 
Modernistio  etyle.  Finer 
ouality.  Precision  built. 
Unbreakable  cr^^stal. 
Artistically  designed 
chrome  plated  metal  case. 
fiurantM  With  Eviry  Watch 

This  complete  5-Piece 
Outfit  includes  this  beau- 

tiful Watch,  matching 
Knife  and  Chain,  Kabbit'a Foot  Charm,  and  rich  sold 
color  metal  engraved  Ring, 
designed  with  your  own 
initial.  Give  initial  wanted 
and  ring  size. 
SEND  NO  MONEY! 
Wear  At  Our  Risk 

Satisfaction  guaranteed 
or  money  back.  Watch  or 
accessories  can  be  bought  separately,  if  desired.  Order  now. 
Pocket  Watch   Price  JS.SO 

Knife,  Chain,  Rabblt't  Foot,  and  Ring  Price  $3.95 
The  Regular  Price  of  this  Complete  5- Piece  Outfit  is  $12a4S> 
However,  our  Special  Low  BARGAIN  Price  to  you  is 
only  $10.95.  You  save  $1.50.  Write  today.  Pay  postman 
C.O.Zj.  plus  postage  and  tax.  You'll  be  deligntedt 
InlcnatigMl  Diimond  C«.,  243S  bdiau  Atc,  Deft.  UlS,  Chiugo  16,  III. 

sheet  of  paper  out  of  his  pocket.  It 
was  covered  with  something  that  looked 
like  doodling,  as  Maisie  found  out 
when  she  tried  to  read  it. 

"That's  my  own  invention,"  Lockie 
assured  her  proudly.  "I  am  the  Alex- 

ander Graham  Crackers  of  the  long- 
shorthand  world.  Let  me  read  it  to 
you,  and  rest  your  beautiful  eyes  in 
your  beautiful  face.  Vision  of  Loveli- 

ness, this  is  indeed  a  beat-up  for  the 

Beacon!" 
He  cleared  his  throat  and  the  noise 

bounced  off  the  walls.  "Mr.  Quentin  P. 
Quikpaddle,  Espired,  is  none  other  than 
a  world-famous  exploder,  a  global-trot- 

ter, a  big-games  hunter  from  the  far 
corners  of  Madagooscar,  Pathay,  Bur- 
moose,  and  the  Congo — although  I  al- 

ways thought  that  was  something  you 
wiggled  to  music.  Howsomever,  he  has 
fought  tigers  in  the  Chinese  and  India 

jungles  and  he  is  a  real  'safari'!" "But  his  name,  Lockie!  His  real 
name!"  Excitement  shone  in  Marsie's 
face.  This  was  a  front-page  story  if 
she  ever  heard  one. 

"Gee,"  Lochinvar  was  crest-fallen. 
"I  forgot  to  ask  him.  I  had  to  be  so 
sub-rosy  about  this  entrayvoo,  I  didn't 
dast  let  him  know  what  I  was  up  to." 

SHE  patted  his  arm,  quickly,  sym- 
pathetically. "It's  okay,  Lockie.  I'll just  run  a  head  on  this  story  something 

like  Middleton  Plays  Host  to  World- 
Famous  Explorer  and  hint  he  is  here 
for  a  vacation  and  doesn't  want  his 
name  known.  I'll  make  it  sound  so 
our  readers  won't  dare  admit  they  can't 
recognize  such  an  important  man." 
And,  whistling  gaily,  Maisie  rolled  copy 
paper  into  her  typewriter  and  began 
pecking  out  the  story. 

"Go  on,  Lockie,  tell  me  more  about 
him.  Is  he  big?  Dark?  Light?  Hand- 

some?" 
"Why — gee — he's  mediocree,  that's 

what  he  is.  Dream  Girl,  you  ask  more 
questions  than  those  commonpotaters 

on  the  radio!" She  sighed,  finally,  with  satisfaction 

and  ripped  out  the  page.  "Well,  it  will 
just  have  to  do.  I've  padded  that  story 
till'  it  sounds  like  the  adventures  of 
Tarzan  and  the  Ape  Man.  If  this 
doesn't  sell  copies! — why,  nothing  as 
important  as  this  has  happened  in 
Middleton  since  the  First  National  Vice- 
President  took  a  powder  with  the  bank 
funds  and  ran  away  with  the  Widow 
Abernethy  .  .  .  and  that  happened  ten 

years  ago!  I've  gotta  run  down  with 
this,  Lockie,  and  give  it  to  Pop  Web- 

ster." 

And  she  rushed  the  copy  to  the  old 

typesetter. 
"You're  just  in  time!"  he  shouted 

above  the  clatter  of  his  machine.  "We 
go  to  press  in  five  minutes." Saucily  she  blew  a  kiss  at  his  bald 
head  and  jauntily  she  ran  up  the  steps 
to  the  office.  The  job  was  done;  the 
Beacon  would  be  on  the  streets  soon 

with — 
"Oof!"  she  clutched  her  middle.  A 

figure  had  catapulted  itself  through  the 
door  and  nearly  knocked  her  down. 

"Terry—!" 
"Stop  the  presses!  I've  got  a  scoop! 

I've  got  the  story  on  Quikpaddle!" 
■  "Take — it — easy — Terry,"  Maisie 
gasped.  "We've  already  got  the  story. 
Lockie  found  out  he  was  an  explorer 

in  India — " 
Terry  gave  Lochinvar  a  withering 

glance.  "What  does  he  know  about  it? 
I'll  bet  he  didn't  get  up  into  Quikpad- 
dle's  room,  like  I  did.  He's  no  ex- 

plorer— he's  a  Government  big-shot 
from  Washington!     He  told  me,   con- 

YOU  MAY  AIWAYS 
BE  CONSnnTED 

UNLESS- 
You  correct  faulty  living  habits — unless 
bile  flows  freely  every  day  from  your  gall 
bladder  into  your  intestines  to  help  digest 
fatty  foods  and  guard  against  constipation. 

so  USE  COMMON  SENSE!  Drink  more 
water,  eat  more  fruit  and  vegetables.  And 

if  assistance  is  needed,  take  Dr.  Edwards' Olive  Tablets.  They  not  only  assure  gentle 
yet  thorough  bowel  movements  but  also 
pep  up  your  lazy  bile  secretion  to  help 
digest  fatty  foods. 

Olive  Tablets,  being  purely  vegetable,  are 
wonderful  I  Used  successfully  for  over  20 
years  by  Dr.  F.  M.  Edwards  in  treating 
patients  for  constipation  and  sluggish  bile, 
today  Olive  Tablets  are  justly  the  choice 
of  thousands  upon  thousands  of  grateful 
users.  Test  their  goodness  tonight.  Follow 
label  directions.  15)f,  30^.  All  drugstores. 

THROAT  MISERY 
•  For  unpleasant  hawking,  cougbiag, 

caused  by  colds,  sinus  and  catarrh— use '  this  "old  stand-by  method"  that  thou- 

sands for  70  years  have  used . . .  HAIX'S TWO-METHOD  TREATMENT.    Loosens  and 

helps  clear  up  phlegm-filled  throat  and  nasal 
congestion  or  money  back.  Ask  your  drug- 
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HOW  TO 

ALWAYS 

GET  ALONG  WITH  PEOPLE 

The  girl  who  always  "gets  along"  is  the  girl 
who  won't  let  those  Monthly  Blues  make  her 
cross  or  jiunpy.  So  don't  you!  Instead  dis- 

cover Chi-Ches-Ters  Pills — how  they  help 
bring  such  palliative  relief  for  periodic  head- 

ache, cramps  and  that  miserable  "on-edge" 
feeling!  Only  50^,  or  larger  economy  boxes. 
Ask  your  druggist  for  Chi-Ches-Ters  today, 
and  take  only  as  directed. 

The  Improved  CHI-CHES-TERS  PILLS 
For  retiel  trom  "periodic  functional 

distress*' FREE — ^New  illustrated  booklet  of  intimate 
facts  every  woman  should  know.  Mailed  in 
plain  wrapper.  Write  today!  Chichester 
Chemical  Company,  Dept.O-12, Philadelphia 
46,  Pennsylvania. 

BE  A  DETECTIVE 
ORK    HOME    or    TRAVEL.      Experience    unneces- 
ry.        DETECTIVE      Particulars      FREE.        Write. 

EORGE  F.  D.  WAGNER,  125  West  86th  St..  N.  Y. 

FOR  nUfflMFOPT OF  PILES 
Sayman  Salve  helps  fo  soothe,  coo! 
and  protect  tender,  irritated  mem- 

branes, soften  hardened  parts,  lubri- 
cate dry  tissue.  Sample  FREE.  Write. 

SAITMAN  SALVE 
Sayman  Products,  Dept.  SP-4 
2101  Locust  St,  St  Louis,  Mo. 

SPECIAL  INTRODUCTORY  OFFER 

"First  Quality"  "First  Quality" 

ALL  NYLONS PURE  SILK  HOSE 
To  acquaint  you  with  this  grand  new  line  of 
top  quality  full-fashioned  hose  ...  1  Pair 
PUBE  SILK  HOSE  plus  1  Pair  ALL  NYLONS, 
new  fall  shade,  is  yours  for  the  value  of  the 
3-thread  chiffon  silk  hose  alone!  A  $5.45 
value  for  $4.25  postpaid. 

Present  supply  is  limited  —  only  1  pair  of 
eaQh  to  a  customer.  (Both  pairs  must  be 
same  size.)  Don't  miss  this  Special  Offer. Indicate  size  wanted  and  mail  your  order 
TODAY,  with  check  or  postal  money  order,  to 

TOWN    &   COUNTRY   PRODUCTS,   INC. 

Port  Washington,  New  York 

lelp  Yourself  to  Ready  Cash! 
$10,  $15  or  $50 

hack  and  every  week! 
There's  money  all  around  you — easy 
loney!  Help  yourself  to  some  of  it 

OW!  It's  simple — costs  you  nothing 
ut  your  spare  time.  Just  help  your 
eighbors  and  friends  by  taking  care 
f  their  subscriptions.  And,  remember, 
'hristmas  is  just  around  the  corner! 
bu  can  solve  Christmas  gift  prob- 
:ms  with  Gift  Subscription  orders! 
[ake  YOUR  Christmas  Gift  money 
OW,  easily  and  quickly!  It  means 
LO  or  $15  a  week  for  your  spare  time, 
Dssibly  $50  for  full  time.  Write  today 
itlj,out  delay  for  complete  details  to: 

Macfodden    Publications,    Inc., 

JDept.  RM  1246.  205  East  42nd  St., 
New  York  17.  N.  Y. 

fidentially,  he  had  just  come  from 
Washington,  D.  C,  and  he  had  a  new 
commission  that  would  mean  a  lot  to 
Middleton  farmers  and  he  called 
General  Eisenhower  by  his  first  name 
and — what's  more — "  Terry  drew  him- 

self up  straight  and  proud — "didn't  I get  a  peek  at  a  letter  on  his  desk  and 
wasn't  it  signed  by  the  President  of  the 
United  States,  himself?" 
The  evidence  was  overwhelming. 

Lockie  tried  feebly  to  discount  it.  "Huh 
— that's  mere  hearsee.  Didn't  I  get  an 
apostle  from  the  President,  myself,  a 

few  years  ago?  And  didn't  it  say 
Greetings  at  the  top?" 

But  Maisie  was  eyeing  him  with  dis- 
favor. "Lockie — do  you  know  for  sure 

he  was  an  explorer?" 
"Well — no,  Dream  Girl.  But  he  did 

say  he  had  been  fighting  tigers  in  China 

and  India." "Oh,  gosh!  I'll  bet  he  just  does  that 
for  a  hobby!  Now  I've  got  to  write  that 
story  all  over  again.  Lockie,  run  down 
and  tell  Pop  to  hold  the  press  for  a 
minute.  Terry,  give  me  all  the  dope — 

and  give  it  fast!" And  her  fingers  went  racing  over  the 
keyboard  in  her  own  scrambling  system 
of  hunt-and-peck,  as  the  story  luifolded. 
Quikpaddle,  the  mystery  man  .  .  .  the 
right-hand  man  of  the  Administration 
.  .  .  the  secret  envoy  of  the  Government 
to  Middleton  .  .  .  the  confidant  of 

statesmen  and  diplomats  .  .  .  the  brin'ger of  glory  and  honor  to  Middleton  .  .  . 
"Couldn't  we  say  that  maybe  they're 

planning  to  move  the  United  Nations 

to  Middleton,  Maisie?"  Terry's  eyes 
were  shining  with  excitement.  "He asked  a  lot  of  questions  about  the  land 
around  here  and  the  farmers." 

IIOT  stopping  her  typing  ,  Maisie  shook 
11  her  head.  "I  hope  not.  The  only 
language  I  can  say  'no'  in  is  American." 
She  jerked  the  copy  out.  "It's  ready 
— Lockie,  did  you  get  the  other  story 
pulled? — here,  Terry! — rush  this  down 
to  Pop  Webster — gee,  if  only  we  knew 

this  Quikpaddle's  real  name!" 
"I  can  tell  you  his  name." 
"Well,  tell  it  to  me,  quick."  Then 

Maisie  did  a  double-take.  "BILL  .  .  . 
WHERE  HAVE  YOU  BEEN!" 
"Hi,  everybody."  Bill  lounged 

through  the  door  and  yawned.  "What's 
all  the  fuss  about?  What's  everyone 

shouting  for?" "Bill — his  name!    Tell  me  his  name!" 
"Whose  name — Quikpaddle's?" 
"Yes!"  With  both  hands  Maisie 

hung  on  to  her  self-control.  Downstairs 
she  could  hear  the  clatter  of  the  type- 

setting machine;  precious  seconds  were 
flying;  how  could  Bill  be  so  slow  when 
they  needed  that  name? 

"Quentin  P.  Quikpaddle?" 
"Yes — Quentin  P.   what's  his  name, 

Bill  Doolittle!" "That  is  his  name.  Quentin  P.  Doo- 
little— I  mean,  Quikpaddle." Disgusted,  Maisie  sat  down  hard  in 

her  chair.  Lockie  and  Terry  gazed  at 
Bill  in  pitying  silence.  Only  Bill,  him- 

self, was  unconcerned  as  he  strolled 
over  to  the  desk  and  leaned  against  it. 

"Boy,  am  I  tired.  I  didn't  know  be- 
ing a  reporter  was  such  hard  work." 

"If  you  are  a  reporter,  Bill,"  her  tone 
was  ominous,  "where's  the  story?" 

"Oh — that.  Sorry,  honey,  but  there 
isn't  any  story.  Whole  thing  was  a 
waste  of  time  .  .  .  when  I  might  have 
been  here  with  you,  holding  hands,  and 
whispering  sweet  nothings.  The  guy 
is  some  kind  of  a  traveling  salesman, 

now." 

Terry  hooted.  Lockie  looked  supe- 
rior.   Maisie   cupped   her   chin   in   her 
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hands  and  sighed  in  weary  disillusion. 
"Bill — ^you  dope!  I  guess  you  just 

don't  understand  about  newspapers. 
And  I  had  such  high  hopes  for  you! 
Lockie  and  Terry  both  get  a  story,  but 

you — you  don't  get  anything  but  tired!" 
"But  there  wasn't  anything  to  get!" 

Bill  remonstrated  feebly. 

"A  good  reporter  always  gets  a 
story,  even  if  there  isn't  one.  Lockie 
comes  back  with  the  story  that  Quik- 
paddle  is  an  explorer — of  course,  that 
was  a  slight  error — but,  anyway,  Terry 
got  it  straight  and  now  we  know  he's 
a  big- shot  from  the  Government  in 
Washington.  And  you  think  he's  some 
kind  of  a  salesman!"  Now  Maisie  was 
really  warming  up.  "Did  you  talk  to 
him  or  did  you  get  so  tired  just  flirting 
with  that  red-head  in  the  hotel  coffee 

shop — " 
"But — Maisie — I  was  helping  Quik- 

paddle  at  the  station  unload — " 

"IION'T  interrupt  me.  This  is  more 
II  in  sorrow  than  in  anger.  Bill,  but 

you're  fired  .  .  .  again.  You  just  haven't 
got  newspaper  ink  in  your  veins  or 
something.  You'll  never  be  like  Front- 

Page Farrell.  You'll  never  get  to  wear a  trench  coat  and  be  cynical  and  know 
all  the  bartenders  in  town — " 
"You  don't  have  to  be  a  reporter 

to—" "Don't  interrupt.  You'll  never  get 
scoops  or  yell  'Stop  the  presses'  or  dis- 

cover who  murdered  the  corpse  on  page 
20,  or  call  gangsters  by  their  first  names 

or—" "But — Maisie — when  I  recognized 
Quikpaddle— "     ' 

"Don't  interrupt  ...  or  meet  all  the 
trains  and  the — BILL!  Did  .  .  .  you  .  .  . 
say  .  .  .  you  .  .  .  recognized  .  .,  .  Quik- 

paddle  ? 
"Sure.  I  recognized  him  the  min- 

ute I  saw  him.  It  was  only  a  year  or 
so  ago  that  I  met  him  when  I  was  in 
the  Army  camp  and  he  was  there  for  a 

few  days,  on  his  way  to — " There  was  horrified  silence  in  the 
room.  Even  Bill  stopped  talking. 
Maisie  clutched  the  desk  for  support. 

"Go  on,"   she  finally  managed  ,to   say. 
"Honestly,  Maisie,  I  don't  think  he'd 

like  being  called  an  explorer  or  a 
Government  official,  because  he  isn't.  I 
know  he  isn't.  Me  and  Quikpaddle  are 
buddies,  and  I  say  he's  an  ordinary  farm salesman,  here  on  business,  and  when  I 
was  over  at  the  station  I  helped  him 
get  all  his  farm  tractors  and  harrows 
and  stuff  unloaded — that  is,  I  super- 

vised." With  one  quick  movement,  Maisie 
pounced  onto  the  papers  on  her  desk 
and  came  up  with  a  single  sheet  ...  a 
carbon  copy  of  the  advertisement  she 
had  written  a  half -hour  earlier. 

"Tell  me,  quick — what  does  this 
Quikpaddle  look  like?  Is  he  small?" 

.  Three  heads  nodded.  "Is  he  sort  of 
shy?"  Heads  nodded  again.  "Is  he — ?" 
and  her  heart  was  sinking  down  to  her 
toes — "is  he  something  like  a  cute  little 
rabbit  when  he  talks?"  And  again they  all  agreed. 
"Oooh!"  The  front-page  story  had 

burst  like  a  bubble.  "There  goes  our 
big  scoop,  boys.  Our  front-page  hero 
is  only  the  farm-hand's  friend."  Then, since  both  Terry  and  Lockie  were  look- 

ing at  her  with  blank  faces,  she 
showed  them  the  carbon.  "If  that's 
Quikpaddle,  then  Bill  is  right.  He  was 
in  here  today  and  left  this  ad — Wanted, 

J^  enterprising  young  men  to  sell  farm 
machinery — .  And  I  wanted  to  pat  him 
on  the  head!  Terry — run  down  and 
tell  Pop  Webster  to  yank  that  story 

_„     — tell  him  to  use  anything  at  all — tell 

iiim  to  run  that  column  about  the  new 
garage  Mr.  Anderson  is  building  onto 

his  house — anything!" 
It  had  been  near-catastrophe. 

"Lockie,  do  you  guys  realize  how  close 
we  came  to  being  the  laughingstock  of 
the  town?  Or  maybe  being  slapped 
with  a  libel  suit?  Whatever  made  you 
think  Quikpaddle  ever  fought  tigers  in 
China? — have  you  been  reading  those 
comic  books  again?  Why,  if  it  hadn't 
been  for  Bill,  here,  the  Beacon  wouldn't 
even  have  been  a  flashlight,  tomorrow!" Lockie  was  subdued. 

"Dream  Girl,  I  could  have  sworn  he 
said  he'd  been  in  China.  Can  you 
imagine  me  being  such  an  ignor- 

atumus?" It  was  on  the  tip  of  her  tongue  to 
tell  him  it  wouldn't  strain  her  imagina- 

tion at  all,  but  she  checked  herself. 
After  all,  she  had  swallowed  the  big 
glamor  stories  about  Quikpaddle,  hook- 
line-and-sinker,  herself,  and  she  was  in 

no  position  to  criticize.  Why  hadn't she  questioned  the  stranger  when  he 
had  come  to  the  office  today? 
Anyway,  the  loss  of  the  story  was 

completely  obscured  by  the  startling, 
astounding  fact  that  Bill  had  been 
right  for  once.  He  had  done  his  job. 
He  had  pulled  no  boners.  It  was  so 
new  a  role  for  her  Bill  that  she  could 
hardly  see  him  through  the  fog  around 
his  new  pedestal.  Why — Bill  had  saved 
the  day!  Scrape  a  Doolittle  and  find  a 
real  newspaperman! 
"Gee!"  she  breathed,  to  herself. 

"There  he  stands — the  great  big  hunk  of 
wonderman!  Why,  even  Terry  got  his 

wires  crossed — but  not  Bill!" 
But  Terry  was  so  crestfallen  Maisie 

was  inclined  to  be  magnanimous. 
"It's  all  right,  boys.  It's  not  every- 

one who  is  a  natural-born  reporter  like 
Bill,  here.  Can  you  forgive  me,  Bill? 
I  should  have  known  you  were  right 
— I  should  never  have  doubted  you.  I 
can  see  you  are  going  to  be  the  great- 

est newspaperman  that  ever  lived. 
Middleton  will  be  sorry  they  ever  said 

you  were  lazy  and  good-for-nothing — " 
"They  will?"  Bill  was  dazed. 
"They  certainly  will,  when  the  big- 

city  newspapers  start  bidding  for  you 

and  someday  you're  a  foreign  cor- 
respondent and  write  a  book — " 

"Do  I  have  to  write  a  book?" 
"All  foreign  correspondents  write 

books.  And  you'll  be  famous  and 
people  will  tell  you  all  their  off-the- 
record  secrets  and  you'll  tell  me  be- 

cause I'll  be  your  wife  and  you'll  have 
to  tell  me  everything.  Or  maybe  you'll be  a  famous  columnist  and  everybody 

will  hate  you — won't  that  be  wonder- 

ful?" 

"Will  it?"  Bill's  handsome  face 
looked  uncomprehending.  "And  all  be- 

cause I  knew  who  Quikpaddle  was — ?" 
"That's  not  the  point.  He  didn't  fool 

you  like  he  did  the  others.  Though — 
honestly! — how  anyone  could  have  ever 
thought  that  scared  little  guy  could 
have  been  a  big-game  hunter  or  a  big- 
shot  operator  from  Washington,  I  don't understand.  I  took  one  look  at  him  and 

I  knew  he  couldn't  lick  a  postage-stamp. 
If  you  could  have  seen  him  come  in 
here!     One  look  and  I  knew  he  had 
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never  been  anyplace  or  done  anythi 
in  his  whole  life.  Bill — I  don't  even 
care  about  not  having  a 'story  today- 
I  just  know  you're  going  to  do  gre-i 
things  for  the  Beacon!"  Triumphal,! faith  and  vaunting  ambition  beamfd from  her  eyes. 

"I  will?"  Bill  was  completely  non- 
plussed. "You  mean  I'm  not  fired? 

don't  know  what  to  say — why,  I  though. 
I  didn't  know  anything  about  news- 

papers or  how  to  get  an  interview  or 
what  was  a  good  story  and  wha' 
wasn't.  When  I  was  talking  to  o]( 

Quikshot — " 

"Quikpaddle,  dear,"  Maisie  reminds 
him,  her  eyes  adoringly  on  his  face. 

"Oh,  yeah,  Quikpaddle.  But  we  al 
ways  called  him  Quikshot — everyboci; 
did  in  the  Army.  I  guess  that  was  be 
cause  he  was  such  a  crack  shot  ari? 
because  he  downed  all  those  Jap 
planes  when  he  was  with  the  Fighting 

Tigers  in  China.    And — " "Fighting  Tigers!" 
"Sure.  And  because  he  fought  his 

way  out  of  the  jungle  single-handr  < 
that  time  when  his  plane  crashed  ar,. 
then  he  rescued  that  Indian  prince  fron 

the  Japs  and — " 
"Indian  Prince!" 

"CURE.    And  then,  when  he  made  tha 
kJ  good-will  tour  with  the  Secretaij 

of  the  Treasury  to  self  bonds — " 
"Secretary  of  the  Treasury!" 
"Yeah.  And  then,  when  he  wa 

decorated  so  many  times  by  the  Presi 
dent  of  the  United  States,  why,  I  gue^ 

that  Jiickname — " "Tne  President  of  the  United  States! 
"That's  right.  And — Maisie! — what 

the  matter? — are  you  feeling  okay?" Eyes  shut,  Maisie  was  counting  u 
to  ten.  Her  hands  were  clenched  at  he 
sides.  Ten  did  no  good — she  tried  an 
other  ten.  Spots  came  and  went  be 
hind  her  eyelids,  bells  clanged,  sirer 
screamed,  and  her  hands  ached  with  th 
urge  to  bring  a  twenty  pound  diction 

ary  down  on  Bill's  head. 
"Eight  .  .  .  nine  .  .  ." 
"Maisie — speak  to  me!" 
"Hello,  Bill— nine  ...  ten  .  .  ."  The: 

her  eyes  opened  wide  and  the  look  i 
them  reminded  Bill,  forcibly,  of  a  cer 
tain  top  sergeant  he  had  known.  Whe 
her  words  came.  Bill  shuddered  an 
fell  back  a  pace  because  they  wer 
spoken  in  the  same  doom-filled  tone 
the  top  sergeant  was  wont  to  emplo; 
"You  big  lug!  You  big,  dumb  idiot!  Ho 
could  I  ever  fall  in  love  with  such 
dope?  How  could  I  ever  think  y 
could  be  a  reporter?  The  biggest  sto 
— the  real  story — that  ever  came  t 
Middleton  and  right  under  your  nof 
and  you  come  back  and  say  it  is  all 
waste  of  time!  What's  an  explorer  c 
a  politician  compared  to  a  war  here 
And  you  knew  it  all  the  time — ar 
now  we  have  Anderson's  garage  on  th| 
front  page  and  it's  too  late  to  make| 
change  and  you're  out  of  a  job  again—; 
She  stopped,  suddenly.  Somethir 

had  occurred  to  her.  With  one  har 
she  fished  a  crumpled  carbon  out  of  h« 
desk  and  waved  it  in  front  of  Bill 
nose.  Her  voice  was  suddenly,  alarnj 

ingly,  sweet.  "I'm  wrong.  Bill,"  si 
cooed.  "You  do  have  a  job.  Let  n 
read  it  to  you — Wanted,  enterprisir' 
young  men  to  sell  farm  machinery- "You  can't  do  that  to  me!  I  g 

hay  fever  on  farms — " "Well,  this  is  one  job  you  woe 
sneeze  at!  '  From  now  on  you're  pla; 
ing  nursemaid  to  a  bunch  of  disks  a^ 
harrows  and  cream-separators — yir| 
and  your  buddy  Quikfiddle!  And  tha 

the  story,  or  my  name  isn't  Maial 

Revere!" 
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